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PRESS,"  60,  ST.  MARTIN'S  LANE,  CHARING  CROSS  ;  TO  BE 
HAD  OF  STRANGE,  PATERNOSTER  ROW ;  WJSEIIE ART,  SUFFOLK 
STREET,  DUBLIN ;   AND  ALL  RESPECTABLE  BOOKSELLERS. 


DRAMATIS     PERSONS 


First  performed  Tuesday,  December  2Qth,  1848. 


MORTALS. 


BUNG,  the  son  of  Tung,  whose  father  "1 
was  Hung,  {Emperor  of  China,  brother  >Mr.  James  Bland. 
of  the  Sun,  and  father  of  his  daughter). .  J 

CAMARALZAM  AN,  (Heirto  thethrone~\ 
of  the  Isles  of  Khaledan—a  locality  that  l  jjiss  p  Horton 
has  somehow  or  other  got  obliterated  from  f 
the  map) J 

JIN  SLING,  [Crown  Prince  of  Japan  ■>  Mr   Caulfield. 
—afterwards  a  Medical  Student)    . .     . .  J 

BADOURA,   (the  Princess  of  China,^ 
with   strong     opinions    of    maintaining  ljfISS  Reynolds. 
Woman's  powers,  and  strong  powers  of  j  ' 
maintaining  Woman's  opinions)      ..     ..J 

DIMPL  TSHIN,  (a pretty  little  C/«'««T. Mrs  Caulfield. 
figure) > 

TINGi   ...     *     .,        „    n  •  r Miss  Bell. 

.i  Ixq  }  Attendants  on  the  Princess    . .  (  Mlgs  A  WoULDS. 


SPIRITUALS. 

M  A I  -MO  U  N  E,  (Th  e  Peri— the  Spirit  of] 
the  Piece,  who  never  comes  in  without  a  >Mrs.  Keeley. 
Petit  Pas) J 

FILMA,  (her  friend—a  very  particular  "I  Mrs  l  s>  Buckingham. 
one) i 

DANASCH,(a  Djinn—a  plebeian  Spirit  \  Mr   Keeley 
of  disreputable  habits  and  connexions)  ..  1 

EL  BOGI,  (a  spry  Sprite)     Mr.  Mitchenson. 

TAFFETA,  (a  neat  Spirit  attending  on\Mlss  E    messent. 
the  Peri) >  ' 

SKILOPHT,  (the  Spirited  and  Spirit-^ 
turns  Proprietor  of  tin-  Half-way  Souse,  ljjISB  \v0ulds. 
situated  between  somewhere    and   some-  r 
tchere-clse)       
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CO  STUM  E. 


MORTALS. 


BUNG — Spelded  shirt  and  over-robe. 

CAMARALZAMAN— Green  velvet  jacket  and  fly,  white  satin  trowsers, 

and  green  cap. 
JIN  SLING— Black  Japan  dress  and  helmet. 
BADOURA— Blue  satin  upper  dress,  white  satin  petticoat,  richly 

trimmed  with  silver,  blue  satin  trowsers,  Chinese  head  dress. 

DIMPL  TSHIN— Chinese  dress. 
TING— Chinese  dress. 
SING— Chinese  dress. 

SPIRITUALS. 

MAIMOUNE— White  gauze  sylphide  dress. 

FILMA— Silver  tissue  jacket  and  bat,  white  net  double  skirt. 

DANASCH — Green  waistcoat,  green  scale  pantaloons  and  arms,  very 
shabby,  wbite  hat,  with  black  crape,  green  wings— 2nd:  Livery 
jacket',  green  waistcoat  and  Turkish  trowsers,  cap— 3rd .-  Same  as 
first,  with  new  hat,  clean  collar,  and  white  gloves. 

EL  BOGI— Green  tights,  spangled  scarlet  waistcoat,  ditto  boots. 

TAFFETA— Same  as  Chorus. 

SKTLOPHT— Holland  blouse,blue  and  silver  skirt,  red  velvet  cap. 

CHORUS  and  BALLET— Amber  bodies  and  blue  slnrts,  blue  hats, 
and  wings  ; — change  to  silver  tissue  bodies  and  white  skirts,  white 
hats,  and  wings. 

NINE  DEMONS— Various  modern  suits,  with  scale  arms,  legs,  and 
tails. 

TEN  CHINESE  GUARDS— Scarlet  shirts,  green  under-dress  caps. 

MANDARINS,  MERCHANTS,  &c— Chinese  dresses. 


Time  of  "Representation,  One  Hour  and  Thirty  Minutes. 


EXPLANATION   OF  THE   STAGE   DIRECTIONS. 

L.  means  first  entrance,  left;  R.  first  entrance,  right;  S.  E.  L. 
second  entrance,  left ;  S.  E.  R.  second  entrance,  right ;  U.  E.  L.  upper 
entrance,  left ;  U.  E.  R.  upper  entrance,  rieht ;  C.  centre  ;  L.  C.  left 
centre  ;  R.  C.  right  centre  ;  T.  E.  L.  third  entrance,  left ;  T.  E.  R.  third 
entrance,  right.— Observing,  you  are  supposed  to  face  the  audience. 


-TfE  ghoroh  E.  LASK  COLLBCTI 


CAMARALZAMAN  AND  BADOURA; 

OK, 

THE   PERI    WHO    LOVED    THE    PRINCE. 


ACT    I. 

Scene  l.—The  Sky — the  stage  covered  with  clouds — and  the 
starry  firmament  in  the  background. — Rising  Jrom  the 
clouds  in  the  foreground  are  seen  a  milestone,  on  which  is 
written  "  To  Jupiter— 60,000  leagues,"  and  a  finger-post, 
pointing  in  one  direction  "to  Orion,"  in  the  other  "to  the 
Milky  Way;"  a  little  further  back  a  light  kind  of  building, 
from  which  projects  a  sign-board,  with  the  words,  "  The 
Halfway  House;  good  accommodation  for  Sprite  and  Geni." 
Peris,  Spirits,  8fc,  grouped  among  the  clouds. 

CHORUS  OK  SPIRITS. 
Tune — "  Carnival  de  Venise  " 

Through  starlit  skies,  when  day  has  set, 

We  spirits,  gay  and  tree 
(To  use  coarse  language),  loose  are  let, 

To  roam  upon  the  spree, 
When  nightingales  their  notes  begin 

To  warble  on  the  spray, 
And  larks  the  sons  ot  men  are  seen 

Along  the  streets  to  play. 
And 
We  won't  go  home  till  morning, 
We  won't  go  home  till  morning; 
We  won't  go  home  till  morning, 

Till  daylight  doth  appear. 

[Chorus  repeated,  becoming  gradually  fainter,  while  the 
Spirits  disappear. 
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Enter  Maimoune  and  Filma  in  a  car,  drawn  by  doves,  s.  e.  l. 

Mai.  Holloa  there,  house!  now,  stupid,  look  alive  ; 

My  doves  are  rather  heated  by  their  drive, 

And  want  attending  to — now,  then,  I  say  ! 
Ski-  (within.)  Coming. 
Mai.  Oh  !  coming— so's  the  break  of  day. 

[Gets  out  of  car. 

Enter  Skilopht,  hurriedly,  r. 

Oh  !  here  you  are  !     Is  this,  sir,  your  civility, 

Detaining  Peris  of  respectability 

Out  here,  at  your  abominable  door, 

Bawling  and  shouting  till  their  throats  are  sore  ? 

There's  not  a  house,  'twixtthis  and  Georgium  SidusP 

But  with  more  prompt  attendance  would  provide  us. 
Ski.  Madam,  I'm  really  very  sorry. 
Mai.  Stuff! 

I  warrant  you'd  be  sorry  though,  enough, 

Should  you  find  out  you'd  lost  the  patronage 

Of  every  member  of  the  Peri-age. 

Take  care  ;  your  house,  despite  its  situation, 

Has  not  a  very  first-rate  reputation  ; 

Afrites,  hobgoblins,  here  a  refuge  find, 

And  Djinns  of  the  most  questionable  kind. 

Look  to  your  licence !  [Skilopht  is  about  to  speak. 

Mai.  Come,  no  words  1  need; 

Put  up  my  drag,  and  give  the  doves  a  feed. 

[Skilopht  bows,  and  is  leading  the  car  in. 

Mind  that  off-leader's  wing,  it's  got  a  scar 

From  a  slight  singe  against  a  shooting  star  ; 

Then  a  sky  parlour  for  us  see  prepared. 
Ski.  I'll  have  our  best  star-chamber  nicely  aired. 

[Exit,  leading  n  car,  r. 
Fit.  The  drive  has  done  you  good  ? 
Mai.  A  little,  dear  ; 

It  would  be  odd  if  one  felt  low,  up  here; 

But  ah  !  I  find  that  drive,  howe'er  I  may, 
I  can't  completely  drive  dull  care  away. 
Fil.  What  is  it  you  in  sorrow  doth  so  steep  ? 

Tell  me,  your  friend. 
Mai.  Can  you  a  secret  keep  ? 

Fil.  Of  course  I  can — you  ought  to  be  aware  of  it. 
Mai.  Then  here's  one — I'm  in  love — now  mind,  take  care  of  it. 
Fil.  In  love  ? 

Mai.  Why,  yes,  my  bosom's  had  a  smarter 

From  Venus's  sharp  son,  or  rather  darter. 
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Fil.  Who  is  the  happy  spirit  ? 

Mai.  Why,  my  dear, 

My  choice  is  slightly  infra  dig.,  I  fear. 
FU.  How  ?  sure  you  haven't  let  a  vulgar  Djinn 

Or  low-bred  Afrite  your  affections  win  ? 
Mai.  It  isn't  that  (aside)  ;  I  wish  I  had  a  fan 

To  hide  my  blushes ;  it's,  in  fact,  a  man ! 
FU.  (horror-struck.)  A  man !  good  gracious  !  do  I  hear  aright  ? 
Mat.  You  do. 
Fil.  (curtseying  very  coldly.)  Then,  Madam,  I  must  say,  good 

night ! 
.If at.  Where  would  you  go  ? 
Fil.  '    I'd  rather  not  be  seen 

With  any  one  who  could  herself  bemean 

So  shockingly. 
Mat.  Oh  !  this  my  bosom  wrings  ; 

Stay,  take  my  carriage. 
Fil.  Thank  you,  I  have  wings. 

[Curtsies  distantly,  and  sinks,  so  as  to  give  an  appear- 
ance that  she  is  flying  downwards. 
■Mai.  My  friend  has  cut  her  stick,  and  my  connexion, 

And  so  I  shall  be  cut  in  each  direction  ; 

I  shall  be  shunn'd  by  all  the  fairy  race  ; 

But  what's  their  countenance  to  his  sweet  face  ? 

For  his  sake  I  could  almost  change  my  station, 

Procure  an  act  of  naturalization, 

And  be  a  mortal — I  can't  live  without  him  : 

Stay,  by-the-bye,  I'll  sing  a  song  about  him. 

SONG. 

Tone — "Jenny  Jones." 
His  name's  Camaralzaman — charms  most  delectable 

Lurk  in  his  glances,  his  dimples,  and  smiles, 
His  father  and  mother  are  highly  respectable, 

Good  truth,  he's  crown  prince  of  the  Khaledan  Isles. 
And  indeed  of  all  mortals,  so  lovely  and  beautiful, 

That  same  young  gentleman  ranks  far  above, 
For  indeed  in  my  heart  I  do  love  that  Camaralzaman, 

That  sweetest  of  princes,  good  truth,  I  do  love. 
He's  just  had  a  row  with  his  cross-grain'd  old  father, 

Who  wants  him  to  wed  some  illustrious  lass, 
But  he  has  to  wedlock  a  rooted  objection, 

And  into  its  bondage  refuses  to  pass. 
So  he's  locked  in  his  room  till  his  mind  he  shall  alter, 

Which  me  to  deep  sorrow  and  pity  does  move, 
For  indeed  in  my  heart  I  do  love  that  Camaralzaman, 

That  sweete&t  of  princes,  in  truth,  I  do  love. 
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But,  judging  by  the  pricking  of  my  thumbs, 

Something  extremely  wicked  this  way  comes,  [Looking  off. 

"What  form  is  that  ?  Hah  !  by  this  distant  sight  of  it, 

It  seems  a  Djinn,  come  out  to  make  a  night  of  it. 
Dan.  {i..  outside.)   Lur-li-e-ty  ! 
Mai.  It  is  a  Djinn — dear,  dear ! 

When  icill  the  sky  of  nuisances  be  clear? 

It's  most  annoying,  and  by  no  means  right, 

That  decent  spirits  can't  fly  out  at  night, 

But  they  with  such-like  folks  must  come  in  contact ; 

Now,  hang  me  !  as  a  justice  if  I  won't  act ; 

I'll  take  the  rascal  up,  upon  suspicion, 

And  only  let  him  go  on  one  condition, 

That  of  himself  a  good  account  he'll  render.   [Looking  off. 

You  precious  scamp  !  I'll  bring  you  to  a  tender. 

[Withdraws.. 

Enter  D an asch,  flying. 

SONG. 
Tune — "  Mrs.  Johnson." 

Oh,  I  have  had  a  charming  ride, 

The  night  could  not  more  sweetly  glide 

With  gents,  the  Coal  Hole's  walls  inside, 

Or  at  the  Doctor  Johnson. 
A  moonlight  flit  I  do  e.njy, 

[Stopping,  as  if  struck  by  a  sudden  idea. 
That's  wrong  pronounc'd  though,  by-the-bye, 
For  Walker  spells  it  j-o-y, 

And  so  does  Doctor  Johnson. 
No  four-in-hand,  or  dog-cart  rare, 
Can  with  my  "patent  fly  "  compare, 
Though  saying  so,  I'm  well  aware, 

Would  anger  Doctor  Johnson. 
For  that  great  man  was  wont  to  cry, 
Who'd  make  a  pun  would  fake  a  cly  ! 
I  don't  think  so  myself — not  1 — 

But  so  says  Doctor  Johnson. 
Let's  see  what  sort  of  spoit  now  have  I  had ; 
Urn  !  taken  altogether,  not  so  bad  ; 
In  the  first  place,  a  fog  to  earth  I  sent, 
Which  caused  a  charming  Railway  Accident — 
And  which,  unless  the  air  soon  gets  a  cleanser, 
Is  safe  to  propagate  the  Influenza ; 
Then,  knowing  well  what  most  men's  feelings  hurts, 
I  tore  the  buttons  from  no  end  of  shirts  ; 
I'm  rather  proud  of  that  last-named  expedient — 

[Maimoune  comes  forward,  r. 
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And  then — Hilloa !  madam,  your  most  obedient. 
Mai.  Stand  and  deliver ! 
Dan.  What? 

Mai.  Your  name. 

Dan.  Well,  really, 

Sky-higk-way  robbery  this  is,  most  clearly. 

Who  steals  my  purse  steals  trash — but  'tis  a  shame 

If  any  niches  from  me  my  goud  name. 
Mai.  No  sauce,  sir  ;  keep  your  proper  spirit  level. 
Dan.  {aside.)  She's  my  superior,  I'd  best  be  civil ; 

My  name  you  wanted,  was  it,  ma'am  ?  oh  yes, 

I'll  give  it  with  a  taste  of  my  address. 

SONG. 
Tune — "  My  Name,  it  is  Sam  Hall." 

My  name  Danasch  they  call, 
Lady  sweet — 
My  name  Danasch  they  call, 
Lady  sweet — 
My  name  Danasch  they  call, 
I'm  a  Djinn  of  power,  but  small, 
And  I  rambles  at  nighttall 

Through  the  skies. 
Mai.  {shaking  her  head.) 

That  name  for  your  good  conduct  pleads  but  vainly  ; 
But,  now  I  see  your  ugly  face  more  plainly, 
I  recognise  it.     What,  sir,  were  you  doing  ? 
What  kind  of  small-beer  mischief  were  you  brewing 
One  night — about  the  middle  of  last  week — 
When,  like  an  atmospheric  airy-sneak, 
I  saw  you  from  a  Chinese  palace  crawl? 
Dan.  Admiring  Nature's  beauties,  that  was  all. 

[Maimoune  laughs. 

Well,  and  what  of  it?  I  suppose  I  may? 
Mai.  Oh  !  by  all  means — what  sort  of  beauty,  pray  ? 
Dan.  A  female  one  ;  such  shoulders,  such  a  face.  1 

I'm  half  in  love — it's  very  near  a  case. 
Mai.  And  pray  who  thus  inflames  your  tender  bosom  ? 
Dan." Lend  me  your  ears  ;"  or — stay,  you'll  want  to  use  'em, 

DUET. 
Tune — "  Barclay  and  Perkins's  Drayman." 
Dan.      In  Pekin  town  does  now  reside 

A  princess,  who  doesn't  much  lack  men, 
Her  lily-white  hand  she's  long  denied 
To  lots  of  first-rate  or  "  crack  "  men. 
a2 
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At  wedlock's  bonds  she  vows  she'll  strike, 

Declaring  she'll  never  obey  man — 
"Which  vexes  her  Pa. 
Mai.  How  remarkably  like 

The  case  of  my  Camaral-sa-man  ! 
Dan.     They've  locked  her  up— but  it's  all  in  vain, 
She  still  is  determined  to  sack  man, 
Though  suitors  approach  her  again  and  again, 

She  turns  up  her  nose  at  each  Jack  man  ; 
But  the  brightest  beauty  earth  has  got, 
By  her  would  appear  a  tame  'un — 
Mai.     Now,  there  you're  wrong,  for  I'm  sure  she  cannot 
Compare  with  my  Camaral-za-man. 

Dan.  Pray,  who's  your  friend  ? 

Mai.  One  whose  bright  beauty's  ray 

Would  quite  eclipse  your  bit  of  China  clay. 
Dan.  Gammon  \ 

Mai.  Low  wretch  !  expressions  such  as  that ! 

Dan.l  say  it's  gammon — cut  exceeding  fat — 

For  many  insults  I've  a  strong  digestion, 

But  I  can't  have  my  taste  call'd  into  question. 
Mai.  The  public  journalists  are  right  in  stating 

The  lower  orders'  tastes  want  elevating. 

That  youth  the  greatest  beauty  ever  known  is. 
Dan.  I'll  bet  you  six  to  one,  in  flying  ponies — 

Mai.  {aside.) 

Now,  really,  I  have  half  a  mind  to  take  him  ; 

I  will — if  but  a  better  judge  to  make  him — 

Done  !  here's  my  hand,  though  it's  a  degradation  : 

[They  shake  hands. 

Of  rival  lines,  here's  an  amalgamation. 
Dan. But  you  must  find  the  proof! 
,^aj#  I  will — a  valid  'un — 

Fly  with  your  princess  to  the  isles  of  Khaledan 

I'll  meet  you  there,  from  now,  in  half-an-hour, 

In  the  top  chambers  of  the  eastern  tower 

Of  the  Imperial  Palace. 
j)an,  I'll  be  there  : 

Three  thousand  miles,  though,  to  convey  a  fare, 

In  half  an-hour,  one  must  have  to  fly 

Like  electricity. 

Pooh !  that's  gone  by  ; 

At  least,  1  think  so,  if  I've  heard  aright  of  it; 
Mai.  At  any  rate,  it  seems  they're  making  light  of  it  I 
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DUET. 

Tone — "  Fly  not  yet." 
Mai.  Fly,  you've  yet  but  half-an  hour 

To  reach  your  boasted  beauty's  bower, 
And  from  her  home,  by  magic  might, 
No  matter  where  she  spends  the  nitrht — ■ 

To  make  her  shoot  the  moon. 
Dan.  'Tis  but  to  vindicate  my  taste, 

That  so  much  time  and  toil  I'll  waste; 
Oh  !  soon  you'll  find,  her  beauty  glowing, 
Will  put  a  stop  to  all  your  crowing — 
Mai.  Don't  stay — don't  stay. 
Both.  The  friend,  of  whom  you  seem  so  vain, 
I'm  quite  convinced  is  rather  plain  ; 

You'll  have  to  change  your  tune. 

[Exeunt  different  ways. 

Scene  II. — Camaralzaman's  Sitting-room,  an  Eastern  apart- 
ment of  great  splendour,  with  the  various  appurtenances  of  a 
modern  fast  man's  pursuits  strewed  about;  foils,  boxing-gloves, 
portraits  of  ballet-dancers,  race  horses,  statuettes,  §"c. — The 
moonlight  seen  through  an  opening  at  the  back,  a  lamp  burn- 
ing.— Camaralzaman  enters,  r.;  reclines  lazily  on  a  couch. 
Cam.  'Tiu  now  the  very  witching  time  of  night, 

Which,  were  I  free,  would  bring  with  it  delight ; 

Now  could  I  drink  hot  grog,  hear  comic  songs, 

Or  join  the  gay  Casino's  gladsome  throngs, 

Or  drain,  'midst  buzzing  sounds  of  mirth  and  chaff, 

The  foaming  stout,  or  genial  half-and-half; 

But  here  a  prisoner  condemned  to  stop, 

I  can  indulge  in  neither  malt  nor  "  hop." 

Oh,  cruel  Pa'  !  to  place  me  in  this  state, 

Because  I  would  avoid  your  own  sad  fate. 

Dear  mother,  though  a  model  of  a  wife, 

Gave  me  a  slight  distaste  for  married  life.  [Shudders. 

Better  be  thus  than  free,  and  have  to  stand 

"  An  eye  like  Ma's,  to  threaten  and  command." 

SONG. 

Tune — "  The  Pope  he  leads,"  fyc. 
The  Pope  he  leads  a  happy  life 
Because  he  hasn't  got  a  wife, 
And  one  to  take  he's  not  so  flat, 
He  knows  a  trick  worth  two  of  that. 
No  shrill  abuse  his  ear  affrights 
For  stopping  out  too  late  at  nights  ; 
No  curtain  lectures  damp  his  hopes; 
A  happy  lot  must  be  the  Pope's. 
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Though,  poor  old  Pope  !  if  all  we  hear  be  true, 
There's  little  need,  just  now,  to  envy  you. 
What  shall  I  do  to  pass  the  time  away  ? 
I'd  go  to  bed,  but  I've  been  there  all  day. 
Oh  1  here's  last  Tuesday's  Khaledan  Gazette, 
I've  only  read  it  fifteen  times,  as  yet. 

[Takes  up  paper,  and  lolls  on  the  couch,  commences 
reading. 
Holloa  !  I  feel  a  sudden  wish  for  dozing, 
My  eyelids  agitate  for  early  closing  !  [Drowsily. 

I  s'pose  this  parliamentary  debate 
Acts  as  an  instantaneous  opiate. 
It's  very  odd — a  strange — queer — drowsy — feeling, 
A  sort  of  still — so — gently — o'er — me — stealing. 

[Music — "  Oh .'  slumber,  my  darling,"  very  slowly. 
He  sleeps. 

Enter  Maimoune,  through  wall,  r. 
Mai.  What  a  convenience  is  this  free  admission 
We  fairies  have,  to  ev'ry  exhibition! 
Where'er  we  please,  uncharg'd,  we  find  our  way  to  ; 
Even  cathedrals,  they  can't  make  us  pay  to. 
{Looking  at  Camaralzaman.)  I've  sent   him  off.    What 

smiles  his  slumbers  sweeten  ! 
And  there's  a  brow — it  couldn't  be  brow-beaten. 
With  such  a  love  as  that,  who  could  be  harsh? 
I  wonder  how  he'd  look  with  a  moustache — 
He's  got  none  yet;  though,  thanks  to  sorrow's  growth, 
He  feels  a  little  down  about  the  mouth. 
Talking  of  mouths,  I've  of  a  custom  heard 
Called,  let  me  see — ah  !  kissing — that's  the  word — 

[Approaching  Camaralzaman, 
I'm  told  it's  wrong !  but  where  can  be  the  crime? 

[She  is  just  about  to  kiss  him,  when  Danasch 
appears,  h.  suddenly  through  ihe  wall  opposite, 
and  coughs. 

Arn't  you  a  little  bit  before  your  time? 

[Slightly  disconcerted. 

And  where's  the  Princess  ?  why  have  you  not  brought  her  ? 
Dan.  (with  dignity.)  Would   you   "degrade  me,  ma'am,  from 
Djinn  to  Porter  ? 
She's  coming;  I've  consigned  her  to  the  cares 
Of  a  concern  in  which  I  hold  some  shares— 
An  underground  conveyance  company — 
I've  told  them  the  address,  she's  here,  you  see ! 

[El  Bogi  rises,  c,  idMBADOuRA  in  his  arms  asleep, 
and  veiled. 
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Thanks,  ray  brave  Asia  miner ; — place  her  there. 

[El  Bogi  carries  Badoura  to  the  couch,  where  Cama- 
rai.zaman  is  sitting. 
Steady,  she's  "  China — right  side  up,  with  care  ;" 
Next  time  we  meet  we'll  settle  for  the  fare. 

[El  Bogi  bows  and  disappears  through  trap,  s. 
Mai.  So,  that's  your  Chinese  Exhibition,  is  it  ? 
Dan.  Yes — so  "  step  forward,"  ma'am,  it's  worth  a  visit ; 

Just  going  to  begin.  [Removes  Badoura's  veil. 

Mai.  Urn  !  not  amiss ; 

But  look  upon  this  picture,  and  on  this. 
Dan.  (with  tke  air  of  a  connoisseur.)    Well !  not  so  bad  ;  the 
outline  pretty  bold, 
The  flesh  tints  good,  the  shadows  rather  cold. 
Too  much  foreshort'ning,  p'r'aps,  about  the  nose, 
And  that  left  elbow  seems  to  want  repose — 
There's  merit  in  it,  that  I  freely  own, 

[Camaralzaman  snores  suddenly. 
But,  altogether,  I  don't  like  the  tone. 
In  fact,  both  pictures'  beauties  fairly  weighed, 
1  must  say  mine  throws  yours  into  the  shade. 
Mai.  If  so,  its  case  is  very  much  the  same 
As  certain  Vernon  pictures  I  could  name  ; 
But  I  deny  it.     Now,  with  fairness  view  it — 
Your  picture  beat  that  ? — 'tis  n't  framed  to  do  it. 
Dan.  Why,  then,  the  wager's  drawn,  of  course.     Yet,  stay  ; 
To  settle  it,  I've  thought  upon  a  way: 
To  wake  'em  up  in  turns  now,  1  propose, 
And  let  that  one  which  for  the  other  shows 
Most  admiration,  lose.     D'ye  like  the  notion  ? 
Mai.  1  don't  object  to  seconding  the  motion. 
Dan.  Well,  then,  here  goes  to  put  the  plan  in  force  ; 

Mind,  we're  invisible,  you  know. 
Mai.  Of  course. 

[Danasch  sings  io  Badouka. 
Ttjne — "  The  Swiss  Boy." 
Come,  arouse  thee,  arouse  thee  ! 

A  very  nice  boy 
To  receive  your  opinion  doth  stay; 
But  rapturous  terms  in  his  praise  please  don't  use, 
Or,  a  bet  I'm  engaged  in,  you'll  cause  me  to  lose. 
Then  arouse  thee,  arouse  thee  ! 
But  please  don't  employ 
Too  much  praise,  or  the  stakes  I  must  pay. 

[Badoura  wakes,  and  looks  rounder,  amazed. 
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Bad.  What  place  is  this?  my   eyes!    (rubbing   them)    am    I 
awake? 
I  must  be;  no— I'm  not — it  must  be  a  mistake. 

[Seeing  Camaralzaman,  screams  slightly. 
Heavens  !  what's  that?  it  can't  be — yes,  it  can— 
I  really  do  believe  it  is  a  man, — 

[Rises,  advances,  goes  angrily  up  to  him,  then  runs  back. 
One  of  that  sex  I've  sworn  to  crush  and  wreck,  too ; 

[Looks  at  his  face,  and  starts. 
Really,  I  never  1  and  I  don't  expect  to — 
A  dreadful  weakness  seizes  me ;  I'm  poorly — 
Yes — and  it's  something  very  serious,  surely. 
All  my  strong  notions  upon  Woman's  Mission 
Seem  leaving  me.     I'm  in  a  sad  condition  ; 
My  strength,  my  will,  my  resolution,  fails  me. 

[Running  up  to  Camaralzaman,  and  shaking  him. 

Here,  sir,  get  up,  and  let  me  know  what  ails  me. 

[Shakes  him. 

Why,  he  won't  wake  ;  unmov'd  he  keeps  his  station. 
Now,  in  this  very  trying  situation, 
With  every  sort  of  doubt  my  bosom  wringing, 
What  can  be  so  appropriate  as  singing? 

SONG. 

Tune — "  The  Jolly  Young  Waterman." 

I  really  ne'er  saw  so  delightful  a  sort  of  man, 

All  my  political  notions  so  high, 
His  charms  have  upset  with  uncommon  celerity, 

Winning  my  heart  and  delighting  my  eye. 
If  he'd  wake  and  propose,  without  feeling  much  sorrow, 
I'd  wed  him  to-night,  before  to-morrow  ; 
But  for  loving  or  liking  he  don't  seem  to  care, 
Or  he  wouldn't  lie  snoozing  and  slumbering  there. 
Dan.  She's  said  enough— perchance,  a  little  more  ; 
Oblige  me,  ma'am,  by  sleeping  as  before. 

[Makes  mesmeric  passes  before  Badoura's  face.    She 
drops  asleep  beside  Camaralzaman. 
Mat.  Now,  own  your  China  ornament  outdone, 
By  spicy  Araby's  most  spicy  son  ; 
When  that  son  rises,  no  admiring  tones 
Like  hers  you'll  hear. 

[Taps  Camaralzaman,  playfully,  with  her  wand. 
Get  up,  a  lazy-bones ! 
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SONG. 
Tune — "  Isabelle." 
Wake,  dearest,  wake  !  by  me  invited, 

You'll  see  what  you  will  see ; 
But,  by  the  spectacle  highly  delighted, 

I  really  don't  think  you  will  be. 
Here's  a  belle,  here's  a  belle,  here's  a  belle, 

That  we  want  you  to  get  up  and  gaze  on  ; 
Please  to  tell,  please  to  tell,  please  to  tell. 

If  you  think  her  worth  heaping  much  praise  on. 

Tumble  up. 

Cam.  (starting  up.)  Give  me  another  chop  !  cut  off  the  fat 
Look  sharp,  there,  waiter.     Soft !  what  am  I  at  ? 
Another  dream  of  bliss  like  that  I'll  seek. 

[Yawns;  and,  in  doing  so,   he   touches  Badoura's 
cheek  with  his  hand  ;  he  looks  up,  astonished. 
What  do  I  touch  ?  now,  if  that  is  n't  cheek  ? 
Am  I  awake?  a  woman  in  this  place  !  [Rubs  his  eyes. 

Yet,  stay,  just  now  I  slapped  her  in  the  face, 
And,  though  with  rage  against  the  sex  I  swell, 
I  ought  tokiss  the  place  to  make  it  well.  [Kisses  her. 

I  think  the  blow  I  gave  was  rather  rough, 
And  one  kiss,  p'r'aps,  will  scarcely  be  enough  : 
I'll  try  some  more.  [Kisses  her  again. 

Now,  wake  ;   I  wish  you  would 
Get  up,  and  tell  me  if  it's  done  you  good.       [Shakes  her. 
That  shaking  on  her  no  impression  makes, 

[Shakes  her  again. 

And  I  can't  wake  her  in  a  brace  of  shakes. 

Miss  What's-your-name,  come,  please  wake  up,  do  try  ; 

She  can't  wake  ;  she's  bewitched,  and — i 

[Stopping  a  little,  and  looking  at  her. 

So  am  I. 

My  anti-marriage  vows  away  I  flin^. 
And  stand,  henceforth,  a  champion  of  the  ring. 
I  would  propose,  did  not  her  silence  stop  one, 
And  let  this  sudden  visit  prove  a  "pop"  one. 

SONG. 
Tune — "  Young  Agnes,"  (Fra  Diavolo.) 

Young  lady,  beauteous  flower, 

Sweet  as  blooming  May, 
Shake  off  sleep's  drowsy  power, 

And  hear  me  say  my  say  : 
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I'm  rich,  and  I'm  well  to  do, 
I'm  handsome,  young,  and  tall, 

I  want  to  propose  to  you, 
If  you'll  but  wake,  that's  all. 
So,  wake,  my  fairest  flower, 
Dost  thou  not  hear  Love's  call? 

[Sitting  by  Badoura,  and  taking  her  hand. 
Do,  please,  awake !  what  power  thus  silent  keeps  her  ? 
Mai.  (aside.)  I'm  getting  very  angry.     Go  to  sleep,  sir. 

[Hits  Camaralzaman  a  sharp  blow  on  the  head,  with 
her  wand.  He  diops  off  asleep,  immediately. 
Dan.  (aside.)  The  Peri  colours  up  like  a  geranium, 

Queer  thoughts  are  brooding  in  her  Peri-cranium. 
Mai.  Now,  but  that  I'm  a  spirit,  I  should  say, 
That  I  was  going  to  cry  or  faint  away  ; 
And  were  such  things  worn  by  the  Peri  race, 
Pd  beg  of  somebody  to  cut  my  lace. 
But  this  is  weak !  how  could  I  ever  waste 
A  thought  on  one  so  destitute  of  taste  ? 

SONG. 

Tune — "  Carry  me  back  to  Ole  Varginny." 
Oh  !  if  a  grain  of  taste  he  had, 

He'd  never  choose  her  for  a  wife; 
I  never  felt  anything  like  so  mad 

In  all  my  Peri  life; 
She's  coarse,  she's  old,  she  squints,  she's  skinny, 

But  let  me  see  her  no  more ! 
(To  Danasch.) 

Oh  !  carry  her  back,  you  stupid  ninny, 

Away  to  China's  shore. 


1 


Chorus. 

Mai.  Oh  !  carry  her  back,  you  stupid  ninny, 

And  let  me  see  her  no  more. 
Dan. I'll  carry  her  back;  but  stupid  ninny 

1  won't  be  called  any  more. 

[At  the  conclusion  of  the  Chorus,  Maimoune  strikes 
her  hand  fiercely  against  the  wall,  and  disappears 
through  it  "  in  a  huff." 

A  stuck-up  minx  !  as  arrogant  as  crusty, 
Treating  me  here  like  dirt — I'm  none  so  dusty — 
Like  a  mere  servant,  ordering  me  about ; 
Egad !  I'll  serve  her — that  is,  serve  her  cut. 
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But,  soft  I  methinks  I  scent  the  morning  air,  [Cock  crows. 

Yes,  and  the  "  early  bird,"  I  do  declare, 

Already  on  the  ground  begins  to  scrub, 

For  picking  up  the  worm  which  forms  his  grub ; 

I  must  be  off  now,  by  your  leave,  my  dear — 

[Takes  Badodra  on  his  arm. 
To  quote  an  ancient  saw,  "  you  don't  lodge  here." 

[Sinks  with  her. 


Scene  III. — China. — Gardens  of 'the  Imperial  Palace.  Chinese 
music. — Enter  a  Procession  of  Guards,  Mandarins,  Sfc.  They 
form  a  group  on  one  side;  then  enter  the  Emperor. 

Man.  Long  live  the  Emperor  ! 

Emp.  Silence,  villains !  stow  it ! 

We'll  not  live  long,  unless  we  like — you  know  itt 

'Tis  not  for  your  plebeian  throats  to  give 

Orders  to  us  how  long  you'd  have  us  live. 

[They  all  prostrate  themselves  before  him. 

Sons  of  burnt  fathers  !  what  means  that  position  ? 

How  dare  you  tumble  down  without  permission? 

[They  rise  abruptly,  and  stand  bolt  upright,  in  a  line. 

Now,  by  my  pigtail !  by  my  father's  nails  ! 

By  the  imperial  dragon's  sacred  scales ! 

My  mind's  so  tossed  about,  so  hurried,  flurried, 

Bothered,  perplexed,  annoyed,  insulted,  worried, 

That  soon  I  feel,  with  passion  and  disgust, 

Within  my  bosom  there  will  be  a  bust — 

One  universal  smash  my  senses  scatter — 

[Mildly  to  audience, 

Yet,  stay,  I'd  best  first  tell  you  what's  the  matter. 

SONG. 
Tune — "  Lord  Lovel." 
Lord  love  ye,  now  list,  while  my  tale  I  relate, 

And  to  my  sad  story  give  heed, 
'Tis  by  my  own  daughter  I'm  brought  to  this  state, 
And  I'm  very  unhappy  indeed  1 

Chorus. 

Deed — deed, 
He's  very  unhappy  in-deed  I 
'Tother  day,  "  'tis  my  wish  you  should  marry,"  I  said; 

"Indeed  though  I  won't,"  says  she — 
And  of  all  the  young  princes  I've  wished  her  to  wed. 
Not  one  will  my  lady  fan-cy. 
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Chorus. 
Cy— cy, 
Not  one  will  his  lady  fan-cy. 

For  she's  vowed,  and  she's  vowed,  and  she's  vowed,  and  she's 
vowed, 

And  she's  vowed,  and  she's  vowed  ev'ry  day, 
That  she  never  will  marry — her  spirit  so  proud, 

No  husband  will  ever  obey. 

Chorus. 
Bey — bey, 
No  husband  will  evero-bey. 
But  no  longer  I'll  beg;  I've  been  gentle  enough, 

I'll  insist  on  her  marriage  to-morrow; 
I'll  be  savage,  despotic,  ferocious,  and  gruff, 
Though  to  be  so  'twill  plunge  me  in  sorrow. 

Chorus. 

Orrow — orrow, 
To  be  so  will  plunge  him  in  sor-row. 

[Trumpet. 
Enter  an  Usher,  introducing  Jin  Sling. 

Ush.  His  Highness  Prince  Jin  Sling,  Prince  of  Japan, 

Heir  to  the  Isles  of 

Jap.  {entering,  and  pushing  him  backwards.) 

That'll  do,  my  man. 
Emp.  How  fares  our  guest  this  morning  ? 
Jap.  Oh  !  tol-ol-ish. 

Emp.  (aside.)  Japan  is  not  remarkable  for  polish. 
Jap.  But,  now  to  business  :  come,  what  says  your  daughter 

To  the  fine  eloquence  with  which  I've  sought  her? 

Is  she  resolved  still  to  oppose  her  fate,  sir, 

And  miss  the  splendid  match  that  here  awaits  her? 
Emp.  Great  prince  !  altho'  I  grieve  to  find  it  so, 

Emphatically  speaking,  it's  no  go  ! 

I  pressed  your  suit — she  swore  she'd  ne'er  espouse  — 

She'd  not  be  saddled  with  the  bridal  vows; 

The  sex's  dignity  forbad  such  thraldom 

To  men — inferior  beings,  as  she  called  'em- 
Jap.  Infatuated  female  !  did  you  tell  her 

That  I'm  considered  a  good-looking  fellow; 

That  1  have  talent,  courage,  name,  and  rank, 

Fame  in  the  field,  and  money  in  the  Bank? 
Emp.  It's  no  use  telling  her  such  things  as  these, 

Such  pleas  don't  suit  her,  and  such  suits  don't  please  ; 
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The  way  she  treated  me,  sure,  in  a  daughter  was 
Conduct  which,  to  a  father,  didn't  ought  to  was  ; 
She's  thrown  off  all  the  show  of  love  she  shammed  first, 

And,  rather  than  obey,  she'll  see  me  ■ 

[Crash.     Loud  noise  of  slamming  doors,  fyc. 
[Badoura  rushes  in  through  door,  l.  her  hair  hanging 
loose  down  her  back.     Women,  tyc,  following. 

DUET. — ("  Lucia  di  Lammermoor.") 
Recitative. 
Bad.  Oh,  my  father  !  my  best  friend,  oh  1 
Some  pity  show,  pray, 
Unto  poor  me,  oh  ! 
Or  in  two  my  heart  you'll  rend,  oh! 
So  my  husband 

Now  let  me  see,  oh !  [Kneels  to  Emperor. 

Emp.  How,  your  husband  ?  you  surely  have  been  dreaming, 

1  suppose,  oh  ? 
Bad.  Nay;  I've  seen  him. 
Emp.  Gammon  ! 
Bad.  'Tis  you  know  so  ; 

I  saw  him  but  last  night. 
Emp.  Come,  come,  let's  have  no  nonsense.  [Crosses  to  l. 

Bad.  I  say  last  night,  sir. 
Emp.  Come,  come,  no  nonsense. 
Bad.  What  ? 
Emp.  No  nonsense  1 

Aria. 

Emp.  If  you  teaze  me,  you'll  repent,  oh ! 

You  must  be  mad  for  to  talk  so  to  me,  oh  ! 

Cease,  or  I  my  wrath  give  vent  to, 

"Which  will  teach  ye  civil  to  be; 

Mad  you  are.     A  commission  shall  attend,  ohl 

De  Lunatico  Inquirendo. 
Bad.  You  may  rave  and  rant  to  me,  oh  ! 

Say  I  am  mad,  and  exhaust  all  your  threats,  oh  ! 

Still  I  fear  no  ill  to  see,  oh ! 

But  for  that  sweet  youth  my  heart  still  frets. 

Give  him  to  me,  or  mind  what  you  are  arter, 

For  you  in  me  will  find  you've  caught  a  Tartar ! 
Bad.  Yes,  you'll  find  you've  caught  a  Tartar,    ~\       ^ 
Caught  a  Tartar,  sir,  in  me  1  f      7|_ 

Emp.  Oh,  my  darter !  oh,  my  darter!  C       ^ 

You're  as  mad  as  mad  can  be  1  /       » 

Emp.  She's  mad  1 
Bad.  I'm  not! 
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Emp.  What  can  you  know  about  it  ? 

We've  said  you're  mad,  and  so  how  dare  you  doubt  it? 
Bad.  Nay,  best  of  parents — once  more  giad  my  sight 

Witn  that  fair  form  that  I  beheld  last  night. 
Jap.  Sweet  maid,  dismiss  that  mockery  unreal, 

Cut  not  your  true  beau  for  that  beau  ideal. 
Emp.'Yis  clear  as  mud  1  she's  mad  ;   'tis  as  I  said,      [Firmly 

Girl,  there  stands  he  whom  I  command  you  wed  ; 

My  words  are  law,  mind! 
Bad.  Then  your  law's  a  spooney  'un — 

A  poor  law,  that  would  drive  me  to  that  Union. 
Emp.  Rash  girl  1  no  more  ;  was  ever  heard  such  daring  ? 

This  madness  must  be  cured ;  'tis  past  all  bearing. 

Away,  slaves!  scour  the  country  till  ye  find 

A  doctor,  who'll  restore  her  to  her  mind; 

She  shall  be  cured !  \  Exeunt  Mandarins,  r.,  hastily. 

(To  Badoura.)  How  dare  you  lose  your  senses? 

Get  well  at  once,  or  take  the  consequences. 

[Exeunt  tragically,  followed  by  Usher  and  Guards. 
Jap.  (Kneeling  to  Badoura,  and  holding  her  dress.) 

Oh  !  sweetest  princess,  whose  bright  charms  unfold 

Such  wondrous  beauties,  at  thy  feet  behold 

A  prince  of  ancient  line  and  noble  blood, 

In  his  best  trowsers,  kneeling  in  the  mud. 
Bad.  I  may  be  handsome,  but  I'll  now  be  plain, 

So,  I'll  not  have  you,  sir — you  kneel  in  vain. 
Jap.  Can  one  so  fair  speak  thus  to  her  adorer? 

Your  form  a  Venus,  but  your  words  a  Floorer ; 

Think  better  of  it — no  harsh  lord  I'd  be, 

A  model  husband  you  should  find  in  me ; 

I'd  ask  no  latch-key,  ne'er  from  home  would  stray, 

Would  eat  cold  mutton  on  a  washing-day. 
Bad.  No  more,  sir — leave  me  :  'tis  in  vain  to  sue 

Where  no  effects  can  possibly  accrue. 
Jap.  Nay,  but  my  suit — your  father  does  abet  it. 
Bad. "  Metbinks,  1  see  my  father  "  going  to  get  it. 

DUET. 
Tune — "  My  pretty  Page." 
Bad.  A  pretty  rage,  no  doubt,  papa 

Is  in ;  but  threats  quite  useless  are. 
Jap.  Oh,  fairest  lady,  hear  me  still, 

I'll  love  you  true,  indeed  I  will. 
Bad.  Once  more,  I  say,  get  out  again, 

You  do  not  suit  me  now,  that's  plain. 
Jap.  My  loving  wife  I'm  sure  you'll  be  ; 

I  know  you  can't  say  no  to  me. 
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Bad.  Leave  me,  I  pray — 

Jap.  Don't  send  me  away, 

You'll  repent,  if  you  do; 

For  you  love  me  as  well 

As  I  love  you. 
Bad.  The  deuce  I  do ! 

Jap.  Indeed  you  do 

Bad.  What,  I  ? 

Jap.  Yes,  you. 

Bad.  I  ? 

Jap.  You. 

Bad.  Not  I — get  away. 

Jap.  Not  T — here  I'll  stay.  [Exeunt,  l. 


Scene  IV. — A  gloomy,  demoniac-looking  Cave.  Danasch  dis- 
covered at  a  table  formed  of  rocks,  with  pen,  ink,  and  paper 
before  him.  Several  Geni  seated  round  and  grouped  in  various 
attitudes. 

All.  Hear !   hear  !  hear  ! 

Dan.  Now,  gentlemen,  before  we  cut  it  short, 
Attention,  if  you  please,  to  my  report. 

All.  Hear  !  hear! 

Dan.  (reals.) 

Resolved, — That  Peris  are  a  stuck-up  set, 
And  a  let  down  or  two  deserve  to  get. 

All.  Hear!  hear!  hear! 

Dan.  Resolved, — That  one  of  them — by  name  Maimoune — 
Is,  in  this  meeting's  estimation,  "  spooney," 
Towards  a  prince,  who  does  her  heart  possess, 
And  also  jealous  of  a  young  princess. 

All.  Hear!  hear!  hear! 

Dan.  Resolved, — That,  as  the  said  princess  and  prince 
Met  with  each  other  once,  but  never  since, 
And,  unless  help'd  by  niagic  power,  it's  plain 
There's  little  chance  they'll  ever  meet  again — 
This  meeting  shall  provide  the  help  requir'd. 
By  which  said  meeting  gains  its  ends  desired, — 
Namely,  to  give  said  Peri  great  vexation, 
And  of  her  monkey  cause  the  elevation. 

All.  Hear!  hear! 

Dan.  Resolved, — That  Danasch  be  at  once  deputed 
To  see  this  meeting's  wishes  executed. 

All.  Hear  !  hear!  hear! 

[Great  applause.     Danasch  sits  down. 

(A  Djinn  rises.) 
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Dji.  Before  you  think  of  moving,  suffer  me  to — • 
I  beg  to  move — what  you  must  all  agree  to — 
A  vote  of  thanks  to  our  esteem'd  friend  there, 
For  his  efficient  conduct  in  the  chair. 
All.  Hear !  hear ! 

[El  Bogi  springs  up  very  suddenly  through  trap. 
El  B.  I  second  it. 

1st  Dji.  Then,  please,  before  we  lose  you  all, 

Be  kind  enough  to  signify  as  usual. 

[The  Geni  raise  their  hands,  and  cheer. 
Dan.    {rising.)  Gents!  There    are   customs   which    must    be 
obeyed — 
Customs  and  duties  Spirits  can't  evade. 
The  honour  done  me  upon  this  occasion, 
T  feel  convinced — that  is,  it's  my  persuasion — 
The — ah  ' — 1  mean — that  is — I  must  confess — 
That — unaccustomed  as  I  am  to — yes —  [Applause. 

Thank  you — I  feel — by  your  approval  backed, 
I  beg  to — Hem  ! — sit  down,  in  point  of  fact. 
All.  Hear  !  hear  ! 

1st  Dji.  The  meeting's  up,  I  s'pose.  [They  all  rise. 

Dan.  Here,  stop !  don't  start ; 

There's  something  to  come  in  before  we  part. 
One's  promises,  you  know,  one  must  perform  ; 
I  said  I'd  stand  a  drop  of  something  warm. 
I  like  a  real  good  drain,  which,  by  the  way, 
Is  more  than  certain  City  nobs  can  say. 

[A  large  punch-bowl  rises,  with  flames  under  it,  like 
the  witches'  cauldron  in  "Macbeth."  El  Bogi 
hands  round  drinking-cups.  Danasch  ladles  out 
the  beverage. 

SONG  AND  CHORUS. 

Music — "  Macbeth." 

Dan.      Let's  have  a  drain. 

1st  Dji.  Agreed ! 

2d  Dji.  Agreed ! 

Air — "  Sir  Roger  de  Coverley." 
Dan.  Care  and  sorrow  dwindling, 

Mirth  and  splendour  kindling; 
Let  us  be  happy  and  jolly, 
And  drink  success  to  swindling. 

Chorus. 
Care  and  sorrow,  &c. 
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ACT     II. 

Scene  I. — The  Imperial  City  of  China.  —  The  palace  gates — an 
immense  quantity  of  Heads  on  spikes  on  the  walls.  Citizens, 
Mandarins,  Sfc,  grouped  on  the  Stage.  A  man  with  two 
posters  on  boards,  hung  round  his  neck,  worded  thus  :  "  Lost  ! 
The  Princess's  Wits.  Any  medical  gentl  eman  restoring  the 
same  will  he  handsomely  rewarded." 

CHORUS  OF  CITIZENS. 
("  Les  Huguenots.") 

Did  you  ever  1 

See  such  a  sad  exhibition? 
Doctors,  clever  ! 

Brought  to  so  sad  a  condition? 
No,  I  never  ! 

This  is  what  comes  of  ambition, 
Rash  endeavour ! 

To  play  for  such  high  stakes. 

[After  Chorus  they  all  disperse. 

Enter  Japan,  r.,  and  Dimpl  Tshin,  from  Palace,  l. 

Jap.  The  very  girl  I  want.     Good  morning,  dear ! 
A  pleasant  morning  for  the  time  of  year. 
What  news  ? 

Dim.  The  Daily  News,  you  may  be  sure. 

Each  day,  to  work  the  mad  Princess's  cure, 
Lur'd  by  the  Emperor's  promise  of  her  hand, 
Fresh  Doctors  throng  from  ev'ry  foreign  land. 
Who  cures  may  wed  her ;  but  of  those  who  fail, 

[Pointing  to  heads  on  wall. 

Those  dismal  heads  can  tell  the  dismal  tale ; 
And  ev'ry  day  up  there  fresh  trophies  puts 
"  Heads  of  the  People,"  done  on  steel,  with  cuts. 
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Jap.  Still,  spite  of  all,  Badoura's  cure  I'll  try, 
I've  studied  medicine  upon  the  sly, 
And,  after  months  of  labour,  I've  compounded 

[Takes  out  a  box. 

This  patent  pill,  of  power  quite  unbounded. 

Its  qualities  are  soothing,  safe,  and  mild, 

And  may  be  taken  by  the  youngest  child  ; 

Sold,  wholesale,  retail,  and  for  exportation, 

By  ev'ry  medicine  vendor  in  the  nation. 

One  shilling  and  three  half-pence,  duty  free; 

And  none  are  genuine,  unless  signed  by  me. 
Dim.  But  please  be  quick,  sir,  for  they've  rung  for  me 

To  carry  Missus  up  a  cup  of  tea. 
Jap.  Egad  !   that  tea  suits  me  to  one  !  look  here, 

Just  pop  these  in  your  lady's  cup,  my  dear. 

[Gives  her  pills. 
Dim,  I  will. 

Jap.  And  secretly  ? 

Dim.  Depend  upon  it. 

Jap.  A  fi'-pun  note,  mind,  and  a  new  chip  bonnet. 
Dim..  Yes,  I  must  go  ;  though  folks  won't  think  it  prudent, 

Seeing  me  talking  to  a  medical  student. 

[Exeunt  into  Palace. 

Maimoune  rises  through  trap,  with  a  letter  in  her  hand. 

Mai.  Our  Fairy  Telegraphic  Company, 

Too  highly  spoken  of  can  scarcely  be. 

But  for  the  prompt  receipt  of  this  dispatch, 

I  might  have  met  with  very  near  my  match. 

That  horrid  Djinn,  it  seems,  has  form'd  a  plan 

To  drag  my  poor  dear  Camaralzaman 

To  matrimony — the  ill-natured  limb  I 

What  has  the  dear  boy  ever  done  to  him? 

So,  here  he  comes  ;   but  I'm  distress'd  to  see 

Him  keeping  ?uch  disgraceful  company. 

Now  then,  a  sight  at  how  things  go  to  take, 

Doubly  invisible  myself  I'll  make; 

The  Djinn  himself  shall  not  have  power  to  view  me, 

I'm  too  deep  for  him,  though  he  may  see  through  me. 


Enter  Camaralzaman,  r.,  with  Danasch  as  his  servant, 
carrying  a  carpet-bag. 

Dan.  In  pantomimic  language,  here  we  are  ! 
There's  the  abode  of  your  beloved's  Papa. 
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Cam.  Upon  my  word,  a  pretty  exhibition 

Of  "  Stuck-up  People" — an  improv'd  edition. 

[Looking  at  the  heads, 

Dan.  Yes,  it's  a  sight  for  charitable  souls 

Who  like  to  sympathize  with  Distress'd  Polls. 
Cam.  But,  I  say,  this  is  very  kind  of  you, 

So  unexpected,  from  a  stranger,  too. 
Dan.  (modestly.)  Don't  mention  it. 
Cam.  Oh!  I'll  not  be  prevented, 

You  Geni  have  been  much  misrepresented. 

Folks  upon  you  all  sorts  of  scandal  fling, 

You're  look'd  upon,  in  fact,  as  not  the  thing. 

I'm  sure  the  int'rest  that  you've  shown  in  me — 

Bringing  me  here  by  magic — carriage  free — 

In  fact,  the  kindness  you've  evinc'd  throughout, 

Proves  you  a  decent  sort,  beyond  all  doubt. 
Dan.  (aside.)  Green  youth  !  he  thinks  I'm  doing  him  a  kindness , 

When  to  a  wife  I'm  leading  him  !  what  blindness  ! 

Why,  of  your  woful  case  I  chanc'd  to  learn, 

And,  being  of  a  philanthropic  turn, 

T  thought  I'd  just  assist  you,  for  a  lark  ; 

But  as  to  what  I  am,  mind,  keep  it  dark. 

I'm  your  attendant  now. 
Cam.  Of  course,  I  know  ; 

Though,  really,  I'm  ashamed  to  serve  you  so. 
Mai.  (aside.)  That  of  politeness  is  a  needless  stretch  ; 

No  place  can  be  too  low  for  such  a  wretch. 
Cam.  And  shall  I  really  see  my  soul's  delight — 

The  thief  who  came  and  stole  my  heart  by  night, 

And  whom,  in  spite  of  all  my  hue  and  cry, 

And  offers  of  reward,  immensely  high, 

I've  not  been  fortunate  enough  to  capture  ? 

To  think  these  arms  should  take  her  up,  oh  !  rapture. 

Knock  at  the  door,  old  boy,  I  long  to  win  her. 

[Danasch  knocks  at  the  gate.    Porter  appears. 

Dan.  Emperor  in  ? 

Por.  He  is ;  but  he's  at  dinner. 

Dan.  Then  bolt  !  and  bid  his  highness  do  the  same 

Towards  his  meal;  our  presence  here  proclaim. 

As  for  his  mutton,  bid  him  cut  it  short.       [Exit  Porter. 

You're  not  afraid  ? 
Cam.  1 1  nothing  of  the  sort. 

Through  scenes  of  danger  long  I've  loved  to  stray  : 

I've  walked  through  Smithfield  on  a  market  day ; 
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I've  sailed  in  penny  steamers  many  a  one ; 
I've  stood  behind  a  cockney  sportsman's  gun  ; 
I've  been  a  special.     Fear,  indeed  !  Pooh!  pooh! 
Besides,  I've  every  confidence  in  you. 

Enter  Emperor,  angrily,  with  a  napkin  under  his  chin,  followed 
by  Mandarins,  Guards,  Usher,  fyc. 

Emp.  "Who  dares  to  stir  us  up  at  feeding-time  ? 
Are  these  the  miscreants  guilty  of  the  crime  ? 

Dan.  Illustrious  sire !  for  dinner  do  not  fret ! 

Remember  what  the  Scotch  say,  "Dinna  forget." 
Business  is  business.     Cease  that  angry  shrug, 
And  please  to  calm  your  antique  China  mug. 

[Takes  out  a  newspaper. 

That's  your  advertisement,  I  think  ? 
Emp.  'Tis  so. 

Dan.  We've  come  to  answer  it. 
Emp.  You  have !  Ho !  ho ! 

And  p'r'aps  you  really  think  to  win  the  prize  of  it. 
Dan.  To  use  a  strong  expression,  that's  the  size  of  it. 

Whate'er  your  daughter's  state,  my  master  'II  save  her. 
Emp.  What !  that  particularly  youthful  shaver, 

Whose  first  shave,  there  is  every  cause  to  dread, 

Will  prove  to  be  the  shaving  of  his  head? 
Cam.  I  fear  no  axe  nor  ax-idental  death, 

No  headsman's  blow  shall  knock  me  out  of  breath, 

Fetch  the  Princess,  and,  quick  as  presto  pass, 

I'll  work  her  cure;  or,  write  me  down  an  ass. 
Emp.  Writing  folks  down  is  not  at  all  our  line, 

Although  at  showing  people  up  we  shine. 

[Pointing  to  the  heads. 

Conduct  the  Princess  hither. 
Cam.  Now,  you'll  see, 

The  Prince-in-law  of  China  soon  I'll  be.  [Looking  of. 

Mai.  {aside.)  Not  if  I  know  it.     I  have  form'd  some  plans, 

Which  will  do  nicely  to  forbid  the  banns. 
Cam.  She  comes!  that  form  !  that  face  I  cannot  see, 

Because  it's  veiled !  but,  ah !  I  know  'tis  she. 

Enter  Badoura,  veiled,  Dimpl,  and  two  Attendants. 

Bad.  Throw  physic  to  the  dogs  !  I've  had  enough 
Of  doctors'  nonsense,  and  of  doctors'  stuff. 
No  surgeons,  'pothecavies,  or  M.D.s, 
Are  fit  to  minister  to  a  mind's  disease. 
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Show  me  no  more,  unless  you've  found  a  man 
Who  cures  upon  the  homoeopathic  plan — 
Whose  course  of  treatment,  'stead  of  draught  or  pill, 
Should  be  to  show  me  him  who  made  me  ill. 

Cam.  That  course  is  mine. 

Bad.  Who  speaks  ? 

Cam.  Don't  look  just  yet ; 

Let  me  recall  a  scene  you  can't  forget. 

DUET. 

Tune — "  Judy  Callaghan." 

Cam.  Twas  on  a  moonlight  night, 

At  three  o'clock  in  the  morning, 
A  fair  princess,  as  bright 

As  rays  of  daylight  dawning, 
To  Camaralzaman's  room 

Was  brought  by  means  mysterious, 
Set  his  heart  in  a  fume, 

And  made  him  with  love  delirious. 
Only  say, 
Have  some  peace  he  shall  again, 

Say,  yes,  pray, 
To  the  tune  of  Judy  Callaghan. 
Bad.  I  thought  I  was  dreaming  then, 

I'm  dreaming  now,  I  vow,  again  ; 
But,  no,  as  a  pike-staff  plain, 

I  see  his  sweet  face  now  again. 
I've  been  uncommonly  ill ! 

But  now  I  shall  soon  recover. 
Accept  you,  at  once,  I  will, 
To  be  my  devoted  lover. 
Cam.  I  must  say, 

Such  luck  not  oft  befals  a  man. 
Bad.  Don't  abuse  it,  pray, 

Charming  Camaralzaman. 

[They  embrace  most  affectionately. 

Cam.  My  life  1  my  soul !  my  love  !  at  last  I've  met  her  ! 

EmpA  think  Badoura  seems  a  great  deal  better. 

Bad.  (still  embracing  Camaralzaman.)  My  life!  my  love  1 

my  soul  1  at  last  we  meet. 
Ernp.We  do  pronounce  the  cure  to  be  complete. 

Rejoice,  ye  curs  !  exert  your  lungs  and  breath  ; 

We  bid  you  all  be  glad,  on  pain  of  death. 

[Mandarins  shout. 
b2 
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Prepare  festivities — look  sharp,  ye  scamps  ! 
Light  up  at  least  six  thousand  extra  lamps, 
Get  every  sort  of  delicacy  dressed, 
The  pickled  puppy,  and  the  stew'd  bird's-nest. 
Let  all  our  land  one  scene  of  gladness  be — 
The  feast  of  lanterns,  and  the  flow  of  tea. 

r  Guards  exeunt ;  Mandarins  bustle  about,  l. 

Enter  Japan. 

Jap.  Who  says  Badoura's  cured? 

Emp.  Her  royal  father. 

And  his  assertions  are  conclusive,  rather ; 
Jap.  Then  do  I  claim  her  hand. 
Dan.  Excuse  me,  pray ! 

But  will  you  just  be  good  enough  to  say, 
Whether  you'd  like  to  have  it  now,  or  let  it 
Stand  over  till  such  time  as  you  can  get  it  ? 
Emp.  (To  Danasch.)  Young  man,  a  footman  ought  to  keep 
his  place  ; 
Don't  be  presuming.    Now,  we'll  hear  your  case. 
Jap.  Son  of  the  sun,  and  offspring  of  the  sky, 
If  any  one  have  cured  your  child,  'tis  I ! 

[All  express  astonishment- 
Emp.  You! 
Jap.  Yes.     This  morning,  I,  to  try  my  skill, 

Popp'd  in  her  tea  a  potent  patent  pill ! 
Dan,  He  thinks  your  majesty  a  precious  flat; 
A  pill  !  you  never  mean  to  swallow  that  ? 
Emp.  Too  forward,  flunkey  !  less  presumption  use, 
We'll  swallow  just  exactly  what  we  choose ; 
To  show  that  our  opinion  won't  be  guided, 
We  do  pronounce  the  matter  undecided, 
Whether  our  daughter  to  the  strange  young  man 
Owes  her  recovery,  or  to  Japan. 
Come  here,  our  sons-in-law  that  wish  to  be, 
Toss  up  for  her  at  once— two  out  of  three. 

[Camarai.zaman  and  Japan  take  coin  from  their 
pockets  immediately,  and  toss  them  up,  catching 
them,  and  covering  them  with  their  hands. — The 
Emperor  stops  them. 
Or  stay,  don't  toss  ;  our  justice  never  sleeps ; 
And,  as  we've  set'our  face  'gainst  Derby  sweeps, 
To  suffer  gambling  in  our  court's  not  right. 
Instead  of  tossing,  then,  suppose  you  fight ; 

[Camaralzaman  and  Japan  draw  their  swords,  and 
strike  fighting  attitudes. — The  Emperor  stops 
them  again. 
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Or  stay,  don't  fight ;  put  up  your  sword,  young  person, 
(To  Camaralzaman.)  We've  changed  our  mind. 
Mai.  (aside.)  You  couldn't  for  a  worse  'un. 

[They  sheathe  their  swords. 
Emp.  A  good  idea  has  in  our  brain  to  dwell  come  1 
Mai.  (aside.)  Then,  as  a  stranger,  p'r'aps  you'll  give  it  welcome. 
Emp.  Instead  of  vulgar  toss  or  angry  blow, 

We'll  have  this  matter  settled  by  the  bow. 
Jap.  Beau  1  that  means  me — 
Cam.  Not  so,  my  rival  spruce. 

Who'd  think  of  saying  "  bo  "  to  such  a  goose? 
Emp.  Silence  !  you  two,  for  our  fair  child  competing, 

Shall  shoot  for  her  ;  we'll  call  ar*  archery  meeting. 

If  anybody  feels  inclined  to  say 

Our  plan  is  not  first-rate  in  ev'ry  way, 

Sublime,  ingenious,  just,  and  wise  supremely, 

To  catch  him  at  it,  we  should  like  extremely ; 
Bad.  This  is,  indeed,  one's  dignity  abridgin' 

Have  your  child  shot  for  like  a  Red-House  pigeon. 

[Crosses  to  u. 
Mai. Then  I've  a  plan;  my  arts  shall  discompose 

The  rival  arrows  of  these  rival  beaux.  [Exit,  l. 

Cam.  This  is  a  swindle!  [Crosses  to  Badoura. 

Emp.  Ha  !  I  cannot  suffer — 

Dan.  ^interrupting  him.) 

Now,  don't  be  angry,  there's  a  worthy  buffer; 

He  is  but  young,  wants  self-control,  you  see, 

He'd  ne'er  be  out  of  trouble  but  for  me, 

To  whose  care,  by  his  fond  and  doating  mammy, 

He  was  confided.     Would  you,  Master  Cammy  ? 

[Winks  at  Camaralzaman. 

You  didn't  mean  the  Emp'ror  to  annoy  ?  [Aside. 

Don't  be  afraid,  I'll  make  all  right,  my  boy. 
Cam.  (aside)  I  understand  ;  my  liege,  I  beg  your  pardon. 
Emp.  Well,  for  this  once,  your  fault  we  won't  be  hard  on ; 

What,  ho  !  to  all  the  sporting  papers  send, 

And  let  them  know  that  we  this  match  intend 

To  come  off  soon.     The  bow — the  bow's  the  thing 

By  which  this  matter  to  a  close  I'll  bring. 

CONCERTED. 

Tune — "  A  famous  Man  was  Robin  Hood." 

Emp.  Oh  1  a  famous  man  was  Robin  Hood, 
And,  as  an  archer,  made  a  noise  ; 
And  I  think,  if  1  were  you,  I  should 

Just  try  a  leaf  to  borrow  from  his  book,  my  boys. 
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Cam.  For  aught  that  he  can  do,  who  cares  ? 
Jap.  I've  skill,  and  tidy  strength  of  arm. 

Dan.  (aside  (oCamaralz  a  man.)  We'll  do  his  business  unawares, 
I'll  take  good  care  you're  kept  from  harm. 

Chorus. 

A  famous  man  was  Robin  Hood,  &c.  {Exeunt. 


Scene  II. — The  Fairy  Boudoir  o/Maimoune. 

Enter  Taffeta  and  Filma,  c. 
• 
Fil.  Pray,  is  your  mistress  in  ? 
Taf.  I  hardly  know, 

I'll  go  and  see;  what  name,  ma'am? 
Fil.  Filma ! 

Taf.  Oh  \ 

To  you,  of  course,  she's  in  ;  but,  truth  to  tell, 

She's  lately  been  so  very  far  from  well, 

She  can't  see  any  visitors. 
Fil.  Poor  dear ! 

Just  be  so  kind  as  tell  her  I  am  here.        [Exit  Taffeta. 

I've  called  on  dear  Maimoune  to  impart 

Some  news  that  must  go  nigh  to  break  her  heart ! 

When  grief  and  suffering  our  bosoms  rend, 

There's  nothing  like  a  reaJ,  good-natured  friend. 

Enter  Maimoune  and  Attendants,  c. 

Good  morning,  dear  !  why,  you  look  downright  gay; 

You  smile  as  you  were  wont  to  smile  to-day. 
Mai.  Oh  !  yes,  I'm  quite  recovered,  thank  you,  dear  ; 
(Aside.)  The  spiteful  thing!  I  know  what  brings  her  here. 
Fil.  I've  called  to  tell  you  something. 
Mai.  (aside.)  Oh  !  no  doubt, 

But  on  a  subject  I  know  all  about. 

Fil.  Prince  Camaralzaman 

Mai.  Well ! 

Fil.  Oh  !  my  dear — 

It  will  be  dreadful  news  to  you,  I  fear; 

He's  going  to  be  married. 
Mai.  Yes ! 

Fil.  (aside.)  Plague  take  her ! 

I  thought  to  faint  with  horror  it  would  make  her ; 

Don't  you  feel  sorry? 
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Mai.  Couldn't,  if  I  tried, 

As  I  myself  intend  to  be  the  bride. 
Fil.  You  ? 

Mai.         Yes  ! 

Fil.  You're  joking  ! 

Mai.  Joking — 'faith,  not  I ; 

The  die  is  cast. 
Fil.  Oh  !  never  say  that  die, 

You  said  that  you'd  forget  him  ! 
Mai.  P'r'aps  I  did, 

But  my  heart  wouldn't  do  as  it  was  bid  ; 

Come,  be  my  bridesmaid. 
Fil.  Nothing  of  the  sort. 

You  ought  to  be  ashamed,  miss,  so  you  ought, 

To  think  of  such  an  ill-assorted  marriage. 
Mai.  Be  good  enough  to  call  this  lady's  carriage. 
Fil.  Oh,  certainly !  with  pleasure,  ma'am — good  day  ! 
Peri,  (entering.)  The  Lady  Filma's  carriage  stops  the  way. 
Fil.  (aside.)  A  splendid  bit  of  scandal  this  will  be  ; 

I'll  ask  some  friends  this  very  night  to  tea.  [Exit. 

Mai.  Delightful  task  1  to  aid  my  tender  suit, 

And  teach  his  young  idea  how  to  shoot ; 

With  magic  I  my  prince's  dart  will  tip, 

That  to  the  judges  it  may  give  the  slip — 

He'll  seek  it ;  it  will  lead  him  to  my  arms, 

And  so  my  spells  will  beat  Badoura's  charms. 

Now,  girls,  away  !  make  every  preparation 

To  welcome  him  as  does  become  his  station  ; 

Let  music's  silver  strains  his  ears  delight, 

Not  common  fiddlers  hired  for  the  night, 

At  half-a-crown  an  hour  and  their  beer, 

But  regular  fairy  music  let  him  hear; 

And  bid  our  fairy  butler  furnish,  too, 

A  dozen  of  our  fine  old  crusty  dew  ; 

Then,  fly  1  and  get  our  wedding-dresses  made 

By  the  most  stylish  Peris  in  the  trade. 

At  once,  now  ;  see  my  wishes  acquiesced  in, 

[Exeunt  Peris, 

Meanwhile  I'll  practise  looking  interesting. 

My  dress  and  figure  I  had  better  see  to, 

I'll  practise  to  my  shadow,  like  Cerito. 

Shine  out,  fair  moon,  that  I  my  form  may  view, 

[Strong  light  at  wing,  v.,  to  throw  a  shadow  on  the 
stage.     All  the  other  light*  down. 

Thank  you !  some  day  I'll  do  as  much  for  you  ; 

[Dances  the  Fas  de  I' Ombre. 
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My  looks  ain't  bad — no  skill  could  well  advance  'em. 
If  he  stands  them,  he  must  stand  something  handsome. 

[Resumes  dance. 

Oh,  dear!  oh,  dear!  my  wings  are  rather  crumpled, 
Yes,  and  my  bustle  seems  a  little  rumpled. 

[Adjusts   her  dress  by   the  shadow;   resumes  dance, 
and  exit,  l. 

Scene  III. — An  Archery  Ground,  laid  out  a  la  Cremorne, 
Rosherville,  Sfc. ;  stuffed  figures  of  soldiers,  targets,  fyc, 
about ;  men,  in  Lincoln  green,  in  attendance. — A  raised  seat 
for  the  Emperor. 

Enter  the  Emperor,  attended  by  Guards,  Mandarins,  fyc. ; 
Japan  and  Camaralzaman,  with  bows  and  arrows  in  their 
hands. — Danasch  in  attendance  on  Camaralzaman.— 
Badodra,  and  her  Attendants,  8fc. 

CHORUS. 
(Bunting  Chorus  from  "  Der  Freischutz."J 

Now  forward,  young  men,  for  this  Princess  contending, 

Her  father  commands  you  to  draw  the  long  bow; 
And  there's  such  a  prize  on  your  shooting  depending, 

That  all  your  best  skill  we'd  advise  you  to  show. 
For,  oh  !  she's  a  treasure  that's  worthy  of  princes, 

"With  charms  more  than  Cocker  can  ever  compute; 
Each  moment  her  form  some  new  beauty  evinces  ; 

So  just  mind  your  eye,  and  take  care  how  you  shoot. 
Now,  my  lucky  sportsmen  !  step  forward,  and  try  your  luck  ! 

Forward  !  forward  !  &c. 

Emp.  Daughter,  you  look  the  picture  of  distress; 

A  sorry  sample  of  a  Prize  Princess. 
Bad.  (weeps.)  I  can't  help  crying — mingled  doubts  and  fears 

Transform  my  'kerchief  to  a  veil  of  tears. 

It's  wringing  wet — a  perfect  sheet  of  water. 
Emp.  Say  a  wet  blanket  on  our  mirth,  my  daughter.  [She  sobs. 

Come,  come  1  unless  you  mean  to  drop  that  din, 

Get  out,  or  rather,  I  should  say,  get  in. 
Bad.  Well,  p'r'aps  I'd  better,  for  the  match  would  be 

A  truly  'arrowing  spectacle  to  me  ; 

{To  Camaralzaman.)  Sweet  prince  !  may  Fortune  take 
you  in  her  care  I 
Dim.  (aside.)  Master's  a  brute — I  always  thought  he  were. 

[Exeunt  Badoura,  Dimpl,  and  Attendants. 
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Dan.  Now  then,  old  chap  !  it's  time  we  made  a  start ; 

Suppose  we  do  so. 
Emp.  Ob  !  with  all  my  heart ! 

You  understand,  who  shoots  the  farthest,  wins — 

And  only  one  shot  each — Japan  begins. 
Cam.  (aside  to  Danasch.)  All's  right,  you  say  ? 
Dan.  (aside,  in  reply.)  Correct  as  any  trivet ! 

Strength  to  your  arrow  I'll  take  care  and  give  it. 

[Japan  shoots. 
Jap.Badoura's  mine  ! 

Cam.  Don't  halloo  out  just  yet, 

Out  of  the  wood  you  first  had  better  get, 

[Shoots ;  all  start  with  astonishment. 
Dan.   There  ! 
Emp.  Where  ? 

Cam.  Ay !  where  ?  who  saw  my  arrow  fall  ? 

Att.  Please,  sir,  I  think  it  didn't  fall  at  all. 

SONG. 

Tune — "Blue  Bells  of  Scotland." 

Cam.  Oh  !  where,  and  oh !  where,  is  my  flighty  arrow  gone? 
Dan.  Oh  !  it's  gone  a  great  deal  farther  than  I  meant  it  to  have 
flown  ! 
And,  it's  oh  !  in  my  heart  that  I  can't  tell  where  it's  gone. 

Chorus. 
Then  it's  oh  !  in  his  heart,  &c. 

Jap.  (to  Emperor.)    Suppose,    and  suppose,  tbat  his  arrow 

can't  be  found? 
Emp.  He  must  lose  the  match,  of  course,  for  being  such  a  stupid 

hound ! 
Jap.  Then,  it's  oh  !  in  my  heart,  that  I  hope  it  can't  be  found. 

Chorus. 
Then,  it's  oh  !  in  his  heart,  &c. 

Cam.  I've  shot  it  out  of  sight,  that's  it,  no  doubt — 
But,  wait  a  minute,  I'll  soon  find  it  out. 

[Runs  after  his  arrow. 

Dan.  {aside.)  It  strikes  me,  Miss  Maimoune's  been  at  work, 
My  nicely-plann'd  contrivances  to  burk  ; 
If  so,  I  think  I'd  better  cut  and  run, 
But,  ere  I  do,  egad  !  I'll  have  some  fun. 
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Emp.  What!  can't  he  find  it?     Where  can  he  have  tossed  it  ? 

Zounds  !  if  the  stupid  fellow's  been  and  lost  it, 

Why,  he  deserves  to  lose  the  lady  too. 
Jap.  Hear !  hear !  I  quite  agree  with  you  ! 
Dan.  You  do  ? 

Well !  I'm  not  one  who  at  conclusions  jumps; 

But,  really,  you're  a  precious  set  of  pumps. 
Emp.  and  Jap.  Pumps  ! 
Mands.  8{c.  Pumps  ! 

Dan.  Yes,  pumps  I  his  highness  in  particular. 

Emp.  (infuriate.) 

Our  royal  pigtail  stands  out  perpendicular 

With  rage  !  our  pow'r  of  breathing  almost  ceases; 

Slaves !  chop  him  up  in  several  little  pieces. 

[Guards  rush  at  Danasch  with  weapons ;  he  stands 
with  his  arms  folded,  looking  contemptuously  at 
them.     Japan  interrupts  them. 

Jap.  A  moment  stay !   my  liege,  a  boon  I  crave — 
Let  me  dispose  of  this  presumptuous  slave. 

Emp.  Well,  if  to  you  'twill  any  pleasure  bring, 

Here,  slaves,  fall  back,  and  give  the  prince  a  ring  ! 

[Music.  —  Japan  draws  his  sword,  and  rushes  at 
Danasch,  who  draws  his,  and  defends  himself. 
Broadsword  Combat.  Danasch  is  stabbed,  but  he 
only  throws  up  his  arms  and  laughs. 

Jap.  You  harden'd  monster !  where's  your  feelings,  pray  ? 
I'll  try  and  touch  them  now,  where'er  they  lay. 

[Fight  renewed.  Danasch  stabbed,  and  laughs  as 
before.  Japan  becomes  infuriated,  stabs  Da- 
nasch several  times,  at  each  of  which  he  laughs. 
At  last  he  stabs  Japan,  and  with  an  0.  Smith-like 
laugh  sinks  through  trap,  from  which  a  flame 
arises.     J  apan  falls. 

Perdition  catch  thine  arm — 
Emp.  (astonished.)  There's  none  to  catch  ; 

Your  friend's  gone  off,  just  like  a  Congreve  match, 

Smelling  like  those — three  boxes  for  a  penny  ! 
Jap.  (feebly.)  He  was  a  match  for  me,  and  one  too  many  ; 

I'm  pepper'd  ;  yes,  Pin  summon'd  to  that  bourne 

From  which  commercial  travelers  ne'er  return.         (Dies. 
Emp.  I  think — although  I  don't  for  certain  know — 

I'm  justified  in  saying,  here's  a  go  ! 

One  son-in-law  cut  off — but  where's  the  other? 
Att.  Please,  sir,  he's  cut  off  too. 
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Emp.  Now,  that's  a  bother  ; 

If  of  the  candidates  we  lose  the  two, 
What  for  a  husband  will  Badoura  do? 
Here,  find  him  out — every  exertion  make — 
Tell  him  there  must  have  been  a  slight  mistake ; 
As  for  the  dart  which  play'd  him  such  a  trick, 
Tell  him  that  needn't  in  his  gizzard  stick  ! 

[Guards  bear  off  Japan. 


SOLO  AND  CHORUS. 

(Eclipse  Polka. J 

That  you  find  him,  have  a  care  , 
And  you'd  better,  I  declare, 

In  ajiffey, 

If  ye 

Really 

Dearly 
Prize  the  heads  you  wear. 

Chorus. 

We  to  find  him  must  take  care ; 
And  we'd  better,  I  declare, 

In  ajiffey, 

If  we,  &c. 

[Exeunt  Mandarins,  fyc,  running  to  look  for  Cama- 

RALZAMAK,  L. 


Scene  IV.—  A  romantic  woody  Landscape.— A  rock,  with  a  door, 
with  knocker  and  two  bells,  one  marked  "  Visitors,"  the 
other  "  Servants."  An  arrow  flies  in,  and  sticks  in  the  stage, 
near  the  door ;  Camaralzaman  runs  in  fatigued  and  panting 
after  it ;  as  soon  as  it  falls,  he  pounces  upon  it. 

Cam.  So,  sir,  you've  taken  arrow-root,  at  last  ; 

I  thought  you'd  tire  of  going  it  so  fast.  [Takes  it  up. 

I've  follow'd  it  for  miles  a  dozen  quite. 

Now,  were  I  to  describe  this  arrow's  flight. 

People  would  call  it,  without  hesitation, 

Merely  a  flight  of  my  imagination. 

Faith,  now  I've  lost  my  way  ;  a  pretty  scrape 

I've  got  into— through  what  ?  an  arrow  escape  ! 
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SONG. 

Air — "  Coming  through  the  Rye." 

Ne'er  a  body,  such  a  noddy, 

Prov'd  himself  as  I ; 
Miles  I've  walk'd  to  lose  my  way, 
•    I'm  half  inclin'd  to  cry. 
I've  traps'd  thro'  forests,  bogs,  and  swamps, 

O'er  vales  and  mountains  high, 
Coming  thro'  the  wet  and  dirt, 

And  coming  thro'  the  dry. 

If  a  body's  such  a  noddy, 

Such  a  careless  loon, 
He  deserves  whate'er  he  gets, 

For  being  such  a  spoon  ; 
But,  'pon  my  word,  it's  most  annoying, 

Fagg'd  to  death  am  I 
With  coming  thro'  the  wet  and  dirt, 

And  coming  thro'  the  dry. 

(Seeing    the  door.)   Why,  here's  a  house  that  Nature's 

help'd  to  fix; 
The  rocks  have  acted  here  like  regular  bricks. 
I'll  see  who's  in — I'm  sure  I  may  as  well — 
They'll  aid  me,  p'r'aps.     I'll  please  to  ring  the  bell. 

[Rings.     Taffeta  and  Peris  in  bridal  dresses,  with 
veils,  wedding  favours,  Sfc,  come  out. 

Well,  really,  I  do  meet  the  queerest  things— 
A  lot  of  pretty  girls,  with  veils  and  wings  1 

Taf.  Welcome,  sweet  prince  1 

Cam.  That's  very  kind  of  you. 

Taf.  We've  been  expecting  you. 

Cam.  Come,  that  won't  do. 

Taf.  What!  doubt  a  lady's  word?  Oh!  fie  1  forshamel 
Prince  Camaralzaman,  I  think  ? 

Cam.  {startled.)  My  name  ! 

You've  seen  my  picture  in  some  print-shop  window. 

Taf.  Not  so,  indeed;  but  don't  stand  here — come  in,  do. 

Cam.  Your  manner,  certainly,  of  kindness  savours, 
And  you've  already  shown  me  lots  of  favours, 

[Pointing  to  rosettes. 
Which,  by-the-bye,  induce  me  to  suppose 
Some  of  your  party  must  be  bless'd  with  beaux, 
With  whom  you're  going  to  be  tied  up  ; — in  fact, 
You've  met  to  perpetrate  some  marriage  act. 
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Peri.  We  have — so  please  to  join  our  wedding  party  ; 

You're  a  nice  man  for  one. 
Cam.  Well,  now,  that's  hearty  ; 

You  want  me  for  a  groomsman,  I  dare  say, 

Or  a  papa,  to  give  the  bride  away. 

Well,  I  shall  be  most  happy,  I  declare, 

In  your  Heart  Union  dodge  to  take  a  share. 

[Exeunt  into  cave. 

Scene  the  Last. — The  Peris'  Home.—  Maimoune  seated  in 
bridal  array,  surrounded  by  Peris  as  bridesmaids.— A  ban- 
quet prepared. — Music. 

Mai.  The  time  draws  near.     I'm  sadly  flushed  and  shaken  ; 
I  hope  too  rash  a  step  I  have  not  taken, 
And  put  my  foot  in  it.     Should  he  be  cold, 
And  deem  my  husband-catching  schemes  too  bold, 
He  may  think  (having  of  what's  right  a  high  sense) 
I've  sought  to  wed  him  with  an  undue  licence. 
Ha!  here  he  comes;  my  trepidation's  great — 
I  shall  receive  him  in  a  funny  state. 

Enter  Camaralzaman,  conducted  by  Taffeta  and  the  Peris. 

Cam.  Nothing  but  magic  can  I  set  down  this  to. 

This  grotto  quite  surpasses  Monte  Christo. 

This  dazzling  splendour  sets  me  fairly  blinking, 

Shutting  my  eyes  up  like — in  fact,  like  winking. 

[Seeing  Maimoune  and  Peris. 

More  marriage  belles  !  and,  faith,  a  pretty  lot ; 

But  for  the  gentlemen,  I  see  them  not ; 

And  you'll  admit,  I  think,  my  question's  sensible, 

Isn't  a  bridegroom  rather  indispensable  ? 
Mai.  Excuse  the  boldness  of  my  invitation  ; 

But,  prince,  would  you  accept  that  situation  ? 
Cam.  You're  joking,  lady. 
Mai.  Sweet  bird,  do  not  laugh  ; 

To  catch  you  is  my  wish,  but  not  with  chaff. 

The  marriage  preparations  that  you  see 

Are  for  the  union  of  you  and  me. 
Cam.  What  ?  do  you  think,  because  you  choose  to  make 

A  wedding  feast,  that  I'm  to  be  the  cake? 

Me  marry  you — marry,  come  up  !  not  I. 
Mai.  You  wont  ?  oh,  crimini  1  in  fact,  oh,  cry  ! 

You  must  be  mad,  sir,  to  refuse  the  match. 

Consider,  I'm  no  ordinary  catch  ; 
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My  wealth  and  influence  possess  no  bounds  ; 

Just  look  at  my  establishment  and  grounds. 
Cam.  Good  grounds,  no  doubt;  but  still  not  good  enough 

For  my  accepting  you  on.     Cease  this  stuff. 

One  maid  alone  can  ever  be  my  bride, 

To  whom  I'm  bound,  though  not  exactly  tied. 
Mai.  Throw  off  that  tie,  'twill  give  you  no  great  shock, 

And  in  its  stead  take  my  entire  stock. 

DUET. 
Tune — "  Green  Bushes." 

Mai.       Oh,  let  us  be  married,  young  man,  if  you  please. 
In  these  fairy  domains  you  may  live  at  your  ease, 
From  bailiffs  and  creditors  perfectly  free, 
If  you'll  leave  your  own  true  love,  and  marry  with  me. 

Cam.      Oh,  I  care  not  for  riches  ;   you  needn't  suppose 
I've  a  spirit  so  poor  as  to  marry  for  those  ; 
And  of  you  my  opinion  much  higher  would  be, 
If  you'd  show  a  few  blushes  at  making  so  free. 

Mai.  (aside.)  He's  twice  as  obstinate  as  any  pig; 

If  he  is  not,  why,  dash  my  Peri-wig  ! 

I've  half  a  mind,  for  the  contempt  you've  shown, 

To  change  you  to  a  block  of  solid  stone; 

But,  no,  you're  that  already. 
Cam.  Nay,  be  pacified  ; 

And,  though  as  man  and  wife  we  can't  be  classified, 

Let  us  be  friends.     Refuse  I'm  sure  you'll  not. 

Come,  and  I'll  tell  you  what  to  do. 
Mai.  Well!  what? 

Cam.  Why,  all  your  guests  here — it's  a  shame  to  cheat  'em, 

And  all  the  dainties — some  one  ought  to  eat  'em ; 

There  ought  to  be  a  wedding,  that's  quite  clear. 

Mai.  Well  ? 

Cam.  Fetch  the  young  princess  of  China  here, 

And,  'pon  my  word,  I'll  marry  her. 
Mai.  No  doubt ! 

(Aside.)  But  really  it's  a  chance  for  coming  out, 
And  showing  off  a  little  magnanimity  ; 
'Twill  be  a  struggle  of  intense  sublimity. 
I'll  give  him  up,  though  it  may  cost  me  pain : — 
There,  now  I  Maimoune  is  herself  again. 
All  human  weaknesses  away  I  pitch ; 
I'll  be  a  Peri,  and  behave  as  sich. 

[Music.  The  scene  at  the  back  opens,  and  the  Emperor 
and  Badoura  enter  in  a  fairy  triumphal-car. 
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Cam.  I  didn't  want  the  venerable  gent. 
Mat.  1  brought  him  here  to  give  you  his  consent. 
(To  Emperor.)  Now,  ask  no  questions ;    don't  stand  gaping 
there, 
But  give  your  blessing  to  the  youthful  pair. 

[Maimoune  joins  their  hands;   Emperor  puts  his 
hands  on  their  heads,  after  the  most  approved 
benediction  fashion. 
Emp.  Anything  else  in  my  way,  just  at  present  ? 
Mai.  Nothing ! 
Bad.  Well,  this  is  odd,  but  very  pleasant. 

[A  loud  rat-tat  knocking  is  heard,  and  a  bell  rings. 
Mai  Which  of  our  bidden  guests  such  uproars  bring  ? 
Hope  they  don't  call  that  a  wedding  ring. 

Enter  Danasch,  r.,  sprucely  dressed. 

You're  the  rap-rascal,  then,  that  made  that  row? 

Dan.  If  I've  offended,  I'll  knock  under  now. 

I've  called  to  say,  that  I've  been  thinking  over 
My  past  career.     I'm  sick  of  being  a  rover. 
I've  cut  my  bad  associates  already, 
And  mean  to  try  to  be  a  little  steady ; 
So  p'r'aps,  if  I  improve  in  my  propriety, 
You'll  introduce  me  to  some  good  seciety. 

Mai.  [aside.)  Well,  I  don't  know— he  looks  extremely  well- 
He  may  be  worth  one's  notice,  who  can  tell? 
Partners  are  scarce  ;  and,  bound  in  Hymen's  tether, 
We  might  get  on  extremely  well  together. 
(To  Danasch.)  Come  here — I  will— yes,  thus  my  love 
confessing ;  [Gives  her  hand. 

I've  got  no  Pa — will  you  please  give  your  blessing? 

[To  audience. 

Cam.  Yes,  let  us  your  approving  voices  hear, 

And  for  our  wedding-feast  provide  the  cheer. 

FINALE. 
Air — "  Jolly  Nose." 

Cam.  Jolly  rows  of  bright  faces,  which  garnish  our  Pit, 
All  looking  good-natured  and  merry; 
And  those  happy  forms  in  the  Boxes  that  sit, 
Are  cheering  to  look  upon,  very. 
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Emp.  Jolly  rows,  too,  you'll  see,  if  your  «yes  you  will  cast 
In  a  rather  more  lofty  direction  ; 
And  I  fancy  they  don't  to  our  efforts  just  past 
Entertain  the  profoundest  objection. 

Air — "  Old  Dan  Tucker." 

Bad.  Now,  all  I  want  this  very  night, 

Is  to  hear  a  noise,  to  see  a  sight ; 

The  noise,  your  hands  applauding  sounds, 

The  sight,  your  face  without  frowns 

Dan.  Get  out  of  the  way,  I'll  address  them, 

And  with  some  eloquence  of  mine  impress  them  I 

Air — "  Who's  dat  Knocking  at  de  Door  ?" 

Oh,  I've  just  come  to  say,  that  we  really  ought  to  be — 

Mai.  I  think  you'd  better  let  the  matter  rest  with  me. 
I've  tried  'em  once  or  twice,  1  think,  ere  now, 
And  pleased  with  what  I  say  they  always  seem  somehow. 

Air — "  Buffalo  GalsJ" 

Then  with  your  applause  won't  you  come  out  to-night? 
Oh,  grant  us  that  one  boon  ! 

Chorus. 

Then  with  your  applause,  &c. 
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SCENE  I. — Brompton  Square  by  Moonlight. 

The  spot  selected  by  the  Fairy  Commissioners  of  Woods  and  Forests 
as  the  Lodging-ground  for  the  Fairies  of  all  nations,  from  its 
proximity  to  Hyde  Park;  lights  are  seen  in  the  top  windows  of  the  .. 
houses,  which  go  oid  one  by  one  during  the  symphony,  as  the  people 
may  be  supposed  to  be  going  to  bed;  the  different  Fairies  are  dis- 
posed about,  sleeping  under  the  shrubs ;  Will  o'  the  Wisp  flies 
across  the  Stage,  and  then  comes  on.     Music. 

Will.  Now  creeping  murmur  and  the  poring  dark 

Fills  all  the  town,  from  Mile  End  to  Hyde  Park  ; 
The  pulse  of  London  throbs  at  fever  pitch  ; 
If  you  are  fairies,  wake,  and  dance  as  sich. 
(he  proceeds  to  rouse  the  Fairies  to  appropriate  music ;  when  they 
are  all  awake  there  is  a  dance ;  at  its  conclusion  Will  speaks. 

Will.  Break  off  and  hide  !  mischief  is  drawing  near — 
A  female  footstep  falls  upon  my  ear. 

(the  Fairies  retire  to  cautious  music ;  when  they  are  gone,  enter 
Mrs.  Keeley) 

Mrs.  K.  I  never  was  in  such  a  fix  before ! 

Libraries  have  been  ransack'd  o'er  and  o'er, 

Notes  have  been  taken  from  each  author's  desk, 

And  yet  we've  no  new  subject  to  burlesque. 

What  must  be  done  ?     Whilst  everything  is  thriving 

And  visitors  from  all  parts  are  arriving, 

I'm  in  the  most  deplorable  of  messes, 

With  nothing  to  bring  out  at  the  Princess's. 

Elfin  Music — Will  o'  the  Wisp  comes  on. 

Heyday  !     Who's  that  ?     What  are  you  doing  here  ? 

Where's  the  policeman 

Will.  Lady,  do  not  fear, 

I'm  Will  o'  the  Wisp — I  thought  perhaps  I  might, 
Upon  the  subject  throw  my  little  light. 
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Mrs.  K.  I  hope  its  not  expensive — if  so — steady  : 
We  pay  a  deal  too  much  for  light  already. 
In  this  cold  age,  of  all  romance  so  chary, 
To  think  that  I  should  live  to  see  a  fairy  ! 
How  came  you  here  ? 
Will.  You  know  I  love  the  damp, 

And  as  Belgravia  is  one  great  swamp, 
Which  sanitary  measures  will  not  touch, 
I  flit  ahout  there,  and  I  like  it  much. 
Mrs.  K.  I  think  I  roused  you  from  your  mausoleum. 
With  many  others,  at  the  old  Lyceum. 
The  "  Forty  Thieves"— "  Aladdin,"  "  Rohin  Hood," 
"  Dick  Whittington,"  the  "  Demon  of  the  Wood." 
Of  "  Beauties,"  "  Beasts,"  "  White  Cats,"  and  all  bereft, 
Like  an  ex-king,  I've  not  a  subject  left. 
Will.  Might  I  suggest  ?  from  fairy  lands  late  flew 
An  ferial  ship,  manned  hy  an  elfin  crew. 
(The  Exhibition  visitors  to  swell, 
The  fairies  of  all  nations  come  as  well.) 
Here  they  alighted  with  a  fairy  cargo, 
On  which  I  vote  at  once  to  lay  embargo. 
Mrs.  K.  Free-trade  forbids. 

Will.  You  have  no  cause  to  fear, 

The  Burlington  Arcade  is  very  near. 
Each  author  there  the  last  French  play  receives, 
And  wins  new  laurels 
Mrs.  K.  '  As  he  takes  French  leaves. 

Let  free-trade  flourish  then,  and  lose  no  time  ; 
Produce  these  fairy  friends  of  every  clime. 
Some  novel  tale  with  them  they  must  have  brought. 
Will.  Lady,  it  shall  be  done,  as  quick  as  thought. 
(Music — the  Fairies  enter  and  form  two  oblique  lines  up  the  stage 
a  bower  opens  and  discovers  a  fancy  frame,  in  which  the  Fairies 
appear,  when   named,  as   tableaux,  in   appropriate  snatches  of 
music;  Ondine  is  the  first) 
Will.  From  where  romantic  Rhine's  blue  waters  run 

The  gentle  Ondine  comes. 
Mrs.  K.  She  has  been  done  ! 

^Ondine  makes  way  for  the  Leprechaun ) 
Will.  The  Irish  Leprechaun,  who  tries  to  shun 

The  gaze  of  mortal  eye  ? 
M  as.  K.  He  has  been  done  ! 

(the  Leprechaun  makes  way  for  the  Peri) 
Will.  The  Peri  from  the  East,  who  heaven  won 

By  bringing  back  the  tear  ? 
Mi:-.  K.  She  has  been  done ! 

(the  Peri  makes  way  for  the  Geni  of  the  Lamp) 
Will.  The  (l<ni,  who  built  up,  to  use  a  pun, 

Aladdin's  house  like  bricks  ? 
M  R8.  K.  It  has  been  done  ! 
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In  fact,  since  fairy  legends  were  begun. 

All — all — and  lastly,  we  ourselves  are  done. 

(the  tableau  dose*) 

Yet  'midst  this  world-renowned  and  elfin  train 

I  see  no  representative  of  Spain. 
Will.  Just  use  this  magic  wand — it  has  the  power 

To  summon  him  before  you  at  this  hour. 
Mas.  K.  I'll  call  him,  then,  from  where  he  roams  at  large, 

The  Devil  upon  Two  Sticks,  of  Le  Sage. 
"The  IncantcdimP 

(spolcenby  Mrs.  Keeley,  through  Spanish  music,  very  piano) 

By  Don  Quixote's  Rosinante — by  Gil  Bias  de  Santillane— 
By  the  Spanish  Legion  who  went  out  and  then — came  back 

again — 
By   thy   castanets   and  nuts,   aud  by  thy  bonds,   and    by 

Granada — 
By  cachucas  and  boleros — by  thy  dirty  cheap  posada — 
By  thy  thirty-shilling  sherry — by  Amontillado  dear  — 
By  thy  priests,  and  bulls,  and  barbers,  I  command  thee  t" 

appear ! 

(Music — Asmodeus  appears  and  salutes  Mrs.  Keeley  after  some 
business  from  the  ballet  of  the  "  The  Devil  upon  Two  Sticks'') 

Mrs.  K.  Alas !  I  fear  'tis  but  another  one — 
I  recollect  me  now,  he  has  been  done  ! 

(Music — Asmodeus  strikes  a  tuft  of  shi'ubs;  it  changes  to  a 
facsimile  of  the  shilling  green  edition  of  the  "  Alhambva"  ) 

Mrs.  K.  I  see — the  volume  issued  at  a  shilling, 

For  railway  travellers  who  may  be  willing. 

To  run  and  read — ah  !  the  Alhambra,  see, 

Last  gorgeous  trace  of  Moorish  chivalry. 

Let  time  ran  back  to  fair  Grenada's  glories, 

Choose  for  me,  the  most  graceful  of  its  stories : 

"  The  Three  Princess's,"  and  so  lucid  make  it, 

Unto  our  author's  brains,  that  he  must  take  it. 
Asm.    Trouble  yourself  no  more  about  the  matter, 

I'll  find  the  scenes,  the  music,  and  the  patter. 

So  now  for  Spain,  before  to-morrow  noon. 
Mks.  K.  How  can  you  go? 
Asm.  Go — in  my  own  balloon : 

I  always  keep  one  ready  for  my  tricks, 

In  these  fast  days  of  mad  balloonatics. 

I've  one  up  there  :  I'll  summons  it  forthwith. 

My  passports  made  out  in  the  name  of  Smith. 
Mb-:.  K.  But  if  you  come  to  where  the  channel  waves  end, 

Don't  make  a  mess  of  it  and  drop  at  Gravesend. 
Asm.    Now  then,  balloon  (calling  up),  look  sharp,  I  say,  up  there, 
Mr^.  K.  He's  going  in  a  fly  to  take  tbe  air. 
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Away  at  once,  to  sport  upon  the  Moors ! 
Mk.  Keei.ev.    i  without)    i  say — my  love — you'd  better   come    faj 

doors ! 
Mr.-.  K.  Tin  coming — with  a  calmer,  clearer  head, 
I'll  say  good-night — step  in — and  go  to  bed. 

jExitMss.  Keeley.. 

(Music — the  Fairies  assist  Asmodeus  as  Ids  balloon  descends  in 
getting  the  storm  packed  for  the  journey — a  great  coat,  telescope, 
champagne,  dr.;  when,  all  is  ready  he  gets  into  the  car ;  cloud- 
fall  and  tlie  balloon  ascends ;  as  they  clear  away  they  discover  a. 
view  of  London  by  night,  with  the  Crystal  Palace  ;  tlie  scenery 
then  begins  to  sink  continuously,  giving  the  audience  the  notion, 
that  the  balloon  is  constantly  rising,  and  presents  a  bird's  eye 
view  of  Dover  aud  ihe  Channel  by  night,  Calais  Harbour,  Par is, 
the  Pyrenees,  the  Amphitheatre  of  Gavernie,  Sevelle,  the  Vega  qj 
Granada;  and  then  the  balloon  drops;  Asmodeus,  who  has  been 
occupied  with  business,  {putting  on  his  great  coat,  drinking  brandy  r 
and  u-rapping  himself  exceedingly  warm,  dr:)  cdl  this  time,  gets 
out  and  exits ;  the  clouds  disperse  and  discover) 

SCENE  II. — A   Mountain    Pass   on  the   Descent  to 

(xRANADA,  WITH  A  VlEW    OF  THE  ClTY  ;    THE  AlHAMBRA 
BEYOND    IT  ;    AND    THE    SlERRA    NEVADA    ABOVE    ALL. 

A  Moorish  fountain  r.  and  caravanserai,  l.  ;  a  group  of  palms  a-«(f 
vines,   r.  ;  the  road  descends  behind  rocks,  c. ;  Moors  are  idling 
about  irith  their  packages,  mules,  dx~,  near  the  fountain.     Musi 
The  Moors  clinic  their  glasses. 

Moor.  Ho  !  Hussein  Baba — bring  another  cup 

Of  the  best  wine  you  have ;  and  chalk  it  up. 

Ureter  Hussein  Baba  from  caravanserai,  u, 
His.     If  you  must  drink  and  break  your  Moslem  vow, 
I'll  thank  you  not  to  kick  up  such  a  row, 
And  if  you  want  fresh  liquor,  you  must  pay, 
For  chalks  too  often  walk  themselves  away, 
JncL  Moob.  There's  money  ! 

Jst.  Moor.  Come,  some  fresh  juice  of  the  grape  ': 

iii  b.     What  would  you  like?     My  fifteen-penny  Capo 
Is  a  domestic  wine— full-flavoured,  very- 
Only  exceeded  liy  my  half-crown  sherry. 
Here's  some  old  crusted  port — a  fruity  wine 
At  three  and  six — the  bouquet's  very  fine  : 
It  has  been  kept  twelve  years  in  dark  and  dust. 
As  people  say,  to  gain  an  honest  crust. 
1st.  Moor.  That's  a  long  time. 
Hi-.  It  is ;  but  then  you  know 

That  crusted  port  is  generally  slow. 
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No  doctoring  is  wanted  to  complete  it ; 
Hedges  and  Butler's  first-class  wines  can't  beat  it — 
(aside)  Although  the  troops  declare,  bought  from  the  Sutler, 
It  smacks  more  of  the  hedges  than  the  butler. 

3rd.  Moor.  Give  us  a  toast — come  fill — and  drink  like  men, 
The  prophet,  could  get  tipsy,  now  and  then. 

His.  Here's  to  Mahomed's  health,  and  plenty  of  it, 

1st.  Moor.  How  dare  you  jest? 

I  Ids.  I  do  not  mean  the  prophet. 

Not  he  who  wrote  the  "Koran,"  but  our  king, 
Who  always  flies  in  fight — (the   Moors  threaten  him) — on 

victory's  wing. 
And  who's  descendant,  if  the  word  rolls  right  on, 
Will  one  day  keep  shampooing  baths  at  Brighton. 
To  chant  his  history  to  you  can't  be  wrong 

(in  the  manner  of  a  toast-mastei) 
"  Now,  gentlemen,  pray  silence  for  a  song." 

Song,  Hussein,  "  The  Cork  Leg.'1 

There's  a  wonderful  king  who  fives  up  there, 
And  keeps  in  a  tower  three  daughters  fair, 
Whom  he  never  allows  to  take  the  arr, 
Like  the  Pagan  girls  in  Grosvenor-square. 

"  With  their  tooral,  tooral." 

Now  when  they  were  born  an  astrologer  said, 
That  if  ever  these  beautiful  girls  were  wed 
He  might  put  up  his  spoon  and  go  to  bed, 
For  the  Christians  would  soon  knock  his  crown  from 
his  head.  With  their  tooral,  &c. 

For  fear  that  the  prophecy  should  come  true, 
The  old  king  lives  in  a  terrible  stew, 
And  his  beautiful  daughters  mope  and  mew, 
And  all  day  long  they  have  nothing  to  do. 

With  their  tooral,  &c. 

But  as  all  young  ladies  are  bom  to  be  wives, 
And  make  men  happy  the  rest  of  their  lives, 
We  will  hope  the  enchanter  has  told  a  flam, 

,        And  that  all  his  predictions  are  not  worth  a 

Tooral,  tooral,  &c. 

(as  he  concludes  they  applaud  ivith  their  cups,  but  break  off  as  they 
hear  a  march  in  the  distance,  which  continues  louder  and  louder) 
His.     The  royal  band — away  with  everything — 
Clear  off  the  Pagan  cups :  it  is  the  king ! 

(march  continues;  they  hustle  away  the  cups  and  go  off;  theprocession 
of  King  Mahomed  returning  from  the  wars  appears.  Sjwils. 
Christian  prisoners,  &c.  ;  the  Princesses  are  carried  on,  each 
enclosed  in  an  arabesque  litter,  of  a  different  colour ;  they  make 
a  throne  for  Mahomed  under  the  palm  trees,  ivith  a  carpet, 
dbc.     Flourish) 
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King.  So  shaken  as  we  are — so  wan  with  care — 
Find  we  a  time  our  trappings  to  repair : 
This  time  our  arms  o'er  matched  the  Christian  dregs, 
Last  time,  you  may  remember,  'twas  our  legs. 
What,    ho !    (TIussein  re-enters   with   cup)   yovi  slave,  a  cup 
of  water  bring. 

His.     Most  overwhelming  and  unchristian  king. 

Here's  water ;  that  will  suit  your  royal  throttle, 
(aside  to   King)  From   grape  juice   made — that's  been    ten 
years  in  bottle. 

King.  ( 'drinks )  Ha  !  send  us  up  a  pipe — for  us  alone. 

Hus.    Extensive  Pagan,  pipes  are  not  yet  known, 
Because  tobacco,  please  your  royal  palfe, 
Won't  be  found  out  till  1558. 

King.  I  mean't  a  pipe  to  drink,  fool — not  to  smoke. 
Who  art  thou,  that  thou  darest  thus  to  joke  ? 

J  Irs.    Unequalled  infidel,  in  times  of  yore 

I  was  a  Christian,  but  am  now  a  Moor. 

Unable  in  the  wars  our  troops  to  rally, 

We  fled  before  a  sally  in  the  valley. 

When  finding  all  our  party  in  a  fix, 

We,  for  the  turbans,  changed  our  tiles  like  bricks  : 

In  fact,  in  me,  your  slave,  sire,  will  be  found 

The  "  Crescent  and  the  Cross  "  in  one  vol.  bound. 

Kim,.   I  want  a  cunning  fellow  of  your  race  * 

To  keep  about  me :  you  shall  have  his  place. 

(pointing  to  an  Officer) 
And  now  that  all  this  hour  of  joy  may  share, 
Let  my  three  daughters  have  a  breath  of  air. 

Musk — '•  Three  Blind  Mice." —  The  curtains  are  icithdtrayimfroia 
the  litters,  and  Hussein  brings  forward  the  Princesses,  veiled, 
one  after  the  other) 

Kino.  On  this  great  day  of  triumph,  veils  despise, 
And  let  their  beauty  dazzle  all  our  eyes. 
(as  tJie  Princesses  unveil  the  King  takes  his  seat  upon  the  throne, 
and  goes   through   the   following  scene — in   imitation   of  Mi; 
M  vckeady  in  "  King  Lear")  \ 

Zayda  !  my  owu  determined  eldest  girl . 
Zorayda,  setting  men's  brains  on  a  whirl. 
My  Zorahayda,  the  Alhambra's  toast, 
Which  of  you  shall  we  say  doth  love  us  most  ? 
Zat.    Sire,  I  do  love  you,  not  to  mince  the  matter, 
More  than  the  fiercest  battle's  loudest  clatter  : 
Fax  more  than  any  sort  of  lady's  lark, 
Than  driving  two  mad  ponies  in  the  park  : 
I  learing  a  bullfinch  with  the  royal  hounds, 
Betting  from  dozen  pairs  of  gloves  to  pounds: 

ter  in  fact  than  doing  ought  I  could, 
Which  in  these  days  a  fast  young  lady  should. 

A  2 
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King.  My  own  gay  girl,  the  image  of  your  father,  '{kisses  her) 

Now,  my  Zorayda,  do  you  love  me  ? 
Zor.  Eather! 

I  love  you  better  than  a  comity  hall, 

With  twenty  handsome  partners  at  my  call : 

Getting  my  chaperone  set  down  to  cards, 

Snubbing  the  line,  and  waltzing  with  the  guards  : 

Throwing  my  sweetheart  over  in  a  passion, 

Or  dressing  in  the  most  expensive  fashion. 
King,  (hisses  her)  My  Zorahayda,  Now's  your  time  to  speak. 
Zokah.  To  say  how  much  I  love  you,  words  are  weak, 

I  love  you  bettgr  than how  can  you  ask  it  ? 

My  pet  skye  terrier  and  my  crochet  basket : 

In  fact  my  love  passes  all  power  of  speech, 

.So  let  me  sing  it,  sire,  I  do  beseech. 

Song,  Zorahayda, 

Air,  by  Alfred  Mellon,  in,  "  TJie  Phantom  Dancers." 

To  me,  my  terrible  papa, 
I  can't  express  how  dear  you  are  : 
My  love  as  grown  to  such  a  height, 
No  tongue  can  tell,  no  pen  can  write. 
Oh  !  oh  !  don't  I  love  my  daddy  ! 
Oh  !  oh  !  dont  I  love  papa. 

(the  Princesses  sing  the  chorus  and  then  dance  a  reel) 

King.  This  moment  makes  amends  for  all  our  toils, 

What  shall  we  give  you  from  the  battle  spoils  ? 

Princesses.  Some  sweethearts,  pa. 

King.  Sweethearts  !  pooh,  pooh  !  sweet  stuff ! 

In  six  years  hence  it  will  be  time  enough 
To  think  of  that :  young  maids,  as  times  now  go, 
Of  honour,  or  of  all  work,  high  or  low, 
The  more  you  shut  them  up  the  more  they  know. 

(a  trumpet  sounds  without j 

Enter  an  Attendant  pale  and  icounded,  c. 

Att.     Great  monarch  !  on  Nevada's  snowy  heights 

We've  been  and  fought  and  conquered  three  young  knights. 
They've  scarcely  left  me  breath  enough  to  speak, 

Hus.     Pooh,  stuff,  you  know  three  knights  can't  make  one  weak.  . 

King.  Bring  straight  before  me  these  misguided  men : 
Mashallah  !  providence  is  great — 

(Music — Guards  go   up  and  return  with   Sir   Desperado,  Sir 
Rupert,  and  Sir  Toby,  struggling  with  tlteir  Captors) 

Now  then ! 
Des.    Saracen's  Head,  behold  three  Christian  martyrs, 

In  whom  these  Turks  of  yours,  have  caught  three  Tartars. 
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You  niggers,  let  rae  loose,  or  if  you  fret  me 
I'll  make  a  ghost  of  him  who  dose'nt  let  me 
Hands  off,  I  say,  you'd  hest  not  try  a  tussell  man, 
Or,  tho'  no  Turk,  I'll  show  you  I'm  a  muscle-man 

( knocks  Attendant  down) 
Toby,  (to  his  Guards)  Oh  !  don't  do  that,     I  say,  now,  let  me  go, 
(aside)  I'll  make  it  precious  worth  your  while,  you  know. 

Now,  there's  good  fellows,  only  see  me  thro'  it. 

(to  the  King)  Please,  sir,  it  wasn't  me.    I  saw  him  do  it. 
Rip.     (to  his  Guards)  I  say,  come  none  of  that :  so  stop  your  cheek : 

Two  upon  one!  I  wouldn't  be  a  sneak. 

Keep  further  off,  nor  thus  my  wrists  indent, 

You're  not  policemen,  and  I'm  not  a  gent. 
Z.w.     With  such  great  courage  I  must  own  I'm  struck. 
Zok.     What  grace  !   What  elegance ! 
Zobah.  Oh  !  what  a  duck  ! 

Sestette,  The  Olga  Waltz,  Zorah  and  Princesses. 

On  all  our  ears  thus  falling 
Every  sense  enthralling, 
Though  in  a  fix  appalling. 
Come  their  enchanting  words, 
Yows  will  ere  long  be  spoken, 
Each  will  exchange  a  token — 
Promises  kept  unbroken — 
When  we  hare  cut  those  cords. 

La,  la,  la,  la. 
X   (Knights  joinwith  Princesses) 

Hush!— hark! 

Keep  dark, 

Dont — down, 

Fright,  smite, 

Strike  when  we  get  rce. 

(at  the  end,  tfie  Knights  wait"  en  deux  temps  icith  the  Prini  i 
tc  the  great  consternation  of  the  King  and  Court) 
Kino.  Stop!  stop  I  stop! 

(he  stops  the  band  I 
Mosques  and  M  equitos  !  robbery  and  ruin  ! 
Why.  what  the  Devil  are  you  all  a  doing '? 
Tear  them  asunder,  their  death  knell  is  rung 

(^Guards  advance  I 
Li  i  -.     I  fear  this  string  of  beaux  will  be  bowstrung. 

You  would  not  have  us  thus  like  cattle  slaughtered. 
Kinh.   Pooh  !  let  them  at  once  be  hung,  drawn,  and  quartered. 

(the  Princesses  are  about  to  intercede  I 
K:  ...    i  ; .dl  vim  I  wont  have  it;  mutes  advance, 
And  teich  these  infidels  an  air  to  dance.' 

'some    Mi  res  come  forward  and  place  bow-strings  round  their 
necks) 
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Rup.    He  looks  too  much  in  earnest  to  be  jesting  ; 

I  say,  it's  getting  rather  interesting. 
Toby.  Why  was  I  led  away  by  thoughts  of  fame 

To  show  the  pagans  I  could  not  die  game ; 

I  who  was  always  known  to  be  a  fool, 

And  always  wopped  by  all  the  boys  at  school  ? 
Why  did  I  come  my  taper  out  to  snuff? 

Echo  replies,  "  because  you  are  a  muff." 
Djes.     What!  hang  a  knight?  I'd  send,  ere  thus  I'd  dangle 

My  body  with  my  mail  shirt,  to  the  mangle. 

This  hempen  collar  from  my  neck  unloose, 

Remember,  sir,  "that  no  news  is  good  news." 

Saracen's  Head,  give  not  the  fatal  sign, 

That  bids  yon  mutes  get  this  gent  in  a  line  : 

Or  if  you  do — 
Rup.  Be  calm,  or  I'm  mistaken. 

Kip.     This  rasher  mood  will  never  save  our  bacon  : 

See,  how  I'll  gammon  him.     We  fear  not  death — 
Toby.  Oh,  don't  we — 
Rup.  Silence!  or  I'll  stop  your  breath  : 

But  don't  you  think  'twill  better  serve  the  nation 

To  find  us  some  hardworking  situation. 
Des.    Make  me  your  turnspit :  I  can  be  of  use : 

A  second  Soyer,  glad  to  cook  your  goose. 
Rup.    Or  set  us  to  cut  down  your  forests  thick — 
Toby.  For  my  part,  /will  gladly  cut  my  stick. 
Rup.    If  you  would  wish  his  favour  to  obtain, 

You'd  better  not  try  those  old  jokes  again. 
Toby.  They  like  it:    old  jokes  are  well  known  as  true  ones, 

Whilst  there's  a  doubt  sometimes  about  the  new  ones, 
Zay.    Sire,  let  them  live.  These  foreigners  have  powers 

Unknown,  that  may  divert  your  leisure  hours. 
King.  On  second  thoughts  our  birthday  fete  is  nigh, 

They  first  shall  grace  our  triumph,  and  then  die. 
Des.     Never  say  die,  by  dint  of  elocution, 

I'll  try  and  stir  them  up  to  revolution. 

Smithfield  was  long  the  nuisance  of  the  town. 

But  even  Smithfield  is  at  last  put  down. 

Friends,  you're  all  slaves,  degrading  thought,  oh,  go  it ! 

And  save  me,  who  thus  taught  you  first  to  know  it. 

Each  man,  up  with  himself,  down  with  his  neighbour, 

And  cut  off  the  king's  head  with  his  own  sabre. 

Fire  !  murder  !  robbery  ! 
Toby.  Hurray  !  hurray  ! 

Des.     Liberte,  egalite,  fraternite. 
Ktxg.  What  does  he  say  ? 

A  red  hot  Red  Republican  by  jingo  ! 

Gag  him  at  once,  stop  his  infernal  lingo. 
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Concerted  Piece,   "  Barber  of  Seville." 

(the  Princesses  surround  the  King  and  implore  him) 

Rip.     Sir,  I'm  sure  you'll  never  rail  if 

I'll  explain  this  Moorish  bailiff; 

Collar'd  us, 

Made  this  fuss  : 

Oh.  most  venerated  Califf. 
Des.     Sir,  this  villainous  black  soldier, 

As  this  gentleman  has  told  you, 

Made  this  riot, 

Therefore  quiet : 

Sure  I  cannot  keep  my  tongue. 
Tory.  Sir,  with  your  polite  permission, 

I'll  express  my  deep  contrition ; 

Spare  my  life, 

End  this  strife : 

Sir,  oh,  grant  me  my  petition. 
Princesses.  Sir,  have  pity  on  your  daughters, 

Send  us  back  unto  our  quarters ; 

We'll  be  grave, 

And  behave, 

As  your  Majesty  has  taught  us. 
Kim*.  Silence! 

all  retire  in  confusion  up  the  stage;  tableau,  and  the  scene  closes) 

SCENE  III. — The  Chamber  of  the  Princesses  in  the 
Torre  de  las  Infantas. 

An  arch  c,  with  balcony  beyond;  a  tapestry  frame  R. ;   some  flowers. 
l.  ;  a  bird  cage  l.  c.     Sunset,  which  gradually  darkens. 

Enter  Kadioa. 

Kad.    All  day  beside  this  lonely  window  seated, 
Was  ever  ladies'  maid  so  badly  treated ; 
Ne'er  knowing  what  my  neighbours  are  about, 
No  followers — never  a  Sunday  out- 
No  footman  kept  nor  valet,  'tis  so  slow, 
That  is  the  only  valley  that  I  know. 

Song,  Kapiga—  "  Katty  Mooney." 
Ill  courted  be  by  some  young  man, 
;Tv  ill  be  so  snug  and  cosey  ! 
Si  I  t  him  choose  me  while  he  can, 
He'll  find  few  lips  so  rosy  : 
And  if  I  chance  to  be  so  blest, 
Hi-  imly  wife  he'll  find  me ; 
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I'll  have  no  others  like  the  rest 
To  carry  false  tales  behind  me. 
Och  hubbaboo — och  philliloo, 
Allah  !  how  I'll  tear  'em. 
Ay  de  mi !  she  soon  shall  see 
All  is  harem-scarem. 

What  will  young  Princess  Zorahayda  say 

When  she  finds  out  her  monkey's  stole  away  ? 
He's  such  a  dear ;  such  grace  in  every  antic, 
There's  something  in  that  creature  quite  romantic. 
My  love  for  monkeys  I  cannot  dissemble, 
There's  some  young  men  they  do  so  much  resemble. 

(Musk — "  Little  Love  is  a  mischievous  boy." — As  she  goes  to  sleep 
(music  changes)  Al  Djaco,  the  favourite  monkey  appears.  T/ie 
monkey  goes  through  various  antics,  and  at  last  kisses  Kadioa, 
knocks  down  a  box,  and  frightened  at  the  noise,  runs  off.) 
Kadiga  starts  up. 

Ivad.    What's  that !  come  in  !  I  thought  I  heard  a  knocking. 

And  dreamt  that  some  one  kissed  me,  Oh  !  how  shocking. 

(looks  from  the  window) 

And  as  I  live, — by  all  that  bright  array, 
My  mistresses  are  coming  back  to  day. 

(Air  without — ">Sieh  a  getting  up  stairs,"  and  then  the  three  Prin- 
cesses enter) 

Zw.     (sits)  Heigho ! 

Zoe.  (site)  Heigho  ! 

Zorah.  (sits)  Heigho! 

Zat.  At  home  once  more. 

Locked  in  our  lofty  chamber, 
Zorah.  What  a  bore  ! 

Zos.      There :  fold  our  things,  and  lay  them  on  their  shelves. 
Zorah.  There's  a  good  girl — now  leave  us  to  ourselves. 
K.vi).    Whenever  they  have  anything  to  say 

That  is  worth  hearing,  I  am  sent  away. 

[Exit  Kadiga. 

Zay.     (at  her  frame)  I  cannot  work  to  day  as  once  I  used, 

My  wools  appear  all  dazzling  and  confused. 
Zoe.    Away  dull  glass,  you  are  not  worth  inspection, 

I  find  more  pleasure  in  my  own  reflection. 

(Throws  away  mirror.) 

Zorah.  Mv  bird  begins  to  bore  me  with  his  song, 

Piping  "  Der  Freyschutz  "  badly  all  day  long. 

Did  I  but  know  where  pines  my  gallant  spark, 

I'd  give  my  linnet  up,  to  have  a  lark. 

Dearest  Zorayda,  trip  us  up  some  new  measure, 
Zor.     If  you  will  sing,  dearest  sister, 
Zorah.    '  Oh  !  with  pleasure. 
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Zayda,  love,  take  your  bells,  anil  here  alone 
We'll  have  a  chamber  concert  of  our  own. 

(Zayda  takes  some  musical  hells,  with  which  she  accompanies  the 

air.  She  seats  herself  on  a  divan  l.  Zorahayda,  wiih  tam- 
borine,  sits  donn  R.  Zorayda  dances  a  Pas  Seal  to  the  fol- 
lowing 

Song,  Zorahayda,  "  A  Life  by  the  Galley  Fin ." 

Oh,  the  life  of  a  girl  may  tire, 

Slrat  up  in  a  fortress  wild  ; 
And  no  cavalier  to  admire 

Don't  'zactly  suit  this  child. 
For  a  sweetheart's  vows  we  pine, 

And  each  pleasm-e  becomes  a  bore ; 
Oh  give  me  a  suitor  fine, 

Though  Pa  he  may  storm  and  roar. 

(At  the  conclusion  of  tJte  dance  a  guitar  is  heard  below,  and  imme- 
diately afterwards  the  voices  of  the  hnights,  in  imitation  of  the 
street  beggars  ) 
Zorah.  Oh,  girls  ! — the  family  jewels  to  a  farden — 

<  hit  three  young  knights  are  working  in  the  garden. 

Oh,  the  dear  souls,  so  manly,  yet  so  meek ! 

Hark,  hark — the  little  one  's  about  to  speak. 
Sn;  Toby.  My  Christian  friends  (if  there  in  hearing  be), 

A  single  Christian  friend.     Oh,  pity  me! 

Three  Christian  knights  forced  by  the  cruel  Turk 

Among  their  pagan  potherbs  for  to  work. 
J  >i>i'.  We  lie  and  starve  all  night  in  dungeons  damp  and  murky 

They  tell  us  we  may  eat  the  fruit,  which  the  only  fruit  in 
the  garden's  rhubarb, 

And  unfortunately  that's  Turkey, 
/•.it.     Oh!  let  me  look! 
Zay.  Hush  !  stop  !  it  will  be  better : 

Instead  of  signs  to  send  them  a  love  letter. 
Zok,     Alas  !  we've  neither  paper,  pens,  nor  ink, 
Zorah,  But  here  are  flowers,  sister,  and  1  think 

A  note  we'll  make,  if  my  advice  you'll  follow, 

Will  beat  "  The  Complete  Letter  Writer"  hollow. 

Zorahayda  brings  down  a  vase  of  flowers.      The  Princesses 
kneel  round  it,  and  select  their  emblems  by  turns.) 

First,  here's  the  Rose — that  means  with  love  we  bum — 
Zor.      The  Jonquil — we  desire  a  return. 
Zay.      Convolvulus — in  hopeless  bonds  we  pine, 
Zorah.  Forget  me  not — to  no  one  else  incline. 
Zob.     Nutmeg  geranium — an  expected  greeting, 
Zay.     And  Oleander,  for  a  cautious  meeting. 
Zorah.  Now,  whosoever  first  these  flowers  receives, 

Will  know  that  he  may  venture,  by  our  leaves. 
They  tin  ih<'  /lowers  into  a  bov<mct  and  throw  it  over  the  balcony. j 
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Zok.     See  !  the  young  one  makes  signs ;  he  bids  us  take 

Our  scarves,  and  with  their  lengths  a  ladder  make. 

(they  take  their  scarves,  and  throw  them  over  balcony) 

That's  it— pray  tie  it  tightly— there,  'tis  done, 

But  I  am  sure  'twill  only  carry  one. 
Zorah.  That  shall  be  mine,  the  one  that  sings  so  sweetly— 
Zor.     Mine,  if  you  please,  who  plann'd  the  rope  so  neatly. 
Zay.     No,  sister,  mine— that  jolly  little  man, 
Zorah.  We'll  each  pull  in  our  own,  as  best  we  can. 

Now  let  your  lines  hang  clear, 

See  !  the  fish  bite,  altho'  the  baits  are  here. 

(draw  up  their  respective  lovers) 

Toby,  (as  he  is  climbing  up)  When  we  get  in  oh  !    shan't  we  be  in 
clover ; 
Come  I  say,  Rupert,  give  us  a  leg  over. 
Rdp.     I  would  do  so  with  pleasure,  but  you  know 
Ere  I  help  you  I  must  myself  let  go. 
When  first  we  thought  on't  no  scheme  could  be  madder- 
Three  scaling  lads,  and  ne'er  a  scaling  ladder. 

{they  enter  over  balcony ) 
Desp.  And  now  sweet  ladies,  spite  of  bolt  and  bar, 

As  the  clown  says  at  Christmas,  "  here  we  are." 
(Sir  Toby  comes  down  to  the  front  with  Zayda,  as  the  others  rptire 
up  the  stage.) 
Toby.  With  love's  light  wings  did  I  o'er  perch  these  walls 

I  fear  with  serious  damage  to  my  smalls. 
Zay.     Oh  Toby,  Toby  !  wherefore  art  thou  Toby  ? 
Deny  thy  country — give  thy  faith  the  go-by. 
Or  if  thou  wilt  not — thou  dear  little  man, 
I  will  no  longer  be  Mahommedan. 
Toby.  What,  take  an  alias  !     If  it's  all  the  same, 

I'd  rather  not. 
Zay.  Then  be  some  other  name. 

What's  in  a  name  ?     Gloves  cleaned,  however  well, 
By  any  other  name  the  same  would  smell. 
You  little  dear,  you  ! 
Toby.  At  my  size  don't  sport, 

You  know  in  summer,  nights  are  always  shorty 
Zor.     Sweet  knight,  be  brief,  we've  really  scarce  a  minute 

Ere  they'll  lock  up  our  chamber,  and  us  in  it. 
Zorah.  If  you  would  pop— pop  quick— no  time  to  spare, 

Our  maid  comes  soon,  to  put  up  our  back  hair. 
Des.     If  we  would  pop  ? 

Kop.  She  says  "  if  we  would  pop." 

Oh,  come  with  us,  your  Pagan  parent  drop ! 
You  have  no  notion  (with  your  Harem  life) 
Of  all  the  freedom  of  a  Christian  wife. 
Des.     You  can  go  shopping,  with  no  husband  near, 
Provided  you  have  tick,  "  cela  va  vous  dire" 
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Rop.     Enjoy  your  opera-box,  and  cram  it  so 

That  when  your  husband  comes,  he's  forced  to  go. 
Tokv.  And  after  gadding  all  the  town  about 

Your  mother  needn't  know  that  you  were  out. 

(drum  without  at  bach) 
Rup.     Hark  !  as  Shakspeare  says — a  dram,  a  drum 
Toby.  The  Guards  !  and  blackguards  too.     Oh,  let's  bolt,  come. 
Des.     Sure  as  a  gun  they're  there  with  bow  and  arrow, 
Toby.  They'll  shoot  me  as  Cock  Robin  did  the  sparrow. 
Guard  (without)  Ready, 
Tobt.  (hanging  by  scarf)  Oh  my  ! 
Guard.  Present. 

Tobt.  Good  gracious ! 

Guard.  Fire. 

Toby.  Oh!  that's  into  me.  {arrows  fly  in) 

Rup.  'Tis  well  it  was  no  higher,   (pulls  out  arrow 

Toby.  They're  pointing  up  again;  I're  got  the  shivers, 
And  they've  got  lots  more  arrows  in  their  quivers. 

The  next  time  they'll  shoot  higher 

Kir.     Look  sharp,  come.  Toby/«/A< 

7-av.     Allah ! 
Zoba'h.  Bismillah ! 

Rdp.  He's  fallen  through  the  drum  ! 

(Noise  below,  and  alarm;  rolling  of  drums.  The  Knights  descend 
hurriedly.  Kadiga  comes  in  and  sends  the  Princesses  to  then- 
rooms.  All  this  time,  and  through  the  scene,  at  intervals,  the 
Monkey  has  been  playing  his  tricks.  Hurried  music.  All 
creunt  r. 

.SCENE  IV. — An  Apartment  in  the  Alhambra. 

Enter  Hussein    Baba   as  Master  of  the   Ceremonies,  follohved    '  >i 
Slaves. 

Hub.    Now,  for  the  last  time,  pay  your  best  attention 
To  some  important  things  1  have  to  mention  : 
There  has  been  so  much  robbery  of  late, 
You,  Muley,  look  sharp  out,  and  watch  the  plate. 
Bonabben,  take  your  place  at  the  first  wicket, 
And  mind  that  no  one  comes  without  his  ticket ; 
Receive  the  caps  and  cloaks  from  every  guest, 
And  don't  let  those  who  go  first,  take  the  best. 
Ahmed,  don't  be  too  generous  with  the  ices, 
And  don't  cut  up  the  cake,  in  too  large  slices ; 
If  voq  should  find  the  negus  running  shorter, 
Fill  up  the  jugs,  upon  the  sly,  with  water. 
That's  all  at  present.     Go  back  to  your  hall, 
And  when  again  1  want  you,  I  will  call. 

Exeunt  Slaves 
Heyday  !  here  comes  Kadiga,  all  unmuffled  ! 
Why.  what  has  the  young  lady's  feathers  raffled  ? 
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Enter  Kadiga,  angrily. 

Kad.    Was  ever  my  propriety  so  wounded? 

I,  who  have  been  by  tempters  so  surrounded,. 

To  be  insulted  thus  ! 
Hus.  What  is  the  matter  ? 

Kad.    Matter  enough  to  make  a  dumb  slave  chatter  ! 

The  three  princesses,  whom  I  guard  above 

Have  dared — bold,  forward  things  ! — to  fall  in  love 

And  who  with,  think  you  ?     Guess  it  if  you  can. 
1 1  us.    A  light  upon  me  breaks — I  am  the  man  ! 
Kad.    You  !  you  absurd  half-pagan  mongrel  fright ! 

No — each  is  thinking  of  a  Christian  knight ; 

And  all  three  just  this  moment  dared  to  say 

They'd  pay  me,  if  I'd  look  another  way  ! 
Hus.    Kadiga,  all  this  virtuous  indignation, 

Is  most  becoming  in  your  situation. 

But  listen  !     There  the  Christian's  prison  see  : 

I  am  the  jailor,  and  this  is  the  key. 

What  did  the  ladies  offer  ? 
Kad.  Sums  untold, 

Coins  from  their  hair,  and  anklets  of  pure  gold. 
Hus.    I  see.     Now  don't  you  think  it  would  be  fair, 

To  let  these  poor  knights  sometimes  breathe  fresh  air 

I  know  your  virtue  is  far  over  proof, 

But  you've  a  promenade  upon  the  roof 

Where  your  young  mistresses  might  walk  the  while  -. 

And  thus  enjoy  themselves  upon  the  tiles. 

You  are  a  wonder — young,  and  quick,  and  pretty — 

You  have  a  heart 

Kad.  Heigho  !  the  more' s  the  pit y. 

Hus.    Let  us  assist  tbese  poor  young  lovely  things — 

And — share  whatever  swag,  the  project  brings.. 
Kad.    But,  Hussein — fancy  if  we  were  found  out! 
Hus.    The  sequel  don't  admit  of  any  doubt. 

A  mere  toss-up,  without  a  chance  to  choose — 

The  monarch  would  cry  heads,  and  we  should  losi 

But,  most  discreet  and  fair,  ire  need  not  stay, 

If  the  princesses  choose  to  run  away. 
Kad.    (aside)  Although  at  first,  he  really  was  not  striking. 

There's  something  in  him  vastly  to  my  liking. 
Hus.    Lovely  Kadiga,  queen  of  Spanish  beauties, 

Its  time  to  go,  and  look  about  our  duties. 

I'll  turn  the  matter  over,  that's  enough, 

And  you  shall  shall  see  my  turn -over's  no  puff. 

Duet,  Hussein  and  Kadiga,  "  The  Charity  Boy.'' 

Hus.     My  dear  Kadiga,  one  fine  day 
I  think  we  both  raav  bolt  away ; 
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And  tlien,  if  my  advice  you'll  take, 

A  decent  living  we  may  make. 

I'll  start  a  first-rate  barber's  shop, 

And  scandal  sell  whilst  polls  I  ere}), 
Kai>.    And  I'll  sell  fans  to  ladies  gay, 

And  carry  love  notes,  whilst  they  pay, 
tlrs.     Oh !  I'm  so  happy  ! 
Kai>.  So  am  I. 

And  Gram  Granada,  when  we  fly. 
Both.  We'll  sing,  and  dance,  and  play  the  fool. 

Like  children  loose  from  charity  school. 

(dancing)  Tiddy  toll  lol,  &c, 

Hus.     On  Sundays,  in  our  best  things  drest, 

We'll  go  to  bull  fights  with  the  rest. 
K\p.     Rich  lace  and  satin  I  will  wear, 

And  in  a  silk  net  tie  my  hair. 
Iks.     And  sometime  hence  we  perhaps  might  see 

Some  little  barbers  on  our  knee. 
Kad.    Now  pray  don't  talk  about  such  things, 

But  quietly  take  what  fortune  brings. 
Both.  Oh,  I'm  so  happy,  &c. 

(they  dance  offtogeth.  r) 

-<EXE  V. — The  Court  and  Fountain  of  the  ILions, 

Illuminated  for  the  Fete. 
Enter  Zorahayda,  despondhujly. 
Zoh.     My  bosom's  lord,  has  tumbled  from  his  throne, 
And  left  me  wretched,  hopeless,  and  alone. 
What  must  be  done  ?  I  fear  we  cannot  wed, 
Better  I  lose  my  heart,  than  he  his  head, 
Or  else  discovered,  followed,  and  brought  back, 
He'd  be  turned  off,  and  I  should  get  a  sack. 
A  husband  hung !  that  woidd  be  such  a  drop ! 

Oh  !  I  could  drown  myself  with  grief yet  stop  !' 

What  throws  the  fountain  into  such  confusion, 
As  if  in  anger  at  my  rash  intrusion  ? 
There  seems  to  be,  what  in  another  quarter 
They  so  much  want — a  fresh  supply  of  water. 
Musk — The  jester   of  the  fountain  gleams   with   light,   and  the 
Spirit  of  tiie  Fountain  rises  through  it,  holding  a  silver  lute  in 
her  hand. 
Spir.     Why  weep  ye  by  my  tide,  lady?     Oh  stop 
These  briny  tears  that  in  my  basin  drop  ! 
If  you  will  tell  the  secret  of  your  grief, 
I  may  afford  you  some  outdoor  relief. 
ZoRAH.    I'm  the  most  miserable  of  princesses, 
Plung'd  in  a  sea  of  terrible  distresses  : 
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Madly  in  love,  and  love  beyond  all  hope, 

Not  leading  to  the  altar  but  the  rope. 

Can  you  assist  me  ? 
Spi.  From  the  days  of  old, 

Poor  girls  to  us  their  troubles  always  told ; 

And  my  fair  sisters  of  the  stream  and  fall 

Have  always  aided  them.     I  give  thee  all, 

I  can  no  more,  though  poor  the  offering  be  ; 

This  lute  is  all  the  store  I  bring  to  thee. 

Its  silver  cords  if  you  will  gently  sweep, 

'Twill  soon  send  everybody  fast  asleep. 
Z<>k.     At  concerts  where  our  Aimer's  play  and  sing. 

I've  heard  long  solo's  do  the  self-same  thing. 

Oh,  thanks,  a  thousand  thanks,  this  very  hour, 

I'll  try  upon  the  court  its  magic  power. 

(Music — LiMy  Heart  and  Lute.''    Snun   descends.) 

Song,  Zoeah — Air,  "  Uncle  Ned." 

Oh,  I'm  very  much  obliged  for  the  kind  things  she  has  said. 

And  I'll  try  in  an  hour  or  so, 

To  keep  them  asleep  until  we  all  have  fled 

To  a  place  where  we  all  ought  to  go. 

Hang  up  the  sabres  in  a  row  a  row, 

Lay  down  the  string  of  the  bow  ; 

There's  no  more  work  for  the  cruel  Moor  or  Turk, 

We'll  have  gone  where  all  true  lovers  go. 

Air,  "  Polacca,  Puritani." 

But  then  you  know, 
But  then  you  know, 
Poor  virgins  veiled  so,  sirs, 
They  really  can't  know,  sirs, 
"Which  way  they  should  go,  sirs, 
Unless  you  point  it  out,  sirs, 
From  scymitar's  gleaming, 
And  lances  bright  beaming. 
Fearing  each  day  to  die. 
Oh,  Avhat  a  treat  to  fly, 
And  what  a  route  to  find  it  out. 
March — Mohamed   enters  with   his  Court,  preceded   by   Torch 
Bearers,    Lantern  Carriers,  <£'c. ;    Ladies,    Kadiga,   Prin- 
cesses, and  Attendants. 

King.  On  this  blest  day,  victorious  from  the  wars, 

Free  from  all  loss,  captivity,  and  scars. 

We  give  a  grand  fete  free  from  Vauxhall  damps, 

With  an  additional  ten  thousand  lamps. 

Son  of  a  scullion,  are  our  slaves  at  hand  ? 
Hus.    They  are,  great  Moor,  awaiting  your  command. 
King.  What  have  you  got  to  show  ? 
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Hk.  Tremendous  king, 

In  every  line,  we  have  got  everything — 

Arabian  Acrobats  and  Bounding  Brothers, 

Mad  dancing  dervishes,  with  many  others. 

Great  wizards  of  the  north,  south,  west,  and  east, 

Snake  charmers,  clowns ;  and,  though  the  last  not  least. 

In  yonder  gallery  will  be  unfurled 

A  panorama  of  all  round  the  world. 

tl  measures  ten  miles  long,  and  as  I'm  told 

Will  take  about  six  weeks  to  be  unrolled. 
King.  How,  slave  !     A  panorama  long  as  that — 

All  round  the  world !  pooh  !  stuff !  all  round  my  hat  ! 

Well — call  some  of  these  wondrous  people  in. 
Hus.    I  will,  great  king,    (rings  bell)    Now  all  in  to  begin  ! 

Now,  first  of  all,  your  royal  highness  sees 

The  Bounding  Sister  of  the  Pyrenees. 
■  Grand  Pas,"  by   Madame  Auriol  and  Ladies  of  the  Corps 
de  Ballet. 
King.  Well,  Zorahayda,  what  think  you  of  this. 
Zorah.  The  whole  performance,  pa,  is  not  amiss: 

But  don't  you  think  those  Christians  you  o'erthrew, 

Could  give  us  something  rational  and  new  ? 

Oh,  do  papa,  let  them  supply  their  skill. 
Princesses.  Oh  !  do,  papa. 
King.  Well,  as  you  wish,  I  will 

Hussein,  unlock  the  knights,  and  let  us  see 

If  in  them,  any  talent  there  may  be. 

(Musk — "Dusty  Bob  and  African  Sal;")  Hussein  (jives  the 
signal;  street  music  of  drum  and  pandean  pipes;  the  three. 
Knights  enter  in  chains,  with  their  hands  over  each  others 
shoulders,  in  the  manner  of  street  acrobats ;  they  bow  to  the 
King  and   then   to  their  audience) 

Zor.     My  one,  how  elegant ! 
Zorah.  And  mine  how  tall. 

Zay.    And  my  dear  little  man,  the  best  of  all. 
King.  Sons  of  burnt  fathers  say,  what  can  you  do? 

To  save  your  heads. 
Rup.  I  know  not,  for  these  two, 

They're  doubtless  ready  in  their  several  lines. 

To  stoop  to  make  sport  for  the  Philistines. 

For  me,  with  your  fair  sister  Zorayda, 

If  I've  her  pa's  consent,  I'll  dance  a  pas. 
Hoa.    All  impudence  this  Christian  coolness  flogs ! 

Shall  Moorish  maids  stand  up  with  dancing  dogs? 
Kino.  Bismillah  !  peace,  I  say,  you  canting  knave, 

Or  I'll — unlock  the  fetters  of  the  slave. 
Ho.    MethinkB  if  they  must  dance  before  their  betters, 

They  might  tip  us  a  hornpipe  in  their  fetters. 
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••  Pas  de  Deux,':  Rupert   and  Zorayda,  assisted  by   Corts   di 
Ballet. 

Jyjxg  Now,  you  two  hulking  follows,  let  us  know 

What  you  can  do  for  us,  that's  apropos  ? 
Des.     We're  warriors — can  draw  hows  of  any  length, 

We'll  show  you  feats — 
Toby.  I  may  say  hands  of  strength. 

Eup.    Ladies  and  gentlemen,  with  your  permission, 

We'll  represent  our  famous  exhibition. 

Professor  Desperado  and  his  brother, 

Will  show  their  daring  feats  to  one  another. 

From  which  the  appellation  they  have  won, 

Of  the  two  Bounding  Bricks  of  Babylon. 

Now  make  a  ring,  gents,  if  you  please  for  me, 

Stand  back  you  boys  and  let  the  ladies'  see. 

The  Farnham  Hercules  will  be  the  first, 

(statue  music;  business  ofbrcakiii'j  ehains 

By  human  force  alone  the  bonds  are  burst. 

Observe  !  there's  no  deception  ! 
11  us.  Bravo,  Rouse! 

King.  Silence,  you  slave,  keep  quiet  as  a  mouse. 
Rup.    Encourage  the  performance,  if  you  please, 

We've  pose  plastiques  more  wonderful  than  these. 

Things  that  you've  never  seen  surpassed  my  masters, 

Gents,  don't  forget  to  pitch  in  the  Piasters. 

We've  had  shy  business  in  the  Moorish  towns, 

And  are  not  proud — come  gents,  a  shower  of  browns. 

{aside  to  Toby)  It  ain't  worth  much,  so  cut  it  short—  (aloud) 
Next  scene, 

The  Persian  Pyramids  of  Turnham-green. 

{statue  music — business  with  cJiairs,  <&c.) 

The  jungle  lion-hunters,  if  you  please, 

As  shewn  last  year  before  the  Nepaulese. 
Des.     Come,  give  us  a  back — ah,  that's  the  time  of  day, 

Tuck  in  your  twopenny — all  right  ? 
Toby.  Yes. 

Pes,  Play ! 

(Music,  "  Dusty  Bob."  Desperado  jumps  over  Toby's  back— picture) 

Hus.    Very  good  (applauding) 

King.  Silence,  presumptuous  worm — the  thing's  a  bore. 

We've  seen  much  better  in  the  streets  before. 

Come,  give  us  a  set-to,  dogs  ! 
1  >es,  Oh,  dear,  no, 

The  prize  ring  now  is  voted  very  low. 
iv'i  p.     But  if  you  wish  for  battles'  mook  alarms 

We'll  shew  what's  now  called  a  grand  assaut  d'armes. 
Des.     Use  of  the  foils,  with  souls  above  a  button, 

Severization  of  the  leg  of  mutton. 
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Toby.  With  legs  of  mutton  when  I  go  to  -work, 

I  don't  use  swords,  I  take  a  knife  and  fork. 
Des.     Your  three  best  knights  to  try  their  skill  we  dare. 
Tobv.  No  ;  two  will  do.     I'll  stand  and  see  all  fair. 

{gives  signal}  trumpet;  two  Moorish  Officers  step  forward) 
Kino.  Now  for  Granada's  honour,  meet  this  pack — 

(to  Officers)  When  they're  not  looking,  stick  them  in  the 
back.  (Hussein  hands  sticks 

Set  me  the  stoups  of  drink  upon  the  table, 

And  if  to  beat  these  Giaours  we  are  a  hie. 

The  king  shall  drink  bad  luck  to  these  vile  pups  ; 

Hussein,  dost  hear  me  slave  ?    Fill  me  the  cups. 

And  let  the  kettle  to  the  trumpet  bellow, 

The  trumpet  to  the  first  violincello : 

The  violincello  to  the  violin. 

And  that  to  Mr.  Hughes — now  then,  begin. 
(a    combat    of   four    to    the    Vahe   d.'Amour;    at    the    end    the 
Knights  strike  the  Moors  down* 
King.  In  the  wrong  box  I  fear  our  friends  have  got ; 

Up  guards  and  at  'em,  spifflicate  the  lot. 
•    (the  Moorish    Guards  prepare  to   rush   on   them — Zorahayda 

rushes  in  the  middle  with  her  lute. 
Zorah.  Ha!  is  it  so?     To  save  my  Christian  youth 

Now  is  the  time.     I'll  see  if  the  lyre  speaks  truth  .' 
l!ur.     They're  chloroformed  like  those  in  public  places, 

Who've  pocket-handkerchiefs  thrust  in  their  faces. 

( begins  to  play  on  lute — evert/bod//  stands  transfixed;  they  form 
an  avenue,  through  whirl)  the  Knights  and  Princesses  pass; 
Hussein  and  Kadiga;  vain  attempts  of  Toby  to  carry  Zayda; 
bu  dness  witlt  Monkey,  and  the  scene  closes) 

SCENE  VI.— »The  Hall  of  Judgment. 

Enter  Hussein. 

His.    (confidentially  to  the  audience)   I  just  stepped  back  because 
I'd  stowed  away 
A  small  sly  bag  against  a  rainy  day, 
And  mean  to  cany  with  me  my  collection — 
For  just  now.  1  don't  think  much  of  protection.       (trumpet) 
Here  comes  the  king,  and  looking  most  malicious — 
I  never  saw  a  party  half  so  vicious. 

Enter  Guards  and  the  King. 
Kara.   Fathers  make  straws  your  children.     Can  I  ever 
Survive  my  disobedient  girls.     No,  never. 
Alas!  I  would- have  cut  them  off— but  they 
Tut  off  themselves — and  all  three  in  a  day. 
My  tears  have  drowned  my  spirits  with  their  waters! 
What  shah  J  do  ?     Mv  daughters!  oh,  my  daughters. 
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lh».    I  think  some  soothing  word  I  ought  to  say — 

Take  comfort,  sir,  and  hope  a  better  day. 
KiNG.  Who  can  at  Wolverton  drink  hot  tea  up, 

By  thinking  of  a  Blackwall  cyder  cup  ! 

Or  in  a  frost  a  third-class  carriage  try, 

By  thoughts  of  omnibusses  in  July. 
Hus     Your  majesty,  the  business  of  the  nation 

May  perhaps  alleviate  your  irritation. 

(takes  out  petitions  from  pocket) 

Most  extraordinary  and  unconscious  king, 

Your  miserable  subjects  dare  to  bring 

A  few  petitions  to  your  royal  door, 

And  jrour  unusual  clemency  implore. 
King.  Well,  hand  them  up — when  I  have  heard  the  missions 

They'll  find  the  usual  fate  of  all  petitions. 
Hus.    This,  sire,  is  a  request  to  do  away 

With  all  the  taxes  that  the  people  pay — 

Especially  on  hats — too  hardly  dealt. 
King.  A  tax  on  hats,  go  tell  them,  musthe  felt. 
Hus.    A  tax  on  books,  great  king,  the  authors  say 

Will  benefit  them,  taken  right  away. 
King.  Pooh,  stuff  and  nonsense,  tell  the  scribbling  quacks 

I  won't  take  off  their  pen  and  ink' em  tax. 
Hus.    The  tax  on  carriages  they  wish  to  go, 

Affecting  as  it  does  both  wheel  and  wo. 
King.  I  say  it  shan't,  and  if  to  pay  they  grudge  it, 

I'll  double  every  one,  in  my  next  budget, 

And  turn  the  world  quite  inside  out,  I  swear, 

Like  that  Wyld  monster  globe  in  Leicester-square. 

Enter  Captain. 

Well,  who  are  you?     Speak  out,  sir,  what's  the  row? 
('apt.  Our  troops,  great  king,  have  been,  and  done  it  now. 

Ere  from  the  palace  heights  they  had  descended, 

Your  daughters  and  their  knights  were  apprehended. 
King.  Order  three  stout  bowstrings  their  necks  to  lash  on, 

Also  three  ladies'  sacks,  the  latest  fashion. 

Exit  Captain. 

Hus.     As  poor  Tom  Hood  once  said,  the  joke's  not  mine, 

They  soon  will  be  enlisted  in  the  line. 
King.  Now  shall  these  dogs  of  Christians  pay  their  losses, 

In  this  unlucky  game  of  noughts  and  crosses. 

Enter  frightened  Officer. 

Off.     Sire,  a  wild  horde  of  vagabond  crusaders 

Have  join'd  Grenada's  infidel  invaders. 
King.  Then  beat  them  back  and  make  no  further  fuss. 
Off.    Sire,  we  would  do  so,  but  they've  beaten  us.  Exit. 
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Hus.    I'll  pack  the  gold  up  from  the  royal  store, 

And  quickly  bolt  with  it,  by  the  back  door.  Exit,  r.  u. 

Enter  Captain. 

Ca.pt.   Great  King,  by  sudden  floods  and  fall  of  waters, 

The  Christum  army's  driven  from  its  quarters. 
King.  Then  haste  at  once  and  put  the  miscreants  down. 

Exit  Captain. 
Enter  frightened  Officer. 
Off.  Its  all  U.  P.,  they've  got  into  the  town. 
King.  Then  take  thou  that,  till  thou  bring  better  news, 

{knocks  him  down  ;  he  scrambles  off) 
Now,  who  comes  next  my  senses  to  confuse. 

Enter  Captain. 

Ca.pt.  The  Christians  come,  great  King,  with  whip  and  rowel, 

To  make  of  their  intent  a  frank  avowal. 

Our  gates  are  hard — their  cannon  balls  are  harder  ; 

They'll  give  its  granade  and  take  Granada. 
Kikg.  Out  on  jre  owls — I  still  remain  unshaken. 

Exit  Captain. 
Enter  frightened  Officer. 
<  >ff.     My  liege,  the  Duke  of  Buckingham  is  taken. 
King.  The  Duke  of  Buckingham!     What's  that  you  say? 

You  stupid  ass,  that's  in  another  play.  Exit  Officer 

Now  by  the  prophet's  holy  stone  of  Mecca, 

And  by  the  last  zecchin  in  our  exchequer. 

When  once  these  Christians  on  our  walls  have  got 

There'll  be  some  some  one  to  pay,  and  no  pitch  hot. 

Exit  King  and  Guards. 

Thrums,  trumpet*,  alarums,  artillery;  the  siege  of  the  Alhambra 
begins;  the  Christian  Troops  pour  in  on  all  sides;  general 
conflict;  the  Moors  are  driven  to  each  side;  the  icings  change  to 

fortifications;  the  back  draws  away  and  discovers  the  port  of 
Cadiz,  the  front  of  the  scene,  wings,  <&c,  forming  the  harbour; 
the  Moors  appear  on  the  towers;  numbers  of  people  are  painted 
on  €■<■  distant  scene;  a  large  ship  comes  on,  with  the  Knights 
'-«'/  PbiK(  ESSES  on  board) 

by  the  Characters,  amidst  salvoes  of  artillery  and  the  chorus 
of  the  multitude.    Air — "Roberto  le  IJiciblc.'' 
If  our  follies  have  offended 

Kre  tbe  shadows  disappear, 
Think  of  this  and  all  is  mended, 
'Twas  but  to  promote  your  cheer. 
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FOKTUNIO. 


ACT    I. 

Scene  1. — A  Market  Cross,  (r  2  gr.)     Cn  one  side,  the 
House  and  Garden  of  Baron  Dunover.  (l.) 

Heralds  and  Popidace  discovered.     Baron  Dunover  and 
his  Three  Daughters,  (l.) — Grand  Flourish. 

Her.  [l.]  King  Alfourite  thus  maketh  proclamation — 
Whereas,  without  the  slightest  provocation, 
The  Emperor  Matapa,  in  two  battles, 
Has  drubb'd  our  troops  and  stole  our  goods  and 

chattels, 
It  is  decreed,  that  forthwith  every  man, 
Who  has  got  arms  shall  bear  them  if  he  can  ; 
And  if  he  can't,  he  must  produce  the  stumpy, 
And  not  by  no  manner  of  means  look  grumpy. 
Turn  out,  or  fork  out — fight  or  pay  you  must ! 
Up  with  your  banners,  or  down  with  your  dust. 
Before  the  throne  your  purse  or  person  fling, 
Within  three  days — unless  you  wish  to  swing! 
A  special  edict — so  "  long  live  the  King  !" 

CHORUS.— ("Norma:') 

People.    Well !  if  this  isn't  a  precious  go, 

We  should  be  glad  what  is  to  know; 

Fight  or  be  fined,  unless  you've  a  mind 

Just  to  be  hang'd  for  treason  ! 

Pray,  sir,  excuse  the  liberty, 

But  is  not  this  some  joke  ? 
Herald    No! 

Soon  you  will  find  'tis  Ilobson's  choice 

Brave  Volunteers — you  must  enroll! 

Or  pay  your  duty  to  the  Kiug — 

So  settle  which  yotr  please  on. 
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People.    Well,  I'd  as  .soon  be  hang'd  as  fall, 
Fighting  for  any  reason  ! 
So  to  secure  his  capital, 
We  must  reduce  otir  own, 

[Exeunt  Herald,  (r.1)  and  Populach.  (i.) 
Manent  the  Baron  and  his  Daughters. 

Baron.     What's  to  be  done  ?     Alas!  the  heavy  day  ! 
T"0  o  d  to  fight  and  much  too  po  >rto  pay, 
Bear  arms  I  can't — -indeed,  opposed  to  strife, 
I  never  could  bear  arms  in  all  my  lite  ! 
A  tender  youth,  the  task  of  drilling  bored  me — 
A  carpet  knight,  the  least  exertion  floored  me! 
A  cripple  now,  to  court  I  can't  stump  down, 
And  to  stump  up,  1  havn't  half-a-crown. 
1  have  no  son  my  substitute  to  be — 
My  family  consists  of  daughters  three, 
Ah  grown  up  girls, whose  fortunes  are  their  charms, 
So  that  I  havn't  e'en  a  child  in  arms  ! 
How  to  'scape  hanging — hang  me  if  I  know! 

Myrt.  My  dearest  father,  pray  don't  take  on  so; 
Meet  like  a  man  your  fortune,  good  or  ill! 
Or  if  you  can't,  why  then  your  daughter  will ! 

Pert,        What !  like  a  man? 

Myrt.  Aye,  sister,  like  a  man  ! 

The  only  way  that  help  him  now  I  cau. 
A  coat  and  waistcoat  I  intend  to  sport, 
And  be  my  father's  deputy  at  court. 

Pert.        You? 

Flirt.  You  ? 

Baron.  With  gratitude  I'm  almost  mute! 

What  daughter!  you  become  my  substitute? 

Pert.        But  should  they  make  you  fight  ?  [drosses  to  her. 

Myrt.  T<>  fight  I'm  willing — 

I've  oft  been  told  that  I  look  very  killing. 

Flirt.       You  storm  a  fortress?  [Crosses  to  her. 

Pert.  Or  besiege  a  town? 

Myrt.       Before  one  I  can  easily  sit  down.  N 

Baro%.     iTou  mount  a  breach  ? 

Myrt.  Oh,  sir,  experience  teaches — 

I.  mean  at  once  to  mount  a  pair  of  breeches  ! 

Boron      Intrepid  girl! 

Pert.  But  should  your  courage  fail  ? 

Myrt.       To  keep  it  up,  I'll  think  of  Lady  Sale! 

Pert,  [aside.^ .  So,  so — r<ut  two  can  play,  miss,  at  this  earn  . 
Why  should  this  forward  clut  have  alt  the  fain.  .' 


I'm  quite  as  bold  as  she  is  I'll  be  brmnd, 
And  will  shew  legs  with  her  for  twenty  pound  ! 
Flirt,  ["sale  ]    In  male  attire  should  I  not  cut  a  figure  '. 
I'm  laller  than  .\lyrtina--aye,  and  bigger! 
I  don't  much  fancy  handling  sword  or  dagger, 
But  I'd  engage  as  Ike  a  man  10  swagger! 
Pert-  [aside.]  To  get  a  suit,  I'll  paw>  tie  table  spoons  ! 

[Edit  into  house,    i .) 
Flirt,  \uside.~]  I'll  spout  the  tea-poi,  ana  buy  pantaloon- ! 

[Exit. 
Barn/i.  [to  Myrt.]  Fortune  your  filial  piety  will  bless, 

But  what,  my  darling,  will  you  do  for  dress? 
Myrt.       Why  there's  your  old  court-suit,  papa,  you  know, 
All  the  ^old  lace  wasstripp'd  oft"  long  ago, 
But  still  the  cloth's  not  much  the  worse  for  wear, 
A.nd  there's  enough  of  it,  and  some  to  spare! 
Grant  me  that  suit. 
Baron.  Your  suit  is  granted — you 

Shall  have  my  sword — that's  quite  as  good  as  new 
For  I  have  never  drawn  it  since  I  bought  it ! 
Yes — once  by  chance — when  'tvvixt   my   legs   I 
caught  it. 
Myrt.       Talking  ot  legs — you'll  add  your  boots  of  course? 
Baron.  Yes,  and  my  spurs — would  I  could  add,  my  hoise. 
Myrt.     So  of  your  wardrobe  givf  mfe  quick  the  key. 

[Baron gives  key, and  Myrt.  enters  house  and 
returns  with  the  suit,  which  the  Baron  ex- 
amines during  his  solo.     The  Baron's 
and    the  Symphony  to  the   Duet     i 
time  enough. 
How  dull  without  her  this  old  house  will  be. 

DUET. — Baaon  and Myrtin a. 

Air, — "Rote  gently,  here,  my  Gondolier." 

Baron.  When  you,  my  dear, 

Are  gone,  dull  here 

The  days  will  seem  to  glide  ; 
But  let  us  hear, 
By  post,  my  dear, 

*•  hate'ei  may  you  betide. 
My  doublet  take,  [aside]  'Tis  quite  as  well, 

The  skirts  ae  gene,  I  see  : 
For  now  no  tails  it  has  io  tell 

Of  where  it  went  with  me! 
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Myrtina.     Now,  rest  thee  here, 
My  father  dear, 

Hush  !   hush  !  for  up  I  go, 
To  put  a  light 
Silk  pair  of  tight 

Etceteras  on  helow. 
Oh,  if  I  look,  in  male  attire, 

But  half  as  well  as  he 
I  saw  one  night  dance  on  the  wire, 

What  an  angel  1  shall  he  ? 

[Exeunt  into  house,  (l) 

Scene  2. — The  Fairies'  Haunt.    A  Picturesque  Glen. 
Fairies  discovered  dancing  a  Quadrille   ("  Le  Daiiom.") 
A  Fairy  Band,  a  la  Colinet,  seated  on  one  side,  on  a 
honk,  and  on  the  other  the  Queen   of   the  Fairies 
attended. 

CHORUS. 

To  the  Quadrille,  "Le  Danois." 

Here  in  our  human  shape, 

We  pass  the  summer  day  quad  rilling, 
Like  mortals,  whom  we  ape, 

Into  the  fashion  falling. 
No  more  in ''Fairy  Ring" 

Would  well-bred  Fay  to  dance  be  willing; 
"  Grande  Ronde"  is  now  the  thing — 

When  such  a  figure  calling, 
Heie,  'tis  "Pastorale,'' 
"La  Trenise,"  "Finale," 
All  "L'Ete," 
Tis  "Balancez," 
Or  "Promenade,"  till  Pistolet 
Pops  off— and  off  pop  we — 
To  music  thrilling, 
Led  by  the  humming  bee, 
Our  Elfin  Colinet ! 
Fairy.      Break  off !— my  fairy  nose  a  mortal  smells  ! 
Creep  into  acorn-cups  and  cowslip-bells! 
Make  yourselves  scarce ! 

[Music.      Fairies  disperse  and  vanish    into 
Jloicers,  fyc. — one  sticks  fast. 

How  now,  you  clumsy  lout! 
Is  that  the  way  you  pull  a  flower  about? 
A  pretty  fairy  'pon  my  word  !     Pray  who 
D'ye  trunk's  to  sleep  in  that  rose  after  you? 
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Crumpling  the  leaves  in  this  untidy  way! 

[Putting  them  to  right*. 
Now,  get  you  in,  you  naughty  naughty  fay  ! 

[Beating  him. 
And  here — whose  wing  is  this?      Pray  fold  it  up  ! 
You  can't  be  cramp'd  tor  room  sure  in  that  cup ! 
I'm  quite  asham'd  of  you,  I  do  declare, 
You're  not  a  morsel  like  the  elves  you  were, 
But  that  your  dress  from  common  habits  varies, 
No  soul  on  earth  could  fancy  you  were  fairies  ! 
As  I'm  your  queen,  by  my   stop   watch,   I've 

reckon'd — 
You've  ta'en  to  vanish,  more  than  half  a  second! 
Who  is't  that  comes? — a  girl  in  male  attire  ! 
She  needs  my  aid — does  she  deserve't— I'll  try  he*. 
[Music.     Fairy  Queen  retires  behind  trees. 

Enter  Pertina  in  B o if  s  clothes,  (u.e.r.) 
Pert.        Of  Miss  Myrtina  I  have  got  the  start — 
I  feel  convmc'd  that  I  can  play  my  part! 
In  dress  and  manner  1  am  quite  the  beau, 
No  one  would  take  me  for  a  girl,  I  know! 

[Music.     Trees  open  and  discover  Fairy  Queen 
dressed  as  an  old  Shepherdess  bending  over 
some  broken  gvound. 
Fairy.      Oh  dear,  oh  dear! — what  shall  I  do  ? — oh  dear! 
Peri.        Heyday! — why  what  old  beldame  have  we  here? 
Fairy.      Oh,  noble  sir,  for  you  can  be  no  less, 

Help  an  old  woman  who's  in  great  distress 
My  lamb  has  fallen  into  this  ditch,  and  I 
Can't  get  it  out — help  me,  or  it  will  die  ! 

[Advances. 
Pert.         I  help  to  pull  a  sheep  out  of  a  ditch? 

D'ye  take  me  for  a  butcher  you  old  witch! 
Fairy.      J  take  you  for  a  pert,  hard-hearted  girl! 

Oh;  you  need  not  your  false  moustaches  twirl ! 
You  feign  to  be  a  man — why,  who  with  eyes 
Could  fail  to  see  through  such  a  poor  disguise? 
Pert,  [aside.]  Discover'd  ! — >hame ! — I'll  try  to  bluster — 

[Aloud.]  Zoons! 
Fairy.      Oh,   come — no   airs — who  pawn'd   her   father's 
spoons  ?    [Pzm.shrieks  and  runs  out,  ( I  e.r.) 
Ha,  ha,  ha,  ha!     I  think  that  was  a  twister! 
Another  step — aye — this  must  be  asisier.  [Music. 
Enter  Flirtina,  (u.e.r.h.) 
Flirt.        I've  stolen  out  by  the  back-floor — what  sport ! 
In  this  dress  I  shall  cut  out  ail  the  court 
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Fairy.      Alack-a-day  ! — alack-a-day  ! 

Flirt.  How  now? 

What  do  you  mean  by  making  such  a  row  ? 
Fairy.      Oh,  sir,  my  lamb  has  fallen  into  this  pool ! 

And  will  be  drowned! 
Flirt.  Well — serve  you  right  old  fool, 

Why  don't  you  take  more  care? 
Fairy.  Alack,  good  youth, 

Lend  me  a  helping  hand.  [Advances. 

Flirt.  Who,  /,  forsooth  ? 

Do  I  look  like  a  clown  for  such  work  fit? 

[Looks  at  her  legs. 
Fairy.       You  look  like  what  you  are — a  vain  young  chit, 

A  silly  girl,  as  any  one  can  see. 
Flirt,  [aside.]    Provoking! — can  they  really  ?     It  can't  be! 

\ylloud\.  Harkye,  old  hag — 
Fairy.  Take  care  what  you're  about, 

Who  put  her  father's  tea-pot  up  the  spout? 

[Flirt,  shrieks  and  runs  out,  (1  e.r.) 

Ha,  ha,  ha,  ha!     So  much  for  'tother  ! — ^y — 

Here  comes  a  third — let's  hear  what  she  will  s.»y. 
[Music]     Enter  Myrtina,  fu.E.R.) 
Myrt.       This  is  the  road  I  think — I  hope  to  get 

Clear  of  this  wood  before  the  sun  shall  set, 

Or  wicked  wags  will  sneer,  and  say,  deliglned, 

A  would-be  knight  was  in  a  wood  benighted, 

So  let  me  speed. 
Fairy.  O  dear,  what  shall  I  do  ? 

Myrt.        Hey-day,  some  poor  old  soul,  in  trouble  too  ! 

I  can't  pass  on  and  leave  her  sobbing  so ; 

What  is  the  matter,  Goody,  may  I  know  ? 
Fairy.      Bless  thy  kind  heart,  young  man;  my  pretty  sheep 

Has  fallen  into  the  water. 
Myrt.  Well,  don't  weep. 

'Tis  still  alive  ;  and  I  have  little  doubt, 

By  hook  or  crook,  that  we  can  get  it  ou*. 

Here,  lend  a  hand.  [A  chord. 

Fairy,  [appearing  in  her  oicn  shape]  I  will,  but  it  -hall  be 

To  help  you,  charming  girl,  as  you  would  me. 

Be  not  alarmed,  I  am  your  friend,  sweet  maid, 

Although  discovered  you  are  not  betrayed. 

I  know  your  err.md,  and  its  motive  pure, 

And  will  assist  your  fortune  to  secure. 

Of  many  things  [  see  you  stand  in  need; 

A  better  wardrobe, and  a  gallant  steed. 

[Stavips.     Music.     A  leather  trunk  rises. 
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Lo,  in  this  Turkey  leather  trunk  you'll  find 

Cash,  jewels,  arms,  and  dresses  to  your  mind  ; 

You've  but  to  stamp,  wherever  \ou  may  be, 

And  at  your  feet  this  trunk  you're  sure  to  see. 

Now  for  a  horse. 

[Waves   her  wand.     Music.     Pari  of  the  wood 
opens,  and  discovers  a  horse,  richly  caparisoned. 
Behold  one  in  a  trice, 

Perfect  in  all  his  paces,  free  from  vice, 

And  warranted  to  carry  a  lady  ;  never, 

In  fairy  land,  was  known  a  horse  so  clever. 

He  knows  all  things,  past,  present,  and  to  come, 

And  eats  but  once  a  week ! 
Myrt.  The  poor  dear  dumb — 

Fairy,      Dumb  ! — he  can  speak  ;  whole  sentences  can  say, 

Whilst  common  steeds  can  only  utter  "Nay." 

Taught  elocution  by  a  necromancer, 

No  horse  your  purpose  half  so  well  could  answer. 
Myrt.       Well,  I  have  oft  heard  mention  of  a  stalking  horse, 

But  never  till  this  hour  of  a  talking  horse. 

Pray,  may  I  ask  what  name  he  answers  to  ? 
Fairy.     Comrade. 

Myrl.  Dear  Comrade,  tell  me  how  d'ye  do. 

Horse.      I'm  pretty  well,  I  thank  ye  ;  how  are  you  ? 
Myrt.       Charming!  delightful!  what  articulation  ! 

Without  the  slightest  lisp  or  hesitation  ! 

I  should  have  thought  a  horse  had  spoken  hoarser. 
Fairy.      His  language  is  not  course,  though  he's  a  courser. 

And,  apropos  of  names,  your  own  should  be 

Fortunio,  since  you've  a  friend  in  me. 
Fort.        Of  proper  names 'twould  be  the  one  most  proper; 

But  who  is  that  man  yonder,  with  a  chopper? 
Fairy.      A  woodman,  who  cuts  down  five  hundred  trees 

And  carries  them  upon  his  back,  with  ease. 

You'd  better  hire  him. 
Fort.  Surely,  if  I  can.         [Music. 

Enter  Strongback,  (l.) 
Harkye,  d'ye  want  a  porter's  place,  young  man  ? 
Strong.     1  don't  much  mind.     What  wages,  sir,  give  you? 
Fort.       Whate'er  you  please. 

Strong.  Well— I  think— that  will  do. 

Fort.        To  carry  messages  you  won't  refuse  ? 
Strong.    I'll  carry  anything  on  earth  you  choose. 
Fort,        Your  name  is — 
Strong.  Strongback. 

Fot  Strongback,  you're  my  man. 
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Strong.    Your  carrier  pigeon  or  your  Pickford's  van. 
Fairy.     Here  comes  another  gilted  fellow. 
Fort.  P^y, 

Why  has  he  tied  his  legs  in  that  queer  way  ? 
Fairy.      Because  his  speed  is  swifter  than  the  wind  ; 

And  when  he  hunts  he  leaves  the  game  behind, 

Unless  with  ribbons  he  his  legs  can  fetter. 
Fort.        Shall  I  engage  him  ? 
Fairy.  You  can't  do  better.     [Music. 

Enter  Lightfoot  (r.  2  e.),  his  legs  tied  icith  ribbons. 
Fort.        Young  man,  I  want  a  running  footman,  say — 

Will  you  take  service? 
Light.  Yes,  and  bless  the  day, 

For  I'm  in  great  distress. 
Fort.  How  came  you  so  ? 

Light,  [whispering']  Outran  the  constable;  lived  fast,  you 

know. 
Fort.        Well,  you  shall  have  a  quarter  in  advance. 
Light.      Oh,  sir,  to  serve  you  I'd  run  any  chance. 
Fairy.      Yonder's  a  man  who  may  be  useful,  too. 
Fort.        Why  does  he  bind  his  eyes  ? 
Fairy.  The  less  to  view. 

His  name  is  Marksman,  and  whene'er  he  fires, 

He  kills  more  game  than  any  one  requires  ; 

For  objects  full  five  leagues  off  he  can  see. 
Fort.        Oh  dear,  but  that  may  very  awkwaid  be; 

I'm  bound  for  Court,  you  know,  and  who  can  tell 

What  mischiefhe  may  make,  who  sees  so  well  ? 
Fairy.      Oh,  but  he  never  talks  of  what  he  sees  ; 

He's  too  sharp-sighted. 
Fort.  Then  my  mind's  at  ease.     [Music 

Enter  Marksman,  (l.) 

An  archer  blindfold,  why  you  must  be  Cupid ! 
Marks.     Indeed,  sir,  I'm  not  anything  so  stupid. 
Fort,  [aside  to  Fairy]  "Sir!"  He  can't  see  that  I'm  a 

girl,  that's  clear. 
Fairy,  [aside]  He  can  ;  but  sees  you  wouldn't  one  appear. 
Fort.        Well,  as  your  sight's  so  good,  pray  can  you  see 

Any  objection,  friend,  to  serving  me? 
Marks,  [taking  bandage  from  eyes]  None  in  the  least. 
Fort.  Then  we're  agreed.  And  now 

[to  Fairy]  Madam,  I'll  make  you  my  most  grateful  bow. 
Fairy.      Stay,  you  have  but  three  servants. 
Fort.  Need  I  more? 

Fairy.      You  must  have  seven  ;  here  come  the  other  four 
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The  first,  who  on  the  ground  himself  is  throwing 
Has  ears  so  fine  he  hears  what  grass  is  growing. 

[a.  2  f.:] 

Fort.        He's  still  more  dangerous,  unless  discreeter; 
So  good  a  watch  may  make  a  bad  repeater. 
Fairy.      O  \cu  may  trust  him.  There's  the  second,  blowing 
To  set  yon  mills, fall  six  miles  off,  a-going.    [k.Ie. 
Fort.        A  famous  fellow  he,  the  wind  to  raise, 

So  often  done  by  puffing,  now-a-days.       [Music. 
Enter  Fine-ear  and  Boisterer,  (l.) 
Fuiry.      These  other  two  will  make  your  suite  complete  ; 
One  any  given  quantity  can  eat, 
The  other  drink  the  sea  dry,  if  you  please. 
Fort.        Mercy  !  and  ought  I  to  engage  both  these? 
Fairy.      You'll  want  them. 

Well,  they'll  be  expensive  pages ; 
I  think  I'd  better  put  them  onboard  wages.  \Mu  ■>. 
Enter  Gormandamc/  Tippler  (l.),  fy  are  engaged by 'Fort 
Fairy.      For  each  you'll  find  a  sumptuous  livery 

Within  tin?  trunk. 
F^rt.  Indeed  ;  but  where 's  the  key  ? 

Fairy.      In  Comrade's  ear  you'll  see  a  ribbon  o-reen. 
Fort,  ^finding  if]  I've  got  it. 

[Opens  trunk,  and  Servants  take  out  liveries  and  a 
rich  dress  for  Fortunio,  sword,  jewels,  &c. 
during  chorus. 
Fairy.      Now  to  Court — see — and  be  seen  ! 

[Music.     Fairies  re-appear  in  all  directions. 

CHORI'S. 
Speed,  mortal,  speed!     Seven  soon  will  chime, 
You'll  just  arr  ve  in  pudding  time  ! 

[A  Bunk  on  one  side  changes  to  a  Car.  in  trhic 
the   Fairy    Queen  ascends,  and  as  Fortunio 
puts  his  foot,  in  the  stirrup  to  mount  the  horse  the 
scene  closes  on  the  Tableau. 

Scene  3.— CHAMBER  IN  THE  PALACE  OF   KING 

ALFOURITE.  (1  gr.) 
Enter  King,  leading  the  Princess,  (r.),  attended  by  his 
Minister,  a    Lord  in   Waiting,  and  Florida,  Lady's 
Maid  to  the  Princess. 
King.        Hang  out  our  banners  on  the  outward  walls  ! 

The  cry  is  still  they  come. 
P<>T>-  Yet  no  one  calls, 

Even  to  say  they  can't  com*. 
Wm  is.  Not  a  soul 
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Has  yet  appeared,  who  will  his  name  enroll, 
Nor  who  will  pay  his  money ;  all  hang  back. 
Prin.       They  should  all  hang  together,  in  a  crack. 
King.      Hang  all  my  subjects  !  that  would  be  too  cruel. 

We  must  have  patience. 
Prin.  Yes,  and  water  gruel, 

For  that 'twill  come  to.     Neither  men  nor  money 
To  carry  on  the  war!     A  mighty  funny 
Figure  you'll  cut !     Oh,  Minister  of  State, 
How  long  d'ye  think  a  monarch  ought  to  wait 
Before  he  puts  himself  into  a  passion, 
When  he's  fobb'd  off  in  this  rebellious  fashion  ? 
Minis.      Madam,  I  think  his  Gracious  Mijesty 

Is  far  too  patient. 
Prin.  So  do  I — 

Lord.  And  I — 

Flor.         And  I.     If  I  were  you,  my  Royal  liege, 

The  very  lives  out  of  the  rogues  I'd  squeeze  ! 
King.       That  would  be  screwing  them  a  deal  too  tight. 

No,  no,  you're  all  four  wrong,  I'm  Al-fuur-ite! 
Prin.       Aye,  joke,   that's  right,    whilst   ruin's  o'er   you 
hovering; 
You'll  change  your  note,  sir,  when  they  change 
their  sovereign. 
King.       Let's  change  the  subject,  if  not  your  opinions. 
Prin.        I'd  hang  the  rebels  up  in  strings. 
Flor.  Like  inions ! 

King.       My  people  are  my  children. 
Prin.  Yes,  and  purely 

You'll  spoil  them. 
King.  Better  than  despoil  them,  surely. 

In  short,  the  proclamation  was  too  strong. 
Prin.        Too  weak,  in  short,  as  you  will  find  ere  long. 
King.       Patience,  I  say.     Still  hope  I  fondly  nourish. 
Prin.        Nothing  within  your  realm  will  ever  flourish. 

[Trumpet  without,  (l.) 
King.      D'ye   call  that  nothing?     Sure,  that  flourished 
bravely. 

Enter  a  Page,  (l.) 

Good  news, or  bad,  that  thou  com'st  in  so  gravely  ? 
Page.      Fortunio,  a  young  and  noble  knight, 

Craves  audience  of  the  great  King  Alfourite. 
King.       Desire  the  gentleman  to  walk  up  stairs. 
Prin.  •  "  Walk  up!'' — such  jargon  showmen  u>e,  at  fairs. 

[Cross  to  b. 
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[To  Page]  Let  him  approach.        Ex-it  Page,  (l.) 

Consider,  sir,  your  state. 
Kins:       I  do,  and  think  it  very  bad,  of  late. 
Prin.       You"re  so  undignified!  J  blush  foryou.  [Cross  l. 
King.       Sister,  you've  dignity  enough  for  two. 

Enter  Fortunio,  richly  attired. 

Flor.  [aside]  Oh.  Geminy  !   Oh  what  a  nice  young  man  ! 

[To  Prin.]  Look,  Madam. 
Prin.  I  am,  looking  through  my  fan. 

Fort,  [kneeling]  Sire,  for  my  father 'tis  my  humble  wish,  a 

Substitute,  to  serve  in  your  militia 
Kin?,  [reusing  Attn]  Most  sensible  of  your  polite  attention 

Do  you  take  snuff  ?  [Offering  pinch. 

Fort,  [aside]  Amazing  condescension  I 

Kins-       Fine  weather — 
Fort,  [bowing]  Very. 

King.  Have  you  seen  the  comet  ? 

Fort.        No,  sire.     [Aside]  But  feel  as  if  I'd  just  dropp'd 

from  it. 
Prin.  [to  Flor.]  Oh  Florida,  I'm  captivated  quite! 

In  all  my  days  I  ne'er  saw  such  a  knight. 
Flor.  [aside]  The  finest  knight  that  ever  I  did  see. 

If  she's  in  love  with  him,  good  night  to  me. 
Fort,  [aside]  I've  lost  my  heart,  as  sure  as  anything  ! 

I  never  saw  a  king  so  good  looking. 
Kin",  [aside]  No  age  could  ever  boast  a  youth  so  pretty; 

That  ke  is  not  a  girl  'tis  quite  a  pity. 

If  I  could  find  a  fair  one  half  so  fair, 

I'd  marry  her  to-morrow,  I  declare. 
Prin.        Brother,  I'm  sure  you  couldn't  have  the  heart 

To  see  this  stripling  to  the  wars  depart. 

He's  much  too  young  and  handsome.    [To  Fort. 
Vou  shall  be 

Groom  of  the  Bedchamber,  Sir  Knight,  to  me. 
King.       Nay,  he  shall  office  in  my  household  take, 

Fortunio,  Lord  Treasurer  we  make. 
Fort.       Lord  Treasurer!  for  such  an  office,  sure — 
Minis,  [aside  to  him]  Fear  not,  at  present  'tis  a  sinecure. 
Fort.       Ah!  then  indeed,  if  there  is  nought  to  do, 

1  may  be  quite  as  capable  as  you. 
King.       Your  duty  you  will  learn  in  half  a  minute; 

'Tts  but  to  hold  a  purse — there's  nothing  in  it. 
J'rin.       You'll  eat  your  mutton  with  us,  sir,  to-day, 
King.       And  crack  a  bottle  in  a  friendly  way. 
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Fort.       I  crack  a  bottle  !  Sire,  I'd  venture,  but 
I  ie<ir  I  couldn't,  without  being  cut ; 
And  now-a-days,  save  at  some  public  -■pread, 
Wine's  never  suffered  to  get  in  one's  head. 

King.        No,  times  are  changed  ;  I  think  tt  quite  provoking 
Ti.at  in  my  reign  there  is  so  little  soaking  ! 

SONG.— King. 

Air. — "  T/ie  days  that  we  went  gipsyingP 

Oh,  the  days  that  we  got  tipsy  in — ■  a  long  time  ago, 

W  eie  certainly  the  jolliest  a  man  could  ever  know  I 

W  e  drank  champagne  from  gla;ses  long,  and  hook  from 

[uoblets  green, 
An  i  nothing  like  a  cup  of  tea  was  ever  to  be  seen. 
All  night  we  pass'd    the  wine,  nor  dream'd  of  hyson  or 

[pekoe, 
In  the  days  that  we  got  tipsy  in — a  long  time  ago. 

Oh,  those  were  days  of  bumper  toasts,  or  salt-and-water 

[fine, 
Broil' d  bones  and  devil'd  biscuits,  three-times-three  and 

[nine-times-nine! 
When  underneath  the  table  you  were  bound  your  guest  to 

[land, 
And  no  man  rose  to  go — till  he  was  sure  he  could'nt  stand  ! 
Tea-totallersvve'd  none  to  preach 'gainst  brandy  or  bordeaux, 
In  the  days  that  we  got  tipsy  in — a  long  time  ago. 

How  chan-ed,  alas  !    the  fashion  now — to  booze  you've 

[scarce  begun, 
Wiien    clattering   comes    the    coffee-tray    and    all    your 

[drinking's   done. 
Or  John  informs  the  gentlemen  "he's  taken  up  the  tea  ;" 
And 'twould  be  voted  vulgar  quite,  if  drunk  a  man  should  be. 
A  plague  upon  such  sobertimes — I  often  sigh  "  Heigho  !  " 
For  the  days  that  we  got  tipsy  in — a  long  time  ago. 

[Exit  ~K\y g,  attended  by  Minister  and  Li,rd  in 
Waiting  Princess  dismisses  Florida  and 
detains  Fortunio. 

Prin.  Stay,  gentle  youth,  and  hear  a  Princess  own 
A  secret — for  her  breast  100  mighty  grown! 
Full  te  !  long  tedious  minutes  have  I  striven 
To  quell  the  p-mgs  by  which  my  heart  is  riven 
But  such  prodigious  efforts  fail  at  length  - 
The  con.tant  struggle  is  beyond  my  strength. 
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I  love !  nor  care   though  all   the  world   should 

know  it ; 
And,  in  the  words  of  our  immortal  poet, 
Exclaim,  "  If  you  love  me  as  I  love  yoa, 
"  No  ki>ife  shall  cut  our  love  in  two  !  " 

Fort,  [aside]  Poh — poo 

[aloud]  Madam,  respectfully  I  must  decline. 

Prin.       D'ye  mean  to  say,  then,  that  you  won't  be  mine? 

F'irt.        I  am  too  much  beneath  your  Royal  Highness. 

Prin.       .Madness!  Despair!   Yet  this  may  be  but  shyness. 

DUO. — Pkikcess  and  Fortunio. 

Air — "  Au  Clair  de  la  Lune." 

Princess.      Sir,  you  can't  refuse  me, 
Treason  it  would  be  ! 

Port.  Madam,  pray  excuse  me, 

There  we  don't  agree. 
Hanoryou  I  can,  hut 

Wed  you — iheie's  the  rub! 
I  am  not  a  marrying  man,  but 
I'll  name  it  at  the  club. 
Prin.  [aside.]   Yie.d,  oh,  Love,  thy  crown  up, 
And  thy  hearted  throne  ! 
In  this  virgin  bosom 

Hate  now  reigns  alone  ! 
If  all  your  hairs  were  lives, 

Youn^  Mr.  What.)  ou-call, 
You'll  find  my  great  revenge 
Has  stomach  for  them  all ! 
Fort,  [aside.]   If  she  don't  grow  more  tender, 
I  'Police''  must  call; 
That  i'm  a  nice  young  ivoman 
She  dou't  think  at  all. 

[Exeunt  separ..  tely. 

Scene  4.— COURT- YARD   OF  PALACE. 

In  the  centre  a  large  basin  of  mater,  with  jet  d'eau.  The 
Royal  Stables,  (a.)  The  Royal  Gardens,  (l. )  At  back. 
Terrace,  with  balustrade,  beyond  which  is  seen  the  open 
country.     Sunset. 

Bell  rings.     Filter  Fori  v  n  io,  (l.) 

Fort.        There's  the  first  dinner-bell,  ns  I'm  a  sinne/; 
I  scarcely  shall  luve  time  10  drtss  for  diunvr. 
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Enter  Citizens  and  Peasantry,  male  and  female. 

CHORUS. — Air,  "The  Campbells  are  coming.'" 

The  dragon  is  coming  !  oh !  oh  !  oh  !  oh  ! 
The  dragon  is  coming  !  oh  !  oh  !  oh  !  oh! 
The  dragon  is  coming — we  really  ar'nt  humming, 
The  dragon  is  coming  !  oh  !  oh  !  oh  !  oh  ! 
His  mouth  is  wider  than  any  church  door, 
And  three  miles  off  you  may  hear  him  roar ! 
r       The  terrible  glutton  eats  men  like  mutton, 

And  hasn't  a  notion  when  he  should  give  o'er! 
The  dragon  is  coming  !  oh  !  oh  !  oh !  oh  ! 

Fort.        A  dragon  coming !   Mercy  on  us !  When  ? 
Cit.  Most  likely,  sir,  a  little  after  ten  ; 

That  is  about  the  time  he  likes  to  sup. 
Fort.       How  pleasant!  Has  he  eaten  many  up? 
Cit.  Whole  parishes,  and  lick'd  them  clean  as  plates  ; 

And  all  the  toll-men  at  the  turnpike-gates. 

His  monstrous  appetite's  beyond  belief; 

Sir,  he  has  eaten  even  Tariff  beef! 

If  you  have  any  doubts,  you've  but  to  stay; 

He'll  clear  'em  all  up,  if  he  comes  this  way. 

Enter  King  and  Princess,  attended. 

King.      One  woe  doth  tread  upon  another's  heel, 

Uncommon  woe  distracts  the  public  weal. 

War,  of  my  subjt-cts  has  destroyed  the  best, 

And  now  a  dragon  will  devour  the  rest! 
Prin.  [aside]  Oh  vengeance!     Now'smytime!     [aloud'] 
No, brother,  no; 

Fortunio  has  volunteered  to  go, 

And  slay  this  monster — 
Fort.  I! — Well,  did  yon  ever? 

Upon  my  word,  I  never,  no  I  never  ! 
Prin.       He  is  so  modest,  it  is  quite  distressing; 

Indeed,  he  only  wants  a  little  pressing. 
King.      If  you  would  be  so  kind,  upon  the  nation 

You  would  confer  the  greatest  obligation  ; 

And  if,  by  any  chance,  I  could  return — 
Fort.       Sir,  that's  exactly  what  I  wish  to  learn. 

If  I  saw  any  chance  of  my  returning, 

I  shouldn't  so  much  mind  — 
Prin.  [taking  King  to  l.]  For  fame  he's  burning. 

We'll  go  to  dinner  whilst  you  do  the  job, 

And  keep  some  hot  for  you  upon  the  hob. 
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King.      Thou'lt  not  say  "  No,"  thy  Sovereign  supplicates 
thee ; 

Go,   be  our    Champion!      "Go    where    glory 
wails  thee !" 
[Music.     Exeunt  all  but  Fortunio,  (l.h.) 
Fort.        Fine  words,  I  grant,  and  easy  one's  to  utter, 

But  such,  the  proverb  says,  "  No  parsnips  butter. 

Now  this  is  all  that  wicked  woman's  doing, 

Because  I  wouldn't  listen  to  her  wooing. 

What's  to  be  done?   Why  the  first  thing,  of  course, 

Take  an  opinion  of  my  learned  horse. 

Comrade,  my  friend,  just  look  out  of  your  stable, 

And  answer  me  one  question,  if  you're  able. 
[Comrade  put  his  head  out  of  the  stable-door. 
Com.         Is  it  the  Corn  Question?     Because  I'm  gifted 

To  speak  on  one  I've  seen  io  often  si/ted. 
Fort.       No. 
Com.         I  but  joked,  for  may  I  draw  a 'waggon, 

If  you  have  not  been  asked  to  kill  the  diagon. 
Fort.       You're  right. 
Com.  Well,  you  must  do  it. 

Fort.  Cool,  I  vow, 

Will  you  be  kind  enough  to  tell  me  how  f 
Com.        Call  Fine-ear. 
Fort.  Fi — 

Enter  Fine-ear,  (l.) 
Fine.  There  is  no  need  to  bawl, 

I  heard,  sir,  you  were  just  about  to  call. 

What  can  I  do  10  serve  you? 
Com.  Say  how  near 

The  dragon  is. 
Fine,  [listening]  As  well  as  I  can  hear, 

About  seven  leagues,  and,  it  may  be,  a  quarter. 
Com.        Let  Tippler,  then,  drink  up  that  pond  of  water, 

And  Strongback  bring  as  much  wine  as  will  fill  it, 

And  when  the  dragon's  dead  drunk  you  can  kill  it. 
Fort.       Sagacious  creature!  Tippler,  Strongback,  speed  ! 

Enter  Tippler  and  Strongback.  (l) 
Both.       Here,  master. 
Fort.  Your  assistance  much  I  need. 

[To  Tip.]  Drink  this  pond  dry. 
Tip.  Is  that  all — in  a  minute  ! 

[Goes  to  pond  and  begins  to  drink. 
Fort,  [to  Strong.]  Bring  as  much  wine  here  as  you  can 
put  in  it. 
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Strong.  Yes,  sir.  [Going. 

Fort.  You'll  want  a  cart. 

Strong.  A  cart — for  what  ? 

For  such  a  job  I'd  scorn  to  use  a  knot.  Exit,  (r.) 

Tip.  Ti  ere,  sir — I've  mopp'd  iliat  up  without  a  wink. 

Fort.  What  shall  I  give  you  ? 
Tip.  What  you  please  to  drink.  [Music. 

Re-enter  Strongback.  laden  with  Hogsheads  of  Wine. 

Strong.     I  think  I've  brought  enough  to  fill  the  pond  ; 

At  all  events  there's  no  more  wine  in  bond. 

[Roar  without. 
Fort.         Mate  haste,  make  haste,  for  by  that  roar, 

The  dragon's  nearer  by  some  leagues. 
Fine  E.  Yes — Four. 

Fort.        Tl  en  to  our  posts — he'll  do  the  other  three 

In  a  hop,  step,  and  jump,  immediately. 

QUARTETTE. 

Forttjnio,  Strokcback,  Tippler,  and  Comrade. 

Air.— "Master Poll"  {Midas.) 

Fort.       Master  Drag, 

In  spite  of  his  brag, 

We'll  buffet  away  from  the  plain,  sir  ! 
Strong.    And,  I  will  fight 

W  ith  all  my  might,  jj 

Com.        And  I  with  all  my  mane,  sir ! 

Tip.         And  I'll  have  a  rap, 
Though  he  may  snap, 

And  kick  up  a  woundy  racket  ? 
Fort.        I'll  hack! 
Strong.     I'll  whack  ! 
Tip.         I'll  crack ! 
All.  Good  lack ! 

How  we'll  pepper  his  scaly  old  jacket! 

Fort.         In  spite  of  his  teeth, 
Above  and  beneath, 

I'll  make  him  his  jaw  to  hold,  sir 
And  teach  him  to  dance 
At  the  end  of  my  lance, 

As  St.  George  did  the  dragon  of  old,  sir ! 
As  soon  as  he's  dead, 
I'll  cut  off  his  head  ! 
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Tip.  Before  'twould  be  rather  rash,  sir ! 

Fort.  I'll  dare! 
Tip.  I'll  tear! 
Strong.  I'll  bear! 
All.  Oh,  rare  ! 

And  I  warrant  we'll  settle  his  hash,  sir! 
['•lelo-dramatic  Music.  It  has  become  night,  and 
mojnlight  Foiitunio  and  Servants  conceal 
themselves.  Enter  the  dragon  ( R.) — he  sniffs  the 
wine  andcummencrs  drinking  immediately,  shews 
symptom  t  of  intoxicaiiun,st aggers,  reds  und falls. 
Com.         Now,  master,  now  ! 

Fortonio  and  Servants  enter  armed. 
Fort,  [stabbing  the  Dragon}    "  Dead  for  a  ducat,  dead 
Tip.         Hi  tell  the  tale — whilst  you  cut  off  the  head  ! 

Exit  (l.) 
[Fort,  cuts  off  the  dragon's  Lead,  and  sticks  it  on 
the  top  of  a  spear. 
Strong,  [taking  up  the  body]  I'll   bear  his  body — it's  no 

load  tu  brag  on. 
Fort.         Mind — it's  down-hill. 
Stronir.     No  fear — I've  got  the  drag-on. 

[Shouts  without.     Re-enter  Tippler,   with    the 

rtst  o/Foktunio's  suite.  Citizens.  Peasantry, 

§-<-.,  the  King,  the  Princess.  Nobles  %c  ,  ( i-.) 

forming  a  procession  a  la  "  Misaniello,"  act  2. 

CHORUS.— {Masaniello) 

Come,  fill  to  the  brim  every  flaggon, 

And  dance  while  a  leg's  left  to  wag  on  ! 
E'en  Warwick's  old  Guy 
But  a  coward  seems,  nigh 

To  the  hero  who  conquer'd  the  dragon. 
[  They  pass  round  the  stage,  and  Fort    comes  to  a 
ha  t  before  the  King. 
Prin.  [aside]   Confusion!  Conqueror!  the  dragon  slain  ! 
Fort,   [showing  the  head  to  the  King]    "Thus  perish   all 

that  gives  Alonzo  pain." 
King        We  can't  find  words  to  speak  our  thanks. 
Fort.  Then  don't. 

Prin    [aside]  I  cannot  bear  this  triumph — and  I  won't  ! 
King.       Money  I've  none;  and  so  may  truly  say  — 

"  More  is  thy  due  than  more  than  all  can  pay.'' 
But  kings,  you  know,  of  honour  are  the  fount, 
And  therefore  freely  honours  you  shall  count- 
Aye,  though  you're  nine  at  whist!     Yon  monster, 
there, 


22  FORTUNIO. 

In  your  own  arms  we  give  you  leave  to  bear; 
And,  to  prove  the  gratitude  we  feel, 
We'll  pass  a  patent  under  our  great. seal, 
Declaring,  henceforth,  'tis  our  Royal  will 
That  none  but  you  shall  dare  a  dragon  kill ! 

Prin.        That  is,  indeed,  a  privilege  most  gracious ! 

But,  brother,  on  a  deed  much  more  audacious, 
This  youth  is  bent. 

King.  Indeed — what — how  ? 

Prin.       You'll  never  guess. 

Fort.  What  is  she  after  now! 

Prin.        His  great  ambition,  brother,  is  to  go 
Ambassador  to  our  most  deadly  foe  ; 
He  vows,  without  an  army  or  a  navy, 
He'll  force  the  Emperor  to  cry  "  Peccavi." 

Fort,   [aside]  Good  gracious  me  !   I  go  their  dt-adly  foe  to ! 
Where  does  that  wicked  woman  think  she'll  go  to? 

King.        Since  I  can  give  him  nothing,  'tis  but  just 
I  should  refuse  him  nothing — -go  be  must. 

Fort.       But  tire — 

King.  No  thanks,  we  still  shall  be  your  debtor. 

Prin.       And  so  the  sooner  you  set  off  the  better  ! 

FINALE. 

Fort.    Is  she  determined  to  make  me  a  martyr? 

Does  she  suppose  me  Van  Amburgh  or  Carter  ? 
First  fight  a  dragon,  then  go  catch  a  Tartar, 
Is  out  of  the  frying-pan  into  ihe  fire. 

King.  If  to  his  courage  he  don't  fall  a  martyr, 

He  may  depend  on  the  first  vacant  garter  ! 
Fight  with  a  dragon,  then  go  catch  a  Tartar ! 
Tis  really  much  more  than  he  ought  to  desire. 

Flor.    O,  Etiquette !  to  your  laws  he's  a  martyr, 

He  dar'nt  contradict,   though   he  knows  what  she's 

arter, 
First  fight  a  dragon,  then  go  catch  a  Tartar, 

Is  out  of  the  frying-pan  into  the  fire. 

Chor.    Never  was  hero  mote  handsome  or  smarter, 
Braver  he  is  than  Van  Amburgh  or  Carter, 
First  fight  a  dragon,  then  go  catch  a  Tartar! 
He  certainly  next  wdl  the  Thames  set  on  fire! 

END  OF  ACT  FIRST. 
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ACT    II. 


HALL  OF  AUDIENCE  IN  THE  PALACE  OF  THE 
EMPEROR  M  ATA  PA. 

Large  Gales  in  the  fiat. 

The  Emperor  is  discovered  seated  on  his  Throne,  attended 
hi/  his  Court,  Chamberlain,  Officers  and  Guard.  The 
Princess  Volante  and  her  attendant  Ladies. 

Emp.        Daughter,  we're  dull — we've  got  the  devils  blue  ! 
Dance  and  amuse  us,  as  you  ought  to  do ! 

[Vol.  dances. 
Enough,  we're  sleepy — sing,  and  let  your  numbers 
Wrap  our  imperial  soul  in  gentle  slumbers  ! 

CHORUS — "Jicay  with  melancholy'"— sung  discordantly^ 
[Only  afeic  bars  which  are  interrupted  by  Emp. 
Emp.        Silence — oddsbobbs,un!e~syou'd  allbeswinging. 
Chamb.     Great  sir — you  bade  us  sing — 
Emu..  D'je  call  that  singing? 

It  may  be  for  the  million! — burly-burling! 

I  wouldn't  hear  it  for  a  million  sterling  ! 

So  peace  !  or  by  the  hangman's  shears  bereft 

You  shall  not  have  an  ear  for  music  left. 
Chamb.     Great  sir,  your  servants  tremble  and  obey. 
Emp.        They'd  better ! 

Enter  Officer. 

Well,  what  have  you  got  to  say? 

Officer.     Most  mighty  emperor — King  Alfounte — 

Emp.        Hah  ! — what  of  him  ?  Does  he  again  show  fight? 

Officer.     An  envoy  from  his  court  has  just  arrived, 
Who  craves  an  audience. 

Emp.  Is  the  fool  nine-lived, 

That  thus  he  ventures  into  our  dominions  ? 

Cham.     Perhaps — 

Emp.  Perhaps! — who  asked  for  your  opinions? 

Go,  hang  the  fellow  instantly    [Officer  going.] 
No — stay  !  [Officer  returns. 

We  fain  would  hear  what  he  has  got  to  say, 
Which,  if  we  hang  him  first,  he  cannot  tell — 
Let  him  approach  ! — after  will  do  as  well. 


24  FORTUMO. 

[Music]   Enter  Fortunio,  with  his  Seven  Servants. 

Now  speak,  young  shaver — what's  the  news  with 
thee? 
Fort.        Thus  after  greeting,  speaks  my  king  by  me — 

To  you,  who've  borrow'd  all  his  treasure — 
E?np.  Borrow'd ! 

Chamb.     A  strange  beginning  ! 

Emp.  Don't  you  be  so  forrard  ! 

Go  on,  young  gentleman,  you  shall  be  heard. 
Borrow'd,  I  think  you  said. 
Fort.  That  was  my  word. 

I  thought  it  not  polite  to  use  a  stronger — 
His  Majesty  can't  do  without  it  longer, 
And  therefore  sends  me,  in  a  civil  way, 
To  tell  you  he  must  have  it  hack  to-day! 
Emp.        What  follows  if  we  disdlow  of  thi i  ? 
Fort.       His  Majesty  will  take  it  much  amiss. 
Emp.        On  this  foci's  errand  have  you  come  alone? 
Fort.       I've  seven  servants  with  me,  of  my  own. 

[Alt  the  Servants  bow. 
Emp.        You  are  a  pleasant  man  for  a  small  party ! 

Our  wrath  is  smothered  by  our  laughter  hearty. 
[General  laugh.  Emp.  checks  them;  laughs;  they 
a'jain  echo  him. 

My  Lord  Ambassador,  you've  had  your  jest, 
'Tis  now  our  turn — we  grant  your  small  request, 
On  one  condition, — find,  within  this  hour, 
A  man  who,  for  his  breakfast,  shall  devour 
All  the  new  bread  baked  in  this  town  to-day. 

Fort.        Agreed.     [Aside}  Here's  luck  ! 

Emp.  Do  you  know  what  you  say  ? 

Fort.        Most  perfectly. 

Emp.  Oh,  very  well,  we'll  see. 

Take  hf  ed  :   if  but  a  crumb  uneaten  be, 
Intoa  red-hot  oven  I  will  thrust  ye, 
And  bake  ye  all.  alive! 

Fort.  How  very  crusty ! 

Emp.  [to  Officer}  Go,  pile  the  bread  up  in   the   Palace- 
court; 
Here,  from  our  throne,  we  will  behold  the  sport. 
[Exit  Officer  (r.).  with  some  Guards.   The  Emp. 
retires  up,  with  his  suite. 

Fort.        Well,  I  am  pretty  easy  on  this  head. 

Gormand.     [Gor.  advances]  I  hope  you  haven't 
breakfasted. 
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Gor. 

Fori. 
Gor. 


Fort 
Gar. 

Fort. 

Gor. 
Fort. 


Gor. 


Why,  sir,  I  eat  a  round  of  beef  at  ten  ; 
But  haven't  made  a  meal — I  don't  know  when. 
Can  you  eat  all  the  new  bread  in  this  city  ? 
Lord  !  If  I  couldn't,  sir,  'twould  be  a  pity — 
And  all  the  stale  besides,  just  to  complete  it. 
The  job's  to  get  one's  bread,  sir,  not  to  eat  it. 
You're  sure! 

Don't  be  alarmed,  sir,  it's  all  right; 
A  round  of  beef  just  whets  my  appetite. 
I  joy  to  hear  you  say  so.     I  declare 
Bread's  rising  very  fast  in  yonder  square. 
'Twill  fall  much  faster,  sir,  when  I  fall  on  it 
I  hope  so,  for  our  lives  depend  upon  it. 
[Looking  out]  They're  bringing  rolls  and  twists — 

all  smoking  hot. 
They  can't  bring  such  a  twist  as  I  have  got. 

[The  Chamb.  advances. 


The  celebrated  DUET,"Tell  me  where  is  Fancy  bred." 

Arranged  for  Three  Voices,  by  an  Irish  Composer. 

Fortunio,  Chamberlain,  and  Gormand. 


Chamb. 
Fort. 


Gorm. 

Chamb. 
Fort. 

All. 


Emp. 
Fort. 
Emp. 
Gor. 


Tell  me,  tell  me, 
Tell  me,  tell  me, 
New,  d'ye  fancy  bread? 
Smoking  hot,  from  oven  red — 
Or  prefer  you  stale  instead  ? 
Reply,  reply,  reply. 

'Tis  all  the  same,  sir,  in  my  eye — 
On  both  I've  fed,  and  fancy  size 
In  the  loaf  is  all  I  prize. 

'Tis  all  the  same,  sir,  in  his  eye,  &c. 
Let  them  bring  all  the  stale  as  well, 

He'll  \  Go  at  il'  dinS>  don§>  bel1 ! 

[The  gates  at  the   back  are  opened,  and  several 
enormous  piles  of  loaves  are  seen  in  the  court 
yard,  on  a  large  table  or  platform. 

There  is  the  bread — now  where's  your  man  ? 

He's  here. 
,   Why  fellow,  can  you  all  that  table  clear  ? 
I'll  do  the  best  your  Majesty  to  please, 
But  if  you  would  just  add — 
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Emp.  Ha! 

Gor.  A  littb  cheese, 

Emp         Dost  mock  us,  villain  ?    Eat  all  that,  or  die  I 
Gvr,         Oh^,  sir,  it's  quite  a  pleasure  to  comply. 

[Music.     Gor,  devours  the  bread. 

CHORUS.— (Corelli.) 
Emperor  and  Courtiers. 
What  a  gulp  !  oh,  goodness,  gracious! 
Never  wolf  was  so  voracious ! 
Quartern  loaves  like  pills  to  swallow ! 
Here's  a  chap  beats  Dando  hollow ! 
Only  see, 

Goodness  gracious ! 
How  capacious 
Must  his  bread- room  be ! 
f         Fortunio  and  Servants. 
Down  he  crams  'em,  smoking  hot, 
What  a  famous  twist  he's  got! 
[During  this  chorus  Gor.  demolishes  all  the  heaps 
of  bread, 
Officer.    There's  not  a  crumbleft!  will  you  please  examine? 
Emp.       Confound  the  cormorant,  he'd  breed  a  famine. 
Fort.       Bravo,  dear  Gormand,  well  may  it  be  said, 

That  you  have  proved  yourself  a  tliorough-bred! 
Gor.         I  ought  to  have  had  the  cheese  sir,  I  declare, 

The  last  batch  was  light-weight— and  that's  not 
fair. 
Fort.        Now,  great  Matapa — I  your  promise  claim, 

|   (Restore  the  treasure — 
Emp.       No! — 
Fort,  and  )  Oh,  fie,  for  shame  ! 

Servants.  (A  monarch  pledge  his  word — and  not  stick  to  it! 
Emp.       Why  who  the  deuce  had  dream'd  that  he  could 

do  it! 
Fort.       Yet  you'd  have  baked  us  had  he  chanced  to  fail, 

Oh,  sir,  your  Justice  bears  a  sliding  scale! 
Emp.       I  was  but  joking — 
Fort.  Sir  a  bet's  a  bet, 

I'll  ask  the  Jockey  Club — 
Emp.  One  moment  yet — 

Find  me  a  man  can  drink  up  all  the  water, 
And  one  who  in  a  race  can  beat  my  daughter; 
And  to  restore  your  Royal  Master's  treasure, 
We'll  make  a  point — of  full  imperial  measure ! 
We  swear! 
a\rt.  By  what? 
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Emp.       The  Great  Bear — whose  relation 

We  have  the  honor  to  be. 
Fort,  A  declaration 

No  one  can  doubt,  who  knows  your  Majesty ; 

You  are  as  like  a  great  bear  as  can  be! 
Emp.       By  our  celestial  brother,  Ursa  Major, 

We  swear  this  time,  that  if  we  lose  our  wager, 

We'll  pay!— 
Fort.  Be  witness  all  then — 'tis  a  bet! 

Tipplfr! — [Tippler  advances'] — Your  whistle  if 
you'd  like  to  wet, 

There's  a  canal,  five  fountains,  and  a  tank, 

To  drain — 
Tip.  With  pleasure,  Sir — but  when  I've  drank 

The  water.  I  shall  finish  with  the  wine. 
Emp.  [aside]  Eh,  zounds — if  that's  the  case,he'll  finish  mine! 

My   choice   old   Port! — my   fine   Duff    Gordon 
Sherry! 

An  awkward  customer  this  fellow — very ! 

[Tippler  going. 

[aloud]  Hold,  this  condition  we  will  not  exact. 

We  had  forgotten  an  important  fact, 

Our  Doctors  here,  despising  drug  and  pill, 

Cure  by  cold  water,  every  mortal  ill! 

And  should   this   man   possess   such  powers  of 
suction, 

His  faculty  would  doom  our's  to  destruction! 

Therefore,  my  Lord  Ambassador,  we  think, 

We'd  better  drop  this  question  of  the  drink; 

And  'stead  of  losing  all  the  running  water, 

Just  stand  to  win  upon  our  running  daughter! 
Fort.        Content — will't  please  you  name  the  time  and 

place. 
Emp.       The  Orange  walk — in  half-an-hour — 
Fort:  The  race — 

P.P? 
Emp.  Of  course. 

Fort.  Sweepstakes — off-sweeping 

All  the  King's  Plates   and  gold    cups   in   your 
kppping. 
[Flourish  and  march.     Exeunt  severally,  Emp. 
and  Fort,  with  their  trains,  (l.) 

i  2— ANOTHER  APARTMENT  in  the  PALACE. 
Enter  Fortunio  and  his  Seven  Servants. 
Fort.        Lightfoot,  I  need  not  tell  you  'tis  your  part 
To  beat  the  Princess. 
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Light.  Give  me  a  fair  start — - 

111  beat  the  arrow  from  friesd  Marksman's  bow  - 
Fort.        You'll  want  a  proper  dress  to  run  in  though. 

[Stamp* — the  'runic  rises,  (l.) 
[Giving  him  the  key]     Look  in  the  trunk — you'll  find 
one  I  dare  say. 
Light.      The  very  thing,  [Pulling  out  a  scarlet  jacket  and 

hose.]  Your  Lordship's  colours,  pray — 
Fort.        Go  hence  and  dress,  for  you've  no  time  to  waste- 
Light.      Sir,  if  I  can  make  anything,  'tis  haste.  [Exit,  (l.) 
Fine.       Sir,  may  we  crave  a  word  ? 
Fort.  I'm  all  attention. 

Boist.      Lightfoot  has  hit  upon  a  rare  invention. 
Fort.       Whatis't? 
Fine.      A  Flying  Steam  Coach ! 
Fort.  Hah !—  Indeed  ! 

Strong.    Built  on  a  principle  that  must  succeed. 
Marks.     Just  like  a  bird — with  body,  wings,  and  tail. 
Tippler.  Or  like  a  fish — 
Fort.  Aye — very  like  a  whale. 

Marks.     You  think  we're  joking  sir. 
Fort.  In  truth  I  do. 

Gorm.       Sir  it's  in  print — 

Fort.  Oh — then  it  must  be  true, 

Or  I  should  have  said,  with  all  humility, 
Twas  flying  in  the  face  of  probability. 
Strong.     We've  formed  a  joint  stock  company. 
Fort."  So,  so. 

Strong.    Boisterer  can  puff  off  any  thicg  you  know. 
Boist.      And  Strongback  carries  on  the  whole  affair, 

And  all  the  onus  will  with  pleasure  bear. 
Fine.        Marksman  will  see  the  way  clear  through  the  skv. 
Marks.     And  Fine-Ear  tell  folks  when  the  coach  is  nigh. 
Fort.        Gormand  and  Tippler  ? 
Strong.  Why,  sir,  we  all  think, 

As  they  can  nothing  do  but  eat  and  drink, 
They  ought  to  be  directors,  and  together 
Meet  upon  board  days,  and  discuss  the  weather. 
Fort.        I  fear  your  scheme  will  end  in  smoke. 
Fine  Ear.  Aye,  so 

I  heard  them  say  of  gas  some  years  ago. 
Fort.        Faithyou're  right  there,  and  who  on  earth  shall  say, 
We  may  not  one  day  skim  the  milky  way  1 
Still,  in  these  times  of  quackery  and  purring, 
The  greatest  goose  may  get  his  fill  of  stuffing. 
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SONG.— Fortunio. 

Air. — "March,  march." 
Quack,  quack,  nothing  like  quackery, 

Humbug,  my  friends,  of  the  day  is  the  order  ! 
Quack,  quack,  any  jimcrackery 

Now  will  go  off  with  a  puff,  for  the  Border. 
Pretenders  abounding,  trumpeters  sounding 

Every  man  his  own  honour  and  glory  ; 
Truth  you're  quite  right  to  prize,  if  you  dont  wis'i  to  rise, 

But  if  you  do,  you  must  get  up  a  story. 

Quack,  quack,  &c. 
Come  to  the  Chambers  of  Clement's  or  Gray's  Inn, 

Come  to  the  Solons  who  rule  in  "the  Row," 
Come  to  the  ball  where  the  heiress  is  blazing, 

Ycu  wil!  find  humbug  from  Bond  Street  to  Bow, 
Bills,  yellow,  green,  and  red,  flutter  above  your  head, 

Each  of  some  miracle  hangs  the  recorder; 
New  projects  every  day  melting  your  cash  away, 

Till  you're  obliged  to  pop  over  the  Border. 

Quack,  quack,  &c. 

Scene  3.— A  LONG  WALK  LINED  WITH  ORANGE 
TREES. 

On  one  side  the  Winning  Post,  on  the  other  the  Judge's  Chair, 
toith  a  bell  above  it.  Enter  on  one  side  tlie  Empehor  leading 
the  PR  1  n  c  i;s.s  Volante,  attired  for  the  race,  and  followed  by 
the  Emperor's  Court,  Loud  Chamberlain,  Officers, 
Guards.  <Sre  On  the  other,  Fortunio,  toith  Light  poor, 
attired  far  the  race,  and  followed  by  the  other  Six  Servants. 

Emp.        This  is  the  spot,  the  centre  of  the  grove, 

Here  stands  the  winning  post.     In  yon  alcove 
The  judge's  chair— where  seated  I  shall  be — 
The  daughter  to  Matapa — here  you  see, 
Fresh  as  a  four-year-old — of  matchless  speed. 
'  rt  Her  make  and  beauty  nothing  can  exceed. 

Prin.        Yonder  is  my  antagonist  no  doubt. 

Fort.         Fortunio  names  Lightfoot. 

Prin.        Trot  him  out!  [Light,  advances  and  bows. 

A  scarlet  runner,  by  his  legs — 

Light  Alack, 

Red  legs  are  rarer  on  the  turf  than  black. 

Emp.       Come! — clear  the  course.  [Bell  rings. 

Fair  daughter,  what  d'ye  say 
To  some  of  our  imperial  Tokay 
Before  you  start? 
A  ulass  I'll  not  decline, 
To  run  a  race  nought  helps  like  racy  wine! 


Emp. 

Light. 

Emp. 

Prin. 

Emp. 


Fort. 


Emp. 
Prin. 


Some  Tokay  for  her  highness. 

And  for  me.  [Crosses  to  c. 
For  thee ! 
It  is  but  fair. 
So  let  it  be  ! 
Give  him  a  bumper!     Harkye! 

[To  Page  and  whispers—  Page  bows,  and  goes 
out— returns  with  goblet  which  he  hands  to 

LlGHTFOOT. 

I  misdoubt! 
They'll  doctor  him!  [To  Light.]  Take  care  what 

you're  about. 
OurChamberlain  shall  start  you  when  you're  ready. 
Come  on  then — 
Light,  [aside.]  Well  that  stuff  is  rather  heavy  ! 

[Aloud.]  Where  do  we  start  from  ? 


Prin. 

Light. 

Prin. 

Light. 

Fort. 

Emp. 


Officer. 

Fort. 

Officer. 

Fort. 


Chamb. 

Emp. 

Chamb. 

Fort. 

Murks. 

Tip. 

All. 

Chamb. 

Fart. 

Emp. 


Yonder  in  the  hollow. 
Then  lead  the  way. 

And  keep  it? 

That  don't  follow » 
Now,  Lightfoot,  mind  you  run  for  your  existence  I. 
Once  round  the  course,  remember,  and  a  distance. 
[Music.    The  Prin.  and  Light,  ascend  the  slope 
at  the  back  of  the  stage  and  disappear  behind  it. 
The  Emp.  takes  his  seat  in  the  Judge's  Chair. 
Ch  \mb    stands  on  the  ridge  and  drops  a  flag. 
Bell  rings . 
They're  off !— they're  off! 

I'll  bet  a  thousand  to  one 
'Gainst  Lightfoot. 

Sir,  I  take  you. 

Done,  sir. 

Done. 
[Prin.  and  Light,   re-appear,  running,  Prin. 
rattier  in  advance. 
The  Princess  makes  the  running. 

All  my  own  is. 
Six  to  four  on  her  Highness. 

Done,  in  ponies. 
[Exeunt  Prin.  and  Light,,  fist,  e.,  l.h.) 
Lightfoot  is  holding  in. 

A  pretty  race  ! 
Lightfoot  is  beaten ! 

He  can't  live  the  pace. 
They're  out  of  sight. 

And  will  be  so,  until 
They  reach  the  walk  a-top  of  yonder  hill ; 
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But  as  my  daughter  runs  five  miles  a  minute, 
It  won't  be  long  before  you  see  her  in  it. 

[Bell  rings  as  the  figure  of  Prin.  is  seen  at  the  top 
of  the  hill. 
Officer.    And  there  she  is— 

Port.  Alone,  as  I'm  a  sinner  ! 

Emp.       Hurrah!  I'llbet  my  crown  I  name  the  winner. 
Chimb.     No  takers. 

[The  figure  descends  the  hill  rapidly,  and  disap- 
pears behind  the  rise  in  the  stage. 
Fort.  Where  on  earth  can  Lightfoot  be? 

Listen,  good  Fine-ear  ;  Marksman,  haste  and  see. 
Ftne.        Wberee'er  he  is,  he's  fast  asleep,  for  I 

Can  hear  him  snore. 
Marks,    [who  has  climbed  a  tree']  Hush  !  there  the  rogue 
I  spy, 
Stretched  out  beneath  a  tree,  full  three  miles  off. 
Fort.        Of  all  the  empire  I  shall  be  the  scoff, 

Our  lives  are  forfeit,  too  !  Asleep!  plague  take  him. 
Marks.     Nay,    don't   despair,    good    master;    this   shall 
wake  him. 
[Lets  fly  an  arrow  in  the  direction  he  has  been  looking. 
Fort.        What  have  you  done? 

sharks,  [looking  out]  Just  touched  his  ear,  I  vow. 

He's  up,  and  off. 

[The  figure  of  Light,  appears  at  the  top  of  the 
hill,  and  descends  nith  inci edible  swiftness,  dis- 
appearing behind  the  rise  in  the  stage. 
Fort.  lie  comes.   He'll  beat  her  now  ! 

[Prin.  appears  on  the  ridge  of  the  stage^  closely 
followed  by  Light. 
Courtiers.  Blue  !   Blue  !  wins  easy  ! 
Fort.  Sf  his  men,  as  Light,  appears]  Scarlet,  go  it  Scarlet! 
Emp.        Volante  ! 

[Light,  bounds  by  Prin.  and  passes  thepost 
Fort,  and  men.       Lightfoot!  Liehtfoot ! 


Emp. 

Fort. 

Emp. 
Fort. 
Cor. 
Tip. 

Fort. 

Light. 


Fort. 


Curse  the  varlev. 
[Cominu  out  ot  the  chair. 
Won  in  a  canter. 

Scarlet  ? — I'm  done  brown 
Take  care,  again,  sir,  how  you  bet  your  crown. 
The  knowing-ones  are  done,  this  time,  I  say. 
There'll  be  long  faces  upon  settling-day. 

0  Lightfoot,  what  a  time  to  sleep  you  chose  ! 
I  felt  so  drowsy  I  laid  down  to  doze, 

Thinking  by  sleep  refreshed  to  run  the  quicker; 

1  ne'er  was  overtaken,  save  by  liquor! 
It  was  a  narrow  'scape  for  me,  'tis  clear. 
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Mine  was  an  arrow  'scape,  sir  ;  just  look  Vipre, 
[Shows  Marksman's  arrow  sticking  in  his  ear. 

Fort,  [to  Emp.]   Your  Majesty  no  loruer  can  refuse. 

Emp.        Our  Majesty  can  do  whate'er  we  chuse. 
But  'tis  a  debt  of  honour,  we  admit. 
And  therefore  we  to  pay  it  do  thing  fit. 
But  in  our  court  no  longer  shall  you  tarry  ; 
So  as  much  treasure  as  one  man  can  carry 
We  do  permit  you  from  our  stores  to  bear. 
One  man? 

We've  said  it.     Take  more  if  you  dare! 
I  humbly  take  my  leave. 

You  show  your  sense. 
Strongback,  you  hear  the  Emperor's  order, 

Henre ! 
[To  Chamb.]  You,  sir,  look  after  'em  and  see  it  dune. 

Strong,  [to  For.T.]  I'll  carry,  sir,  enough  for  any  one. 

[Music.     Exeunt  Fort,  and  Attendants,  with  Chamb.,  (R-) 

Prin.        I'm  so  provoked,  papa,  that  I  could  cry  ; 
At  Tattersall's,  the  favourite  was  I. 
I'm  so  enraged,  Volante,  1  could  roar  ; 
I  never  knew  you  be  behind  before. 
Beneath  a  tiee,  asleep  I  left  him,  fast ; 
How  could  he  manage  to  be  first  at  last  ? 

Enter  ChaMB,,  hastily. 
Where  is  the  Emperor  ?     Oh,  sire,  sire,  sire! 
Now  what's  the  matter  1     Is  the  town  on  fire  1 
No,  sire, but  all  your  palace  sacked  and  plundered 
Of  gold  and  silver  statues  full  five  hundred — 
The  costly  mirrors  and  the  massive  plate — 
The  jewelled  harness  and  the  coach  of  state — - 
Treasure  untold, in  bullion,  bars,  and  cash — 
All  by  one  man  are  carried  off — slap-dash  ! 
All  by  one  man  ?  Impossible  !  No,  no  ! 
Let  me  endure  your  wrath  if  'tis  not  so. 
I  saw  him  move  the  goods. 

If  thou  dost  lie, 
Upon  the  next  tree  shalt  thou  hang,  as  high 
As  they  can  swing  thee.     If  the  truth  it  be, 
I  care  not  if,  instead,  they  tuck  up  me. 
Is  this  a  time  to  stand  and  stare  about ! 
You  rogues  and  vagabonds — arm — arm  and  out ! 
If  this  which  he  avouches  doth  appear. 
We  may  write  up  "  Unfurnished  lodgings  here." 
Ring  the  alarum  bell  untd  it  crack  ! 
\t  least  we'll  have  our  coach  and  harness  hack. 
lE-.eunt  Emi\,  Prix  .  Chamb.,  S>c.     Alarum  bell,  fire 


Fort. 
Emp. 
Fort. 
Emp. 
Fore. 
Emp. 


Emp. 
Prin. 


Chamb. 

Emp 

Chamb. 


Emp. 
Chamb 

Emp. 
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Scene  3.— THE  BANKS  OF  A  RIVER. 

Music.     Enter  Strong.,  carrying  an  enormous  pile  of  treasure 
of  every  description   on  his  shoulders,    followed  by  Fort. 
and  his  other  servants.    (R.  2  E.) 
Fort.        Run,  Stror.gback  ;  we're  pursued — 'tis  my  be!ief. 
Fine.       Yes, master,  I  can  hear  them  call  "Stop thief." 
Fort.        Now  is  the  time  your  aerial  coach  to  try — 
Light.      It's  built — we've  only  pot  to  make  it  fly  ! 
F'ort.        A  trifle  merely — yet  I  almost  doubt 

If  we  can  wait  whilst,  that  is  brought  ab^ut! 
Marks.  Here  comes  the  Emperor  with  all  his  guard  ! 
Fort.        What's  to  be  done  ? 

Bois.  I'll  breathe  a  little  hard  ; 

And  they'll  be  so  completely  blown — I  doubt 
Their  running  an  inch  further  on  this  route. 
Fort         Dear  friend,  to  you  we'll  owe  our  preservation, 
And  wait  your  coming  at  the  railway  station  ! 
[Music.     Exeunt  Fortunio  and  all  but  Boisterer* 
Enter  Emperor  and  Guards. 
Emp.        Upon  them  ! — charge ! 

[Bois.  blows  and  they  are  all  whirled  off  the  stage. 

Oh,  here's  a  precious  breeze  !  [As  he  goe.% 

Bois.        Thatis  the  "puff  direct,"  sir,  if  you  please.  [Exit. 

Scene    4.— INTERIOR    OF    KING    ALFOURITE'S 
PALACE,  (as  in  the  first  act.) 

Enter  King  and  Minister,  (h.) 
King.      Talk  not  of  comfort  to  a  wretch  like  me  ! 
My  Court  is  now  a  Court  of  Bankruptcy. 
Not  Mr.  Lover,  who,  as  you're  aware, 
Audits  accounts  of  every  Irish  heir — 
Which,  for  arithmetic,  ins  fame  advances, 
Could  find  a  cure  for  my  impaired  finances. 

SONG.— Kino. 
Air. — tlI  love  her,  how  I  love  her.'' 

E'en  Lover !  Samuel  Lover ! 

Though  he's  a  dab  at  L.  S.  D. 
'T would  puzzle  to  discover 

One  penny  in  my  treasury. 
A  tyrant  beyond  measure 
Has  walked  orf  all  my  treasure ; 
And  thinks  it  quite  a  pleasure, 

Te  have  so  diddled  me. 
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Enter  Lightfoot,  (l.) 

Light.      Hail  to  your  Majesty. 

King.  You  come  to  use 

Your  tongue — your  office  quickly — what's  your 
news  ? 
Light.      Great  news,  great  King.  My  Lord  Fortunio's  near, 

With  all  your  treasure! 

Enter  Princess,  (r.h.) 

Prin.  What  is  this  I  hear? 

King.      With  all  my  treasure! 

Light.  Sire,  the  truth  to  tell, 

You'll  find  some  of  the  Emperor's  as  well. 

We  hadn't  time  to  pick  and  choose,  in  fact ; 

So  took  it  as  it  came. 
King.  Judicious  act! 

Prin.  [aside]  What,  of  my  vengeance  am  I  baulked  again? 
King.       How  is  he  coming  ? 
Light.  By  a  special  train. 

I  saw  him  start,  and  then  ran  on  before 

To  give  you  notice.     [Shouts  without]  Hark,  he's 
at  the  door ! 
King.      Conduct  him  to  our  presence — quickly — fly  ! 

[Exeunt  Minister  and  Lightfuoi. 

Prin  [aside]  I'll  crush  him  yet,  or  know  the  reason  why. 
King.       He  comes,  he  comes!    With  shouts   the   people 
greet  him  ! 

Don't  stand  there,  sister,  let  us  haste  to  meet  him. 
Prin.        It  is  not  meet  we  should  ;  he  wants  your  crown, 

So  pull  him  up  before  he  pulls  you  down. 
King.      Fortunio  false!  then  never  man  was  true! 

Some  wicked  wag  has  sure  been  hoaxing  you. 
Prin.        I  tell  you,  brother,  I  can  prove  his  guilt. 
King.        He  was  a  gentleman  on  whom  I  built 

An  absolute  trust. 
Prin.  And  so  did  I.  until 

He  dared  propose  your  Majesty  to  kill, 

And  marry  me! 
King.  And  marry  you  !     Alack, 

He  must,  then,  be  a  monomaniac! 
Prin.        Brother ! 
King.  I  mean  that  such  prodigious  vanity 

Is  the  best  proof  of  the  young  man's  insanity. 
Prin.       I  tell  you  he's  a  foe  you  must  beware  of. 
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King.       Let  him  be  taken,  pray,  the  greatest  care  of; 

For  though  he  might  not  run  his  sovereign  through, 
He  may  be  mad  enough  to  marry  you. 
But  wherefore  spoke  you  not  of  this  before  1 

Prin.       I  was  in  hopes  he  would  return  no  more: 

But  he's  comeback,  laden  with  fame  and  treasure. 
And  all  the  people's  heads  he'll  turn  with  pleasure, 
And  they'll  dethrone  you  and  crown  him  instead, 
Unless  you  puzzle  them  to  find  his  head. 

King.       Ah,  me  !  I  haven't  got  the  heart  to  do  it. 

Prin,       Then    leave  the  whole   to   me — I'll  pull    you 
through  it.  [Exeunt,  (l.h.) 

Scene  the  Last.— THE  ROYAL  GARDENS.— Night. 

The  recovered  Treasure  is  all  pitched  at  the  back  of  the  stage, 

and  occupies  the  whole  centre  of  the  scene. 

Strong,  and  the  other  servants  discovered.    Enter  Fort. 

Strong.   There  sir,  I've  pitched  the  whole  load  in  the  garden, 

For  there's  no  other  place  will  hold  it. 
Fort.  Pardon 

Me,  friend,  but  I  am  full  of  grief  and  care; 

I  cannot  find  my  Comrade  anywhere. 
Strong.    Your  horse! — why,  isn't  he  in  the  stable? 
Fort.  No. 

And  I  am  on  the  rack  !     My  Comrade,  ho  ! 

Answer !  you  can,  unless  you  are  a  corse. 

"My  horse  !  my  horse  !  a  kingdom  for  my  horse ! ' ' 
Enter  King  and  Prin  ,  attended  by  Minister,  and  followed  by 
two  Guards. 

The  Princess! 
Prin.  Aye,  you  tremble,  and  with  reason. 

Sir,  I  accuse  Fortunio  of  high  treason. 

Arrest  him,  gentlemen.  \_They  seize  him. 

Fort.  Arrest !  pray  *tay  ; 

At  court,  it  seems,  this  is  a  collar  day. 

'Tis  shameful,  sire — 
Prin.  Almost  as  bad,  young  mister, 

As  kill  a  King  and  marry  with  his  sister. 
Fort.       As  kill  a  King? 

Prin.  Aye,  traitor,  'twas  my  word. 

Fort.       And  marry  with  his  sister? — how  absurd  ! 

Since  it  has  come  to  this,  I  must  speak  out — 

Madam,  pray  tell  me,  for  I  almost  doubt — 

Are  you  a  lady  ? 
Prin.  Do  you  hear  him,  brother  ? 

Fort.  Recause,  if  you  are  one — why  I'm  another. 

All.  A  lady! 
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Port.  Yes,  a  female  woman,  daughter 

Of  Baron  Dunover. 
King.  I  always  thought  her 

Too  pretty  for  a  man — unless  'twas  me — ■ 
"The  fair,  the  chaste,  the  inexpressive  she  !  " 
Prin.       Exposed — defeated!     I  shall  burst  with  spite! 
Ob  '  [  fdls  in  Minister's  arms. 

Minis.  Sire! — She's  choking! 

King.  Verdict — Serve  her  right. 

[Minister  carries  out  Prin. 
[To  Fort.]  A  crown  you  merit. 
Port.  Half  a  one,  I'd  rather. 

King,    t  Will  you  share  mine? 

Port.  Sir,  you  must  ask  my  father. 

King.       Oh,  let  us  fly  to  seek  him! 
Voice  without.  There's  no  need. 

[Music.  The  pile  of  treasure  gradually  opens, 
and  discovers  a  magnificent  Fairy  Chariot, 
draicn  by  twenty -four  sheep  with  golden  fleeces, 
in  which  is  the  Fairy.  In  front  of  the 
chariot  is  Comradf. 
Pairy.      He  to  your  union  has  with  joy  agreed  ; 

And  1  have  hastened,  in  my  own  post-carriage, 
To  give  consent  and  lustre  to  your  marriage. 
King,  [aside']  A  carriage  drawn  by  four-and-twenty  sheep 

With  golden  fleeces !— That's  the  flock  to  keep! 
Fairy.  They  shall  be  yours — the  dower  of  your  bride. 
King,  [aside]  She  heard  me       [aloud]  Madam,  I'm  quite 

horrified  ! 
Pairy.      Oh,  no  apologies!  The're  ewes  and  rams, 

And  will  breed  millions. 
Kins-  ^n'  tne  Precious  lambs ! 

Pairy.  [to  Fort.]  Hadyow  not  help'd  me,  all  this  had  been 
marr'd; 
But  kindly  actions  ever  meet  reward. 

FINALE. 

Jlir. — "Here's  to  the  Maiden." 
Fort-      Here  then  our  curtain  we  hasten  to  drop, — 
Our  folly  indulgently  view,  sirs. 
Don't  for  a  moment  to  criticise  stop, 
For  that  would  be  folly  in  you,  sirs. 
Let  the  piece  pass, 
One  of  its  class 
At  Easter  may  find  an  excuse  with  the  mass. 
Chor.  Let  the  piece  pass,  &c. 
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ACT    FIRST. 

Scene  L— SPIRIT     VAULTS     BENEATH 
THE  ENCHANTER'S  CAS  ILK. 

Gate   in    Centre,    Vaults  Right  and  Left. 

Mandragora,  the  Sorceress,  discovered  brewing  mischief 
assisted  by  Blueruino  and  other  Illicit  Spirits. 

Humguffin,  the  Enchanter,  rises. 

Hum.    Speak,  sister,  speak, 

Is  the  job  jobbed  ? 
Man.    Long  ago — long  ago  ! 

Twelve  glasses  sn.ce  we  have  hob-nobbed. 

Mischief   I'm  seldom  slow 

A-brewing  ! 

But  as  we  brew  so  must  we  bake, 

As  we  shall  one  day  find,  and  no  mistake. 
Hum.  Many  more,  many  more 

Mischiefs  may  we  brew, 

Befoie  Old  Nick  shall  come  to  claim  his  due. 

Chorus. 
He  must,  he  will — he  must,  he  will, 
He  will  have  us  some  day; 
bo  on  earth  first  wt'U  have  the  deuce  to  pay! 
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Man.    Yes,  brother,  I  have  worked  your  wicked  will. 
And  ain,  you  see,  brewing  more  mischief  still! 
Hum.WeW  done!  well  done!  more  fun  we'll  have  between  us,. 
But  where's  that  traitor — that  vile  Transimenus  ? 

[Mandragoua  waves  her  wand,  the  wall  opens 
r.  H.,  and  discovers  an  eagle. 

Man.    Beneath  that  form  behold  the  Prince  ungrateful, 
As  false  to  me — as  he  to  you  was  hateful. 
Fast  to  that  perch  with  potent  spell  I  tethered  him, 
Whilst  my  ingenious  spirits  tarred  &  feathered  him. 

Hum.   A  bird!  Why  not  a  beast  ? 

Man.  1  thought  the  thing 

When  you  called  out  a  rival,  was  to  wing 
The  gentleman  ! 

Hum.  Well — but  then,  why  the  deuce 

Did'nt  you  make  him  look  more  like  a  soose  l 

Man     Because  his  rank  in  fairy  land  was  regal, 

I  couldn't  make  him  look  less  than  an  eagle  ! 
How  have  you  punished  the  Arcadian  Queen, 
Whose  charms  the  plague  of  both  of  us  have  been? 

Hum.   Behold  where  lies  the  proudest  of  princesses. 

[  Waving  his  wand,  the  wall  opens  L.H..  and  discovers 
Queen  BeNiGNAnta  asleep  on  a  couch  of  state. 

Who  dared  reject  a  Humguffin's  addresses  ! 

Into  a  state  of  coma  I  have  cast  her, 

W  hich  for  two  centuries  at  least  shall  last  her. 

If  in  Arcadia  she  would  then  abide 

She'll  be  on  what  they  call  the  shady  side! 

Meanwhile  to  town  I  go  in  hope  to  find  a 

Lowther  or  Burlington  Arcadian  kinder. 

SONG. — (It's  no  use  knocking  at  the  door.) 

HUMGUFFIN. 

So  I'm  off  to  town  on  a  little  bit  of  spree, 

And  I  hope  to  make  acquaintance  with  a  prettier  girl  than 

she. 
But  somebody's  trying  to  lift  up  the  latch, 
And  Ishould'nt  be  surprised  if  it  was  Old  Scratch  ! 
Who  is  that  knocking  at  the  door? 
Is  that  you  old  fellow  ? 

[Fairy  Pastokku  a  without.] 
No!  the  Fairy  Pastorella.  ^ 


HUMGUFFIN. 

Then  you're  no  friend  of  ours,  so  you  can't  come  in,. 

And  it's  no  use  knocking  at  the  door 

Any  more — 

It"s  no  use  knocking  at  the  door. 

Enter  the  Fairy  Pastorella  through  the  key-hole. 

Fairy.    No  use  !  you're  no  great  conjurors  I  doubt, 
To  think  a  door  can  keep  a  fairy  out. 
At  Christmas  too,  of  all  times  in  the  year. 
When  we  have  special  licence  to  appear. 
But  to  be  short,  as  fairies  short  you  see, 
And  to  be  quick,  as  fairies  ought  to  be  ; 
I've  just  popped  in  to  say  these  are  my  friends, 
And  you  shall  not  obtain  your  cruel  ends, 
If  love  or  chivalry  enough  remain 
To  make  of  earth  a  fairy  land  again. 
This  "Golden  Branch,"  plucked  from  the  magic  tree 
Of  Entertaining  Knowledge,  shall  set  free 
The  pinioned  Prince — and  ope  the  lovely  eyes 
Of  the  fair  Queen  you've  dared  to  mesmerise! 
Hum.      Not  for  two  hundred  ynars — 
Fairy.  They'll  soon  be  past. 

A  fairy  tale  viles  time  away  so  fast, 
That  amongst  those  who  take  an  interest  in  it, 
Two  hundred  years  are  over  in  a  minute  ! 

AIR. —  (I'm  the  genius  of  the  Spring.) 

Pastorella. 
With  the  genius  of  the  spring 

I  have  had  an  intf-rview, 
And  a  most  ingenious  thing 

She  has  promised  me  to  do. 

That  next  year  will  leap-year  bring 

Is  well  known  to  every  dunce, 
So  she  means  to  make  one  spring, 

And  leap  two  hundred  years  at  once  ! 

'Tis  a  mcst  ingenious  thing, 

And  I  think  completely  new. 
So  jump,  my  gentle  spring, 

As  you've  promised  me  to  do) 

27/e  whole  Scene,  together  with  the  Personages  in  it, 
vanish,  and  the  Stage  represents 
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Scene   II.— THE    BROWN   STUDY   OF 
KING   BROWN. 

The  King  is  discovered  seated  i?i  an  attitude  expressive  of 
deep  reflection. — Qu  AKz.C/iainberluin,  Quiver,  Cap  tain 
of  the  Guard,  Shake,  Usher  of  the  Brown  Rod,  enter 
in  rotation,  and  with  great  precaution. 

ROVND.-(Perfda  Clori.) 

Quake,   Quiver,  and  Shake,  l.  h. 

Lo  I  where  a  scowling, 

To  himself  growling, 

Sits,  without  winking, 

Doing  his  thinking, 
In  mood  black  as  ink,  King 
Brown,  surnamed  •'  the  Bear." 

Qui.     Silence!    his   Majesty's   about  to    [King  sneezes] 

sneeze. 
Qua.     Much  good,  sire,  may  it  do  you.     If  you  please — 
King.  And  if  I  don't  please? 
Qua.  I  that  wish  recall. 

[Aside]  And  wish  it  may  do  you  no  good  at  all  !J 
King.  What's  that  you  mutter? 
Qua.  N— nothing,  sire. 

King.  Beware ! 

Tis  not  for  nothing  I  am  called  "  the  Bear'" 
Qua.     Dread  Sovereign  — 
Kino-.  Peace!  and  answer  you,  sir  knave  [to  Quiver] 

Have  my  ambassadors  returned  ? 
Qui.  They  have. 

Kintr.  Admit  them,  with  the  portrait  they  import, 

And  call  our  son  Prince  Humpy  into  court. 

[Music — Enter  r.h.  Nob'es  Guards,  and  Four  Servants 
bearing  a  picture  in  a  case,  n-hich  by  direction  of  tite 
King  is  placed  in  tht  centre  of  the  stage. 

CHORUS.— (Gustavus) 

Hail!  all  hail  to  the  great  King  Brown! 
The  world  turns  pale  at  his  royal  frown  ! 
Hail!  all  hail  to  the  great  King  Brown  ! 
Of  vast  renown  ! 
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Down  on  your  marrowbones, 
For,  from  his  cleavers  dread, 

Nobody's  safe  who  owns 
An  interest  in  a  head  ! 

Who  would  dare  to  brave  him  ? 
Once  his  voice  that  hear  did  : 

Close  enough  he'd  shave  him 

In  his  wrath,  if  bearded.  Hail!  all  hail,  &c. 

king.  Where  is  Prince  Humpy? 

Enter  Prince  Humpy,  r,.  h. 
Pri.  Sire,  behold  your  son  ! 

King.  [Aside.]  I'd  rather  not — he's  such  an  ugly  one  ! 

Who  could  suppose  him  child  of  mine  to  be  ? 

And  yet  in  one  sense  he  takes  after  me — 

For  after  me  he  takes  this  royal  crown, 

Sole  hope  of  the  illustrious  house  of  Brown. 

Malicious  stars — my  heart  ye  have  with  care  rent, 

So  plain  an  heir  should  ne'er  have  been  apparent  ! 

Why  gave  ye  not  to  me,  as  to  King  Jones, 

Or  to  King  Smith,  a  score  of  little  ones — 

Why  stint  the  issue  of  my  line,  alas 

To  one  poor  Brown  I  am  ashamed  to  pass  ! 
Pri.       In  a  quandary  seems  our  royal  sire  ; 

May  I  presume  the  reason  to  inquire? 
King.  Presume,  indeed  !     Presumptuous  boy,  would  you 

Be  heir  apparent  and  presumptive  too? 

Inquire  the  reason  !  Shall  a  subject  dare 

Interrogate  a  King  like  Brown  the  Bear  ! 
Pri.  Pardon  great  sire,  I  meant  not  to  offend— 
King.  Peace  !  and  obediently  our  will  attend! 

You  have  arrived  at  years  of  indiscretion, 

And  it  is  time  to  settle  the  succession. 

Therefore  it  is  our  pleasure  you  should  marry. 
Pri.     You'll  find  that  point  Sir,  difficult  to  carry. 

Ee'n   though   a  Prince,   few  girls  would   care  to 
catch  me, 

I  fear  it  is  impossible  to  match  me! 
King.  Nothing's  impossible  to  kings  like  us! 

The  bride  is  found — so  don't  you  make  a  fuss  ? 

We've  lighted  on  a  match  that  nought  shall  hinder, 

Where  there  is  so  much  tin,  hearts  catch  like  tinder  ? 

We're  flint  and  steel — and  you  the  happy  spark. 
Pri.     Then  keep  me,  Sire,  no  longer  in  the  dark — 

But  say  who  is  "  the  inexpressive  she," 

Will  condescend  Prince  Humpy's  bride  to  be  ? 
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King.  No  less  a  lady  than  the  Princess  Dumpy, 

The  only  daughter  of  die  rich  King  Stumpy  ! 
Here  is  her  portrait — painted  from  the  life, 

[Opens  case  and  discovers  portrait  of  the  Princess 

Pri.      Preserve  and  pickle  me  !  that  fright  my  wife  ! 

Why  she's  a  cripple!  seated  in  a  bowl ! 
King.  Can't  walk — but  then  in  riches  she  can  roll ! 

When  countless  millions  over  to  you  handing, 

Would  you  complain  of  want  of  understanding  ! 

Besides,  with  such  legs  as  you  have  to  boast  of, 

'Twould  be  a  lame  excuse  when  made  the  most  of. 
Pri.     But  she  is  hideous  ! 
King.  You're  a  pretty  fellow, 

To  talk  of  ugliness — you  Punchinello! 

In  one  word  will  you  wed  her — yes,  or  no  ? 
Pri.    In  one  word  no 
King.  No    Oho  !  Is  it  so  ? 

What  ho  !  The  captain  of  our  archer  guard ! 

[Quiver  advances. 

There's  a  round  tower  in  our  castle  yard, 
Built  by  King  Brule  five  centuries  ago, 
Rebellious  princes  safely  in  to  stow. 
Two  hundred  years  no  key  has  oped  the  door, 
"Pis  time  it  should  be  tenanted  once  more. 
In  it  confine  this  contumacious  cub, 
With  bread  and  water  for  his  bub  and  grub. 
Let  fly  at  him  if  he  attempt  to  fly, 
Your  head  shall  answer  for  his  custody ! 

AIR  and  CHORUS.— [Statute  Fair.) 
King  Brown  and  Courtiers. 

Away  with  him  to  prison  strait, 

His  manners  need  improvement, 
In  shopping  him  I  advocate 

The  early  closing  movement. 
In  limbo  leave  him  alone  to  sob. 

Or  back  the  lady  to  wed,  post — 
If  any  one  grumbles  I'll  scuttle  his  nob, 

In  the  twinkling  of  a  bed  post ! 

[Exeunt  Quiver  and  Guards,  with  Prince  Humpy 
Prisoner,  t.  h.] 
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Kino.  So  much  for  one ! — But  now,  how  much  for  t'other  ? 
The  bride  is  on  her  road !  Ah,  there's  the  bother! 

She  may  arrive  ere  I  can  say  Jack  Rob 

Flourish  without.         [Exit  Quake,  r.  h. 
— inson  ! — She  has  so!  There's  a  pretty  job! 
Now  with  what  face  can  I  the  fact  make  known  ? 
Pshaw  !  It  can't  be  a  worse  face  than  her^own ! 

[Re-enter  Quake,  r.  h.] 
Qua.    The  Princess  Dumpy  ! 
Kin".  Bid  her  walk  up  stairs, 

We'll  come  to  Hecuba  at  once — who  cares  ? 
Qua.     Walk  up.    Alas !  Her  highness,  sire,  is  not 

Able  to  walk. 
King.  By  Jupiter!  Forgot! 

Qua.     Borne  in  a  golden  bowl  by  way  of  litter 

King.  Tell  'em  to  pass  the  bowl,  and  quick  admit  her! 

[March.     Enter  Princess  Dumpy,  curried  by  four 
black  servants,  and  attended  by  Suivanta,  r.  h. 

Kino:  Welcome,  fair  Princess,  to  our  royal  court. 

Prin.    [Sobbing.]     Ah!  Oh! 

King.  "  Ah  !  Oh  !"  What  may  such  sounds  import  ? 

Prin.   Oh  !  Ah  ! 

King.  "  Oh  !  Ah  !"     We  still  desire  to  know 

What  moves  her  royal  highness  so  ? 
Suiv.   [Sobbing.]    Ah!  Oh! 

Kino-.  Can  no  one  speak  except  in  interjections  ? 

Suiv.    Alas  !  There's  no  commanding  our  affections  ; 

And  therefore,  sire,  the  point  at  once  to  go  to, 

Excuse  our  saying  we  object  in  toto 

To  this  alliance. 
King.  We!  Zounds — Who  are  you? 

Suiv.    My  name's  Suivauta,  waiting  woman  to 

Her  royal  highness. 
Kino.  Waiting  woman,  wait 

Till  you  are  spoken  to  !  How  dare  you  prate  ? 

Object !  Sdeath,  madam,  do  you  mean  to  say 

That  you  object? 
Prin.  I  do. 

King.  And  wherefore  pray? 

Prin.  Sir,  to  be  plain  with  you. 

King.  You  may  say  plain. 

Prin.  Prince  Humpy  ne'er  could  my  affection  gain, 

If  he  be  half  as  ugly  as  he's  painted. 

When  first  I  saw  his  picture,  sir,  I  fainted, 
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King.  You  !  faint  at  ugliness !  Well  come  that  passes. 
In  your  court  pray  are  there  no  looking  glasses? 

Prin.   Oh  !  I'm  aware,  sir,  of  my  own  defects — 

Suiv.    And  that's  a  reason,  sir,  why  she  objects. 

She  thinks  she  ought  to  wed  a  prince  who'd  be 
Her  better  half,  as  there's  no  hope  that  she 
Could  be  the  better  half  of  any  man. 
And  I  must  say  that  I  approve  her  plan. 

King.  Will  no  one  stop  that  woman's  tongue?  Odds  life  ! 
Madam — Do  you  refuse  to  be  the  wife 
Of  our  sole  heir,  Prince  Humpy  ? 

Prin.  Most  emphat- 

ically. 

King.  Hah  !    Indeed  !  we'll  soon  see  that. 

AIR.— {Rory  O'More.) 

SuiVANTA. 

Don't  roar  any  more,  for  as  sure  as  you're  born, 
Your  hope's  of  the  sort,  sir,  they  call  the  forlorn. 
His  highness  is  not  formed  a  lady  to  please, 
So  its  no  use  her  highness  on  that  score  to  teaze. 
To  take  it  quite  easy  you  really  should  try, 
Its  very  undignified  thus  out  to  fly. 
Like  great  King  Dagobert  whom  I've  heard  talk  about, 
You've  put  on  your — waistcoat  I  fear  wrong  side  out. 
Then  act  like  another  great  king,  sir,  to-day, 
And  don't  lose  your  temper  in  this  stupid  way, 
But  just  please  to  order  our  coach  to  the  door, 
And  as  I've  got  a  head-ache  don't  roar  any  more! 

King.  A  flourish  trumpet,  strike  alarum  drum, 

Let  not  this  loud-tongued  woman  talk  us  dumb. 

AIR  and  CHORUS.— (Elisire  UAmore.) 
King  Brown,  &c. 
A  flourish  ye  trumpets,  my  drums  sound  alarum, 
These  termagant  women,  to  prison  quick  bear  'em; 
I'll  bring  both  the  jades  on  their  marrow-bones  down, 
I'm  in  such  a  passion  I've  turned  whity-brown! 

SUIVANTA. 

For  a  king  such  as  you  I'd  not  give  half-a-crown, 
He's  in  such  a  passion  he's  turned  whity-brown. 

Chorus. 
He's  in  such  a  passion,  &c. 
{Exeunt  King  and  Courtiers  r.h.,  and  Princess 
and  Suivanta,  Prisoners,  l.  h. 
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Scene  III. -A  ROOM   IN    THE    ROUND 
r10WER. 

Enter  Prince  Humpy  and  Quiver,  l.  h. 

Pri.     Here  must  I  linger  to  despair  a  prey? 

[To  Quivek  wku  is  going]     Stay  ! 
Qui.     Eh .' 
Pri.  O  say — 

Qui.  Nay — 

Pri.  Pray — 

Qui.  Away!      Good  day! 

Pri.     Leave  me  not  in  this  dungeon  dark  and  chill ! 
Qui.      Young  boy,  1  must — 
Pri.  And  will  you  ? 

Qui.  And  I  will ! 

Pri.     Have  you  the  heart  ?    When  you  were  once  in  quod 

Didn't  I  pay  for  you  thirteen  pounds  odd  1 

All  1  could  raise  upo  i  my  watch  and  chain, 

Ami  I  did  never  ask  it  you  again! 

And  can  you  suffer  me  to  pine  and  shiver, 

In  darkness  here. 
Qui.  I've  sworn  to  do  it — 

Pri.  Quiver ! 

If  any  one  alive  had  said  you  ever 

Could  have  done  this,  I  should  have   answered, 
"  never!'' 

Leave  me,  who  in  your  neefl  posted  the  coal, 

Without  a  shovel-full,  m  this  black  hole  ! 
Qui-      Well,  then,  I  won't;  I'll  brave  the  tyrant's  ire, 

.May  I  be  burnt  if  you  shan't  have  a  tire  ! 

For  you  in  turn  I'll  post  the  coal,  in  -sacks: 

And  candles  too — 
pn'.  <  Now  you're  the  lad  of  wax 

I  thought  you  were. 
Qui.  Behold — at  once  to  light 

[Produces  wax  taper. 

I  bring  a  candle's  end.  a  perquisite, 

"Which  with  some  cheese  parings,  I  get  per  diem — 

You  shall  have  all  the  ends,  as  I  come  by  'em  ;    ,. 

And  the  cheese  parings  also,  if  \ou  please. 
Pri.     No,  no,  the  candles. only — that's  the  cheese  !" 

For  there  are  books  I  see  wiihin  this  tower, 

Which  by  my  taper's  light  I  shall  devour. 
Qui.     They're  such  old  books,  you  cannot  read  'em. 
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Pri.  Pho ! 

My  friend,  the  hardship  is  to  read  the  new. 
Lend  me  a  hand  to  pull  this  huge  one  out! 
Qui.     Heavens  what  a  book,  What  can  it  be  about? 

[  They  lift  with  great  difficulty  an  enormous  folio  from 
Vie  shelf,   and  lean  it  against  the  wall  at  the  back  oj 
the  stage. 
Pri.  [Opening  it]    Tis  full  of  pictures.     Quaint  illumi- 
nations. 
Folks  of  all  sorts  in  various  occupations. 
Qui.     A  volume  of  some  old  Pictorial  Times, 

Or  Illustrated  News  of  other  climes. 

Pri.     Hunting  and  fishing,  playing  cards  and  dice, 

Qui.     Eating  and  drinking  every  thing  that's  nice. 

Pri.     Why,  Quiver,  sure  as  fate  that  must  be  me! 

And  here  again — in  every  picture  see 

[  Turning  over  the  leaver. 
A  little  humpbacked,  ugly  looking  elf, 
The  very  model  of  my  precious  self. 
And  in  my  clothes  too — 
Qui.  Well,  there's  no  denying  — 

The  portrait's  much  more  like  than  gratifying  ! 
Pri.      And  by  my  side,  whatever  1  am  doing, 

A  lovely  Shepherdess  my  actions  viewing, 
Beauteous  as  I  am  frightful,  and  arrayed 
Like  some  that  I  have  seen  of  China  made  ; 
More  like  a  sylvan  queen  than  rustic  lass 
Keeping  her  sheep  beneath  a  shade — 
Qui.  Of  glass. 

[Music  pianissimo  — The  volume  expands,   and   a  page 
becomes  transparent. 

Pri.     Mercy  upon  us!  see,  the  volume  grows 

Brighter — its  page  with  light  unearthly  glows. 
Qui.      I  feel  remarkably  intimidated — 

By  whom  d'ye  think  its  now  illuminated  ? 
Pri.     As  I'm  alive  !  so  are  the  piotures  too  ! 
Qui.      Shut  up  the  book — directly,  sir,  pray  do. 

The  devil's  in  it. 

[A  re/ietition  of  the  Room  on  the  Stage  appears  through 
the  transparency,  and  the  forms  of  the  Shepherdess 
and  Prince  Humpy  become  visible, 

Pri.  No — an  angel  rather, 

For  there's  my  Shepherdess  ! 
Qui.  I'll  tell  your  father ! 
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Pri.    The  chamber  is  the  one  we  stand  in — see, 

She  points  to  yonder  wall,  and  lo  !  a  key 

I  find,  with  which  I  ope  a  secret  door 

Behind  those  hangings. 
Qui.  Don't  see  any  more. 

[A  bower  of  roses  is   seen,  and  the  same  .figure  of  tht 
Shepherdess  surrounded  by  Shepherds  and  Shepherdesset. 
Pri.     Another  picture.     There's  my  fair  again, 

Leading  of  youths  and  maids  a  brilliant  train. 
Shep.    Prince  Humpy. 
Pri.     Hah  !  on  me  they  cali. 
Qui.  No  doubt. 

If  they  should  call  on  me,  say  I'm  gone  out. 

GLEE.— {Hark,  the  Lark.) 
Hark  !  a  lark  if  you'd  enjoy. 
\nd  jjain  a  precious  prize, 
The  spell  that  binds  cur  Queen  destroy- 
In  slumber  deep  she  lies. 
Tis  time  that  she  should  now  begin 

To  ope  her  lovely  eyes; 
Go  in  and  win,  'tis  you  must  sing, 
f'  My  Lady  sweet  arise." 

I  The  volume  close*. 
Qvt.     Riddle  my  riddle  my  riddle  my  ree. 

Who  can  tell  what  this  riddle  may  be  ? 
Pri.  [Discovering  key  and  secret  door.] 

Why  of  the  riddle  here  I've  found  the  key  ! 
A  Queen  to  wake. 
Qui.  You  wouldn't  go  to  do  it  ? 

Pri.      I  will,  and  here's  the  door. 
Qui.  I  can't  go  throngh  it. 

DUO. — {Come  where  the  aspens  quiver.) 
Pri.      Come  on  my  trusty  Quiver. 
Qui.      Oh,  how  I  shake  and  shiver; 
Think  of  papa, 
Ruined  we  are. 
Pri.      Follow  the  Prince  you  love! 
Think  of  the  fame  and  glory, 
Think  how  you'll  live  in  story. 
Qui.      Longer  to  live  just  now.  sir, 

I  should  prefer  by  far! 
Pri-      Come  on  my  trusty  Quiver,  &c. 

lExeunt  Prince  and  Quiver  through  the  door  behind 
tha  hangings. 
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Scene    IV.  —  THE    TURQUOISE    BED 
CHAMBER. 

A  large  window,  l.  h.,  alcove  in  centre,  closed  by  curtains. 

Enter  Prince  and  Quiver,  k.  h. 

Pri.      The  door  has  slamm'd  to,  and  the  bolt  has  shot  to. 
Qui.    'Twas  a  fool's  bolt  soon  shot. 
Pri.  Where  h*we  we  got  to  ? 

Qui.     Where  we've  no  business — in  such  queer  concerns 

One's  only  profit  lies  in  quick  returns. 
Pri.      Peace! — Lo,  perchance,  the  object  of  my  search. 

[Prince  Humpy  undraws  the  curtains  of  the  alcove, 
and  discovers  Quern  Brnignania  on  a  couch  of 
stute,  as  in  the  first  scene. 

Qui.    A  lady ! 

Pri.  Fast  asleep  too ! 

Qui.  As  a  church  ! 

Pri.     Madam!  Ahem!  She  stirs  not — gently  shake  her. 

Q?«.    Not  I — I'm  much  too  wide  awake — to  wake  her. 

Queen  [in  her  sleep\     My  Transimenus. 

Qui.  Hark,  sir  ! 

Pri.  Silence  keep ! 

And  listen — she  is  talking  in  her  sleep. 
Queen.  Monster,  away  ! 
Pri.  Monster ! 

Qui.  That's  not  polite. 

Pri.      Though  fast  asleep,  she  sees  that  I'm  a  fright — 
Queen.  I'll  never  marry  you 
Pri.  Ne'er  marry  me  ! 

Stop  till  I  ask  you,  ma'am  ! 

[Queen  rises  and  advances. 

She  rises  !  see? 
Qui.    What  caper  next  is  she  about  to  cur — 

Her  eyes  are  open — 
Pri.  But  their  sense  is  shut. 

f¥  ui.     Why  rubbing  of  her  hands  so  does  she  keep  ? 
Pri.      Because  her  very  fingers  are  asleep. 
ueen.  On  the  spot  still — ruffian,  my  hand  let  go, 
'Tis  pledged  to  Transimenus.      Oh  !  oh!  oh! 
Out,  out,  I  say — out  of  the  window  fly. 
An  ea<de,  and  afraid  ?  Fie,  my  lord,  fie  ! 
One — two — nay  then  'tis  time  that  I  should  wake 
Come  bring  the  Golden  Branch  the  spell  to  break. 
[Goes  to  Chair,  R,  h  ,  and  sits. 
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Pri.      Did  you  mark  that — she  must  be  in  a  trance. 
Qui.    Perhaps  she's  in  a  state  of  clairvoyance. 
Pri.      What's  clairvoyance  ? 
Qui.  The  art  of  seeing  through 

Those  who  are  not  sharp  enough  to  see  through  you! 
Pri.      But  if  they're  fast  asleep,  what  can  they  spy  ? 
Qui.    'Tis  a  magnetic  sleep,  that's  all  my  eye  ! 

And  if  this  lady's  in  that  sort  of  trance,  sir, 

To  any  question  she'll  give  you  an  answer. 
Pri.      I'll  put  her  to  the  question  then  instanter. 

Who  are  you,  ma'am  ? 
Queen.  My  name  is  Benignanta. 

And  of  Arcadia  I  was  once  the  Queen. 
Pri.      Indeed  !   How  long  ago  may  that  have  been  ? 
Queen.  Two  hundred  years. 
Pri.  Two  hundred  years  ! 

Qui.  Oh,  fie! 

Asleep,  how  very  fast  some  people  lie  ! 
Pri.      Two  hundred  years,  ma'am,  do  you  mean  to  say 

You've  been  asleep  here  ? 
Queen.  Yes,  sir,  to  a  day. 

Pri.     Your  bed,  methinks,  you've  lam  quite  long  enough  in, 

Who  tucked  you  up  in  it? 
Queen.  The  great  Humguffin  ! 

Qui.    Humguffin  ! — what  a  name  to  go  to  bed  with  ! 
Pri.      And  wherefore  ? 
Queen.  For  that  him  I  would  not  wed  with. 
Pri.      No  doubt  some  other  suitor  you  preferred  ? 
Queen.  Oh,  yes! 
Pri.      He's  dead,  of  course. 
Queen.  No — he's  a  bird. 
Qui.  Sf  Pri.  A  bird! 
Qui.    A  precious  old  bird  he  must  be! 

No  chaff  could  catch  him  to  a  certainty! 
Pri.      And  has  tie  fickle  favorite  flown  away  ? 
Queen.  Oh,  no — he  calls  upon  me  every  day. 
Qui.   A  bird-call ! 

[Mufic* 
Hark  !  those  notes  no  doubt  announce,  sir, 
His  visit. 

[  The  catemenl  flies  open,  and  the  large  eagle,  sfen  in 
the  first  scene,  flies  in,  bearing  the  Golden  Branch 
in  his  bta/c. 

Zounds!  an  eagle,  and  a  bouncer, 
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Pri.      At  sight  of  him  tne  Queen  no  word  can  utter ! 
ui.      The  eagle  too  is  in  a  precious  nutter. 

Pri.      VVhat  means  that  golden  bough  I  I  wish  to  know. 

Qui.      I  wish  he'd  make  another  bow,  and  go. 

PH.      I  have  it ! 

Qui.  What? 

Pri.  The  branch — there's  mag'C  in  it, 

\nd  *his  perhaps  may  be  the  lucky  minute; 
<\nd  I  the  lucky  mortal  fixed  by  fate 
To  break  the  spell,  and  change  this  lady's  state. 

AIR. — (O  Fortune  a  ton  caprice.) 

O  fortune,  if  in  your  caprice, 

You've  cast  the  pleasant  lot  to  me, 
This  sleeping  beauty  to  release, 

Her  eyes  shall  quickly  opened  be! 
Golden  Branch  I  take  you, 

Boldly  from  your  bearer's  clutch  ; 
And,  lady  fair,  to  wake  you, 

Your  heart  I'll  gently,  gently  touch. 

O  fortune  if,  &c. 
Queen.  [Starting  up. ,]  My  Transimenus,  stay  ! 

[  The  ea$le  flies  out  of  the  window 
Again  he's  flown. 
Pri.     A  very  flighty  lover  you  must  own. 
Queen.  Forgive  a  passion  not  to  be  suppressed, 

My  first  words  should  have  been  to  you  addressed  ; 
I  thank  you  for  your  aid,  sir,  most  sincerely. 
Pri.     Don't  mention  it,  I  am  too  happy,  really. 
Queen.  You  for  my  benefit  have  played  a  part — 
Pri.     Which  any  gentleman  must  know  by  heart. 
Queen.  I  am  a  Queen,  who  benefits  can  heap — 
Pri.    You  told  me  all  your  story  in  your  sleep. 
Queen.  How  I  was  wooed  hy  a  vile  necromancer, 

A  wretch  who  would  not  take  "  no"  for  an  amw*  r  ? 
Pri.     The  great  Humguffin. 
Queen.  Aye!  Upon  your  word  ? 

And  how  Prince  Transimenus  to  a  bird 
Was  changed,  by  a  foul  sorceress  he  hated  ? 
Qui.     The  facts,  in  brief,  your  Mijesty  has  stated. 
Queen.  Then  you  shall  hear  the  rest  some  other  day, 
For  I  am  row  impatient  to  repay 
Mv  obligations  to  y©u$  which  are  heavy. 
Pri.     Madam  I  but  assisted  at  your  •'  Levee-" 

Queen  takes  the  Golden  Branch. 
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Qneen.  You  are  too  modest,  pray  some  wish  discover. 
Pri.     I  wish  you  were  united  to  your  lover. 
Queen.  Nay,  generous  youth,  you  must  not  think,  of  me 
Before  yourself.     Say  would  you  wish  to  be 
As  perfect  in  your  person  as  your  mind  ? 
Pri.     Your  Majesty  i*  really  very  kind. 

I  can't  admit  my  utle  to  perfection, 
[n  any  wise;   but  still  have  no  objection, 
To  come  more  near  the  human  form  divine 
For  other's  sake,  a  great  deal  more  than  mine. 
Qneen.  Be  handsome  then  as  you  are  good  and  fearless, 

No    more    Prince    Humpy — you  are   now   Prince 

Peerless. 
[Touches  him  with  the  Golden  Branch — his  deformities 
vanish. 
Qui.     Prodigious  !  sir,  permit  me  to  inspect  you  ? 

You're  grown  so  handsome,  none  could  recollect 

you. 
Oh  madam,  pardon  me,  but  ere  you  go, 
A  'iooii,  perhaps,  on  me  you  would  bestow. 
Queen.  For  what  am  I  indebted,  pray,  to  you? 
Qui.     I  did  the  looking-on  part — 
Queen.  Very  true — 

And  in  most  offices  it  stand?  confest, 
Tue  lookers  on  are  ofien  paid  the  best ; 
So  name  your  wish,  my  friend,  for  I'm  in  haste. 
Qui-      I  nfeln't  teP  a  lady  of  your  taste, 

That  in  the  way  of  personal  attraction, 
Nature  has  given  me  ample  satisfaction. 
My  sole  desire  is  to  preserve  intact, 
Tins  head  and  body,  which  the  awkward  fact 
Of  yielding  to  the  Prince's  supplication, 
Exposes  to  a  sudden  separation. 
Queen.  If  of  your  whole  request  that  is  "  the  tottle" 
Upon  my  toil-t  table  stands  a  bottle 
Filled  with  sulphuric  ether,  which  if  smelt 
Some  moments  ere  the  fatal  blow  is  dealt, 
Your  head  beneath  the  sword  or  axe  may  fall 
Without  your  feeling  any  pain  at  all ! 
Qui-       Pardon  me  once  again,  most  gracioas  Queen, 
But  that  is  not  at  all  the  thing  I  mean. 
My  head  anri  body  wisti  to  stick  together 
To  sing — "  How  happy  could  1  be  with  ether,' 
Is  not  mv  object — I  should  be  quite  loth 
To  part  with  either — I  would  keep  them  both. 
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Pri.      Poor  Quiver  knows  the  temper  of  my  father. 

Queen.  Is  King  Brown  so  tyrannical  then  ? 

Qui.  Rather — 

About  the  edges — 
Queen,  Come  then  both  with  me, 

My  guests  awhile  in  fair  Arcadia  be. 
Pri.      With  all  my  heart — but  how  are  we  to  go? 

Is  therea  railway  ? 
Qui,  There's  a  branch — 

Queen.  Just  so. 

With  Fairy  Pastorella's  kind  assistance 

From  here  to  there  will  scarce  seem  any  distance. 

AIR. — {Jenny  Lind's  Farewell.) 

Queen. 

So  away  we  go  to  a  far  off  land, 

Where  awhile  your  home  shall  be, 
And  perhaps  you  may  find  in  that  bright  new  world 

The  fair  one  you  wish  to  see. 
The  trembling  throng  in  your  father's  halls 

You'll  change  for  a  happy  band, 
\nd  you'll  jump  for  joy,  '•  I  believe  you,  my  boy!" 

At  the  sight  of  my  fairy  land. 


The  Scene  changes  to 

Scene  V.— THE  BOWERS  OF  ARCADIA. 

The  Staye  is  filled  with  Shepherds  £  Shepherdesses. 

CHORUS.— {Echo  Quadrille.) 

Hail !   Hail !  Hail  to  our  Queen, 

Too  long  absent  she's  been. 

Hom«  now,  welcome  her  all, 

Sing,  dance,  keep  up  the  ball. 

Come  Hastorella,  our  friendly  fay, 

Dance  to  our  rustical  roumJelay. 

Here  let  us  gambol, 

Revel  and  ramble. 

Till  the  "  star  company"  o'er  our  heads 

Bids  us  sheer  off  to  our  sweet  dock  beds. 
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BALLET. 

PAS    DE    DEUX    A    LA    WATTEAU. 
By  Mr.GILBKRT  and  Miss  BALLIN. 

PAS    DE     DITTO     A    LA    CATCHAFAIRY, 

By  Mr.  and   Miss  MARSHALL. 

Arcadian  IVlaziirka-Polka  and    Pastoral   Gallopade, 
By  Mesdamps  Burbidge,  Herbert,  Clair.  Douglas,  Finart, 

£.  i  ee,   Ford,  Sidney.  Healey,  S.  I'ealey.  E.  Mercer, 
JSimmonds,  Hunt,  E  Hunt,  Collier,  "E.  Heaiey. 


END    OF    ACT    I. 


ACT     SECOND. 

Scene  I.-GALLERY   IN    THE  PALACE 
OF  KING    BROWN. 

In  centre  a  Large  Window,  the  shatters  of  which 
are  closed. 

Princess  Dumpy  discovered  seated   in  a   Gothic  chinr, 
Guards  in  attendance. 

Sutvanta  brought  on  by  Guards.      jis  curtain  rises 
Guards  exit  r.  h. 

Svi.     Madame,  your  patience  is  to  me  provoking, 

I  would  put  up  with  such  affront  from  no  king  '. 
Incarcerated  in  this  model  prison  : 
Except  our  own — to  look  no  mortal  phiz  on  ! 
Write  to  your  father — bid  him  make  a  racket. 

Prin.  1  ha\e,  but  they  refused  to  post  my  packet. 
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Sui.     Could'nt  they  get  it  through  the  office  gate  ; 

Or  did  it  much  exceed  a  hundred  weight? 

For  put  but  heads  enough  upon  the  elf, 

And  you  might  post  the  post-master  himself. 
Prin.  'Twas  not  its  size — but  should  my  sighs  transpire, 

They  feared  the  weight  they  might  have  with  ray  sire. 

To  bribe  the  guaid  i  made  a  vain  endeavour, 

They're  bound  to  take  no  note  of  us  whatever. 
Sui.     Oh,  that  old  bear,  King  Brown !  Look  ma'am,  just 
see 

In  what  a  prison  polka  he's  put  me. 

SONG. 

{Old  Joe,  or  Somebody  in  the  House  with  Dinah.) 

SUIVANTA. 

Old  King  Brown  he  kicked  up  a  din, 

And  this  prison  polka  he  put  me  in, 

I  said  'twas  too  short :  but  he  answered,  "  stuff !" 

"  Ere  you  get  another,  'twill  be  long  enough  !" 

O  what  '■  a  Joe," — what  an  "  old  Joe !" — 

A  very  "  old  Joe !" — 

Old  Joe  Miller  made  the  joke  before, 

But  nothing  tells  better  that  a  goo  J  old  Joe! — 

How  many  are  the  wits  that  I  know, 

How  many  are  the  wits  [  know, 

How  many  are  the  wits  that  I  know, 

Trading  upon  poor  old  Joe  ! — 

Many  good  things  said  funny  old  Joe, 

Which  were  printed  in  a  book  long  ago' 

Old  Joe's  book  is  now  very  rare, 

But  they  take  leaves  out  of  it  everywhere. 

What  old  Joe's  !  yes,  old  Joe's  ! — 

Such  old  Joe's  ! 

Old  Joe  Miller  made  'em  all  before, 

But  nothing  tells  better  than  a  good  old  Joe, 

How  many  are  the  wits  that  I  know,  &c. 

Sui.     If  one  could  hail  somebody  parsing  by, 

But  that  old-fashioned  window's  up  so  high, 

That  I  can  hardly  reach  to  ope  the  shutter, 

And  then,  perhaps.it  looks  out  on  the  gutter. 

[  Opens  shutters  and  discovers  a  painted  window — on  one 

side   the  figure   of   the   Princess,   on   the  other  a 

Shepherd. 

Oh,  Madam  !  oh,  your  Highness,  only  see! 
Prin.  YV  hy  there's  a  little  figure,  just  like  me ; 
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And  gazing  on  her  from  the  other  panp, 

A  young  and  very  handsome  shepherd  swain, 

Who  looks  as  with  her  he  would  be  acquainted. 

Skt.     O,  what  a  pity  that  he's  only  painted! 

In  his  whole  figure  there  is  not  one  flaw, 
And  finer  eyes  in  glass  I  never  saw. 

Prin.  I'll  speak  to  him,  as  though  alive  he  were. 

Sui.     You'd  better  then  address  him — -"Glass,  with  care." 

Prm.  Say,  gentle  Shepherd  ! 

[The figure  moves. 

Ah,  I'm  all  amazement, 
The  figure  sure  is  moving  in  the  casement ! 

[  Tht  figure  of  the  Princess  becomes  also  animated. 

Sui.     And  this  moves  too  ! — I  don't  know  what's  occurring, 
But  certainly  the  incident  is  stirring. 

[Symphony  to  glee. 
Prin.  Hark!  Music,  which  Jullien's  even  surpasses. 
Sui.    The  window  is  paned  sure  with  musical  glasses. 

GLEE.— (The  Wreath.) 
Figure  of  Princess. 
Shepherd,  tell  me,  tell  me,  have  you  seen 

An  eagle  fly  this  way? 
He  is  the  lover  of  Arcadia's  queen, 
And  Pastorella's  princely   protege". 

Shepherd. 
Yes,  round  and  round  this  round  tow'r,  oft  before 

He's  flown  at  evening's  stilly  close. 
And  in  his  beak  the  branch  he  bore, 

With  which  you  are  to  char.se  him,  I  suppose. 

Princess  and  Suivanta. 
Sheoherd,tell  us,  tell  u«,  pray  what  can  you  mean, 

What  can  you  mean — by  what  you  seem  to  say  ? 
Where  is  this  eagle  to  be  se^n  ? 

And  who,  and  who  is  Pastorella  pray  ? 

Sui.     Stay  you  imperfect  speakers,  tell  us  more. 

[  Figures  move  slowly  off. 

What  is  behind — that  we've  not  heard  before. 
Say  on  what  ground  glass  you  appear  t  i  chuzzle  us, 
And  why  you've  taken  all  these  pains  to  puzzle  us  ? 
[  The  figures  disappear. 
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The  glass  had  bubbles  in  it  when  'twas  blown. 

And  these  are  ot  them — 
Prin.  Whither  have  they  flown  ? 

Sui.     As  with  a  diamond,— cut  out  of  their  pane. 

Left  us  in  ours-  and  but  the  window,  plain. 

[Window  closes. 

Like  the  old  story  of  the  bear  and  fiddle, 

Begun,  but  broke  off  in  the  very  middle. 
Prin.  Would  they  had  staid — a  window  should  haveihrown 

More  light  upon  a  subject  of  its  own. 

I'll  tax  it  with  unkindness — 
Sui  Hold,  ma'am,  pray, 

Windows  are  taxed  enough,  another  way. 

But  certainly  it  wasn't  very  civil. 
Prin.  It  opens  ! 

[lhe  eagle  appears  at  it  with  the  golden  branch. 

Sui.  [Frightened,  and  dropping  on  her  knees]     Oh,  the 

devil,  ma'am,  the  devil ! 
Prin.  Suivanta!  silly  girl,  don't  be  absurd, 

'Tis  but  an  eigle — such  a  nob'e  bird  ! 

Perched  in  the  gutter,  why  what  can  it  mean? 
Sui.      The  finest  gutter  percher  ever  seen. 
Prin.  And  in  its  beak  it  bears  a  eolden  sprig. 
Sui.     An  eagle  with  a  branch — then,  ma'am,  I  twig — 
Prin.  You  twig  ? 
Sui.  Yes  ;  with  it  give  him  a  slight  pat, 

And   say — "There,   take  your  change,  sir,  out  of 
that." 
Prin.   Suivanu  !  Would'nt  that  be  very  bold  ? 
Suiv.    'Twas  what  the  shepherd  in  the  glass  foretold 

Would  happen — ar,d  what  is  to  be  you  know 

Comes  usually  to  pa*s. 
Prin.  It  must  be  so — 

Prin.    Hand  me  the  talisman,  and  for  a  freak 

I  will  go  bolflly  up  before  the  beak  ! 
Suiv.    This  eagle  may  with  safety  fly  a  kite 

He's  goid  enough  to  cavh  a  bill  at  sight. 

What  a  fine  partner  in  a  bank  he'd  make, 

A  branch  with  so  much  gold  would  never  break. 

lA'ti>ric.     Suivanta  wheels  the  Princess  vp  to  the 
vindow,  on  the  sidt  oj  which  the  eagle  is  jierching. 
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INCANTA.TION.— {The  Fine  Old  English  Gentleman.) 

Princess. 
If  you  are  a  bird,  as  you  appear  to  be, 
You  will  not  moult  a  feather  at  the  tickling  of  this  tree, 
Bnt  if  you  are  a  gentleman,  upon  your  honor  and  word, 
Why  then  behave  as  such,  and  be  no  more  a  dicky  bird. 

[  Touches  the  eagle  with  the  branch.     The  bird  disap- 
pears, <Sf  in  its  plact  is  seen  Princs  Transimenus. 

SUIVANTA. 

01),  Gemini!  He's  a  fine  young  fairy  gentleman. 

One  of  the  modern  time. 

Prin.    Who  are  you,  sir? 

Tra.  With  gratitude  most  fervent, 

Madam,  I  am  your  very  humble  servant! 

Shi.      [Aside.]  Well  that  is  what  I  call  a  handsome  chap, 
At  him  I  certainly  must  set  my  cap  ! 

Tra.     How  may  I  best  my  gratitude  evince, 
Speak,  and  upon  my  honor  as  a  prince 
There's  nothing  in  my  power  1  will  refuse. 

Sui.      If  he  asked  me  I  know  what  I  would  choose, 
And  that's  himself! 

Prin.  Sir,  I  am  more  than  paid 

In  seeing  what  a  charming  change  I've  made, 
And  only  hope  'tis  not  too  blight  to  last. 

Tra.      I'vt  been  expecting  it  for  some  time  past. 
Two  centuries  have  now  elapsed  since  I 
Was  literally  forced  my  realm  to  fly. 
Duiins;  which  timp,  though  always  in  high  feather, 
I've  been  beneath  a  cloud  for  years  together. 
Driven,  though  a  prince,  like  any  common  snner, 
To  trust  to  my  own  talons  for  a  dinner. 
Matters  have  sometimes  gone  so  very  ill 
I  could  r,d>e  nothing,  even  on  my  bill. 
V.  talst  drawn  upon  by  needy  bows  at  sight, 
I've  had  an  anowish  escape  by  flight, 
And  but  for  being  rather  a  high  mounter 
My  days  had  ended  in  the  Poultry  counter. 

Sui.      Had  ever  bird  so  sad  a  tal«  to  spread  ?     [Ejeit  r  a. 

Tra.      My  tale  is  told — so  no  more  on  that  head. 
But  ere  I  hop  the  twig — 1  mean  depart — 
I  must  some  way  relieve  my  grateful  heart. 
You   [to  Princess]  have  been  put  into  this  cage — 
hxcuse — 
I  mean  this  prison — because  you  refuse 
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To  pair  with,  that  is,  wed,  the  ugly  chicle — 
Son,  I  should  say,  of  an  old  gun — who'd  stick 
At  nothing  which  would  help  his  nest  to  feather, 
I  mean  by  which  he  could  scrape  wealth  together. 
But,  gentle  Princess,  banish  all  alarm, 
Beneath  my  powerful  wing — I  mean  my  arm — 
I  beg  your  pardon,  it  is  too  absurd. 
But  when  a  man  has  been  so  long  a  bird — 

Prin.  Pray  don't  apologize — your  meaning's  clear. 

Tra.     You  must  no  longer  mope  in  sadness  here, 
But  beautiful  as  you  are  good  and  kind, 
A  lover  worthy  your  affection  find  ! 
In  fairy  Pastorella's  name — Behold 
In  turn  I  touch  you  with  this  branch  of  gold. 

Touches  Princess,  who  springs  to  her  feet,  and  appears  as  a 
beautiful  Shepherdess,  the  same  as  seen  in  the  magic  book. 

Tra.     Arise!  you're  now  as  lovely  as  you're  kind, 

[Leads  Princess  to  glass. 
I've  changed  your  person — don't  you  change  your 
mind. 

[Re-enter  Suivanta,  r.  h] 
Sui.      Oh  !  Madam,  what  on  earth  has  come  to  pass? 

I  too  am  changed  into  a  rustic  lass. 
Tra.     And  now  the  fairest,  as  you  are  the  best, 

Come — in  Arcadia  be  by  Cupid  blest. 

Scene  II.— A    PASTORAL    LANDSCAPE. 

In  front,  a  Beech  Tree,  under  which  Quiver,  in 
shepherd's  attire,  is  seated,  playing  on  a  pipe. 
Prince  Peerless,  in  the  costume  of  the  shepherd 
seen  in  the  painted  window,  is  reclining  on  a  bank 
on  the  opposite  side  guarding  his  sheep. 

Tra.     Beneath  the  shade  yon  beechen  boughs  diffuse, 

See  Tityrus  invokes  his  sylvan  muse. 

While  youthful  Corydon  recounts  his  love, 

And  for  his  Phillis  fills  with  sighs  the  grove. 
Prin.    O  sir,  in  mercy  tell  me,  who  is  Phillis  ? 
7  ra.     \  ourself. 
Prin  Oh!  joy. 

Tra.     [To  Suivanta.]     And  von  are  Amaryllis' 

Till  further  notice.     Take  good  heed  of  that, 

Nor  from  the  bag  emancipate  the  cat 
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Until  I  bid  you.     Foes  are  mischief  brewing — 
Love  without  prudenceMeads  too  oft  to  ruin. 

[Exit  Transimenus,  r.  h. 
Prin.   He  goes. 

Sui.  And  don't  say  when  he'll  come  again. 

Prin.   And  leaves  us  here  alone — 
Sui.  With  two  young  men  ! 

Prin.    Who  wont  leave  us  alone,  perhaps— let's  run — 
Sui.      It's  too  late.  They  have  seen  us.  [Aside]0  what,  fun. 
And  see  where  yonder  strefched  upon  the  grass 
The  very  shepherd  we  saw  in  the  glass  ! 
Prin.    Where  are  we  in  the  name  of  all  the  Magi? 
Pri.  [Addressing  Quiver.] 

"Tityre  tu  patulae  recubans  sub  tegmine  fagi — " 
Prin,  Suivanta  I  Hark,  what  language  does  he  speak? 
Sui.      It  may  be  Latin,  but  to  me  it's  Greek. 

[Prince  and  Quiver  rise,  and  advance   toward*  the 
Ladies  — the  Prince  salutes  the  Princess,  and  they 
returu  in  conversation,   l.  h.,  whilst  Suivanta  ad. 
dresses  Quiver. 
Sui.     Pray  shepherd  can  you  play  upon  this  pipe! 
Qui.     In  course  I  can. 

Sui.  Then  play  me  "  Cherry  ripe." 

Qui.     What's  "  Cherry  ripe  1" 
Sui.  A  song  I'm  partial  to. 

Qui.     Then  sing  it  me — as  I  can't  play  it  you. 
AIR. — {Cherry  ripe.) 
Suivanta. 
Cherry  ripe,  cherry  ripe — ripe,  I  cry, 
That's  the  ballad  you  should  buy, 
Herrick's  sparkling  poetry, 
Horn's  true  English  melody. 
Let  the  belle  of  London  balls, 
Dream  she  "  dwelt  in  marble  halls." 
Let  the  husband  she  would  ge% 
Hope  they  "  may  be  happy  yet  ;" 
But  cherry  ripe,  cherry  ripe,  stiil  I  cry, 
'Twas  a  spell,  in  years  gone  by. 
Must  it  yield  the  prize  of  song, 
To  "  Lucy  Neal,"  or  "  Lucy  Long  ?" 
No — though  Yankees  blackjo  view, 
May  be  cherry  colour  too. 
"  Old  Dan  Tucker,"  with  "  Jim  Crow," 
To  Old  Virginny  back  shall  go — 
And  cherry  ripe,  cherry  ripe,  still  to  me, 
Shall  the  sweetest  ballad  be. 
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[Re-enter  Prince  and  Princess,  l.h.  The  Prince  aud 
Quiver  advance  and  offer  garlands— the  Prince  to  the 
Princess,  and  Quiver  to  Suivanta. 

QUARTETTE. 

(Minuet  de  la  Cour  and  Gavotte  de  Vestris.) 

Prince  and  Quiver. 

Fairest  nymph(  all  nymphs  excelling. 
Take  this  wreath,  my  passion  telling. 
Beauty  such  as  thine  compelling 
Every  shepherd's  heart  to  love. 

Princess  and  Suivanta. 
Gentle  swain,  the  wreath  you're  weaving, 
Pray  excuse  me  from  receiving. 
Men,  alas,  there's  no  believing, 
Faithless  they  too  often  prove ! 
Prince  and  Quiver. 
Say^by  what  name  may  I  address  you? 

Princess. 
Phillis— 

Prince. 
A  goddess  I  should  guess  you. 

Suivanta. 
Mine,  sir,  is  Amaryllis. 

Quiver. 

Bless  you! 
1  never  saw  your  like  before. 

Prince. 
Corydon  here  the  shepherds  name  me. 

Quiver. 

"  Tityrus  dear"  the  nymphs  proclaim  me. 

Both. 

But  you  alone  could  thus  inflame  me. 

The  lovely  Phillis.   1  T     ,       , 
c        *    a  li-        r  I  adore! 

bweet  Amaryllis.     J 

GAVOTTE. 

Princess. 
Oh!  Amaryllis,  love  has  set  my  heart  on  fiie  I 

Suivanta. 
Oh!  Phillis,  I  as  deep  am  in  the  mire 
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Prixcsss. 
In  quite  a  fearful  fashion  foi  Corydon  it  burns! 

Suivajjta. 
And  mine  the  tender  passion  of  Tityrus  returns. 

Princess. 
Young  Corydon  without  a  rival  reigns,  reigns,  reigns! 

Suivanta. 
Sweet  Tityrus  the  sweeten  is  of  swains,  swains,  swains! 

Enter  Queen  Benignanta,  meeting  Prince  Tr\nsimenus, 
each  attended  by  a  shepherds  and  shepherdesses. 

CHORUS.— (Acts  and  Galatea.) 

O  !  the  pleasures  of  the  plains, 
Happy  nymphs  and  happy  swains. 
Benignanta !  Transimenus! 
Joy  with  them  for  ever  reigns. 

TRANSATLANTIC  MEDLEY  PAS  DE  DEUX. 

By  Prince  Transimenis  and  Princess. 

{Exeunt  omnes. 
[Re-enter  Princess,  followed  by  Prince  Peerless.] 

Pri.      Too  lovely  maid,  ah  wherefore  dost  thou  fly  me  ? 

Prin.    Sweet  shepherd,  if  you  please  don't  come  a-nigh  me. 

Pri.      What  from  her  Corydon  can  Phillis  fear  ? 

Prin-    Making  herself  too  cheap,  and  him  too  dear ! 
Besides  no  longer  outfit  1  here  to  stay. 
"  The  curfew  sounds  the  knell  of  parting  day, 
The  lowing  herds  wind  slowly  o'er  the  lea," 
And  there  are  yet  no  lodgings  found  for  me. 

Pri..      I  have  a  lodging  in  Lamb's-Conduit  Street, 
Genteelly  furnished,  small,  but  very  neat. 
To  occupy  it  if  you'll  but  consent 
I'll  never  ask  you  for  a  farthing's  rent. 

Prin.    Lodge  at  a  bachelor's  !   Vou  don't  expect 
I  should  do  anything  so  incorrect. 
If  you  were  married — 

Pri.  'Tis  my  wish  to  be, 

If  lovely  Phillis  will  but  marry  me. 

Prin.  Alas!  fond  shepherd,  I  am  nut  of  age, 
And  a  stern  father  did  my  hand  engage 
To  one  of  a  much  higher  rank  than  you. 

Pri.      I  question  that,  sweet  maid,  if  all  you  knew. 


Prin.    What  are  you  not  the  shepherd  that  you  look  ? 
Pri.      O  yes,  I  am  a  shepherd  [aside]  with  a  houk  ! 

But  in  Arcadia  princes  tend  their  sheep. 
Prin.   Are  you  a  prince? 
Pri.  Dear  Phillis — can  you  keep 

A  secret? 
Pri.      [stride  ]     O  how  shall  I  keep  my  own  ! 
Prin.    I  -tin  a  prince,  and  yet  may  claim  a  throne, 

Which  with  my  Phillis  1  would  gladly  share 
Prin.  Then  shepherd  know  I  also  am — 
Transimenus  appearing  amongst  the  trees  !  l.  h.,   Beware. 
Pri.     What  voice  was  that  ? 
Pri.  A  friendly  warning  to  me. 

For  breach  of  promise  somebody  might  sue  me. 

()  let  me  fly  from  you,  while  fly  I  can. 

Do,  there's  a  dear,  good-natured,  little  man  ! 

AIR. —  (La  Barcarole.) 

Prince. 
O  stay  my  blushing  beauty. 

Let  love  thy  steps  enchain. 
And  beg  of  cruel  duty 

That  she  will  call  again. 
No  black  sheep  of  a  lover 

To  fleece  my  lamb  am  I  ! 
Some  love  for  me  discover, 

Oh  try  !  Oh  try !  Oh  try ! 

On  some  fine  summer  morning, 

If  I  must  hope  give  o*er. 
You'll  find,  I  give  you  warning, 

My  death  laid  a'  your  door. 
And  if  at  your  bedside  leering, 

Some  night  a  ghost  you  spy, 
Don't  be  surprised  at  hearing, 

'Tis  I,  'tis  I,  'tis  I  ! 

[Exit  Prince  and  Princess,  r.  h 

Enter  Quiver  and  Suivanta   l.  h. 

Qui.     To  Amaryllis  love  compels  my  way, 

My  grazing  sheep  up  Gray's-Inn  Lane  may  stray. 
Sui.      You'll  lose  a  lamb  while  you  are  following  me. 
Qui.      I'm  a  lost  mutton  since  I  gazed  on  thee  ! 
&ui.      Am  I  a  bell-wether  to  lead  you  so  ? 
Qui.     You  are  my  belle,  whether  I  will  or  no! 


Stii.      Go,  cast  an  eye  upon  your  sheep,  man,  do, 

Qui.      No,  let  me  stay,  and  c  ist  sheep's  eyes  at  yoa — 
The  fairest  ewe — the  lamb  that  I  would  fold 
In  these  fond  arms. 

Sui.  Shepherd,  you  grow  too  bold. 

Qui.     My  passion's  growing  every  moment  stronger, 
I  can't  and  won't  live  single  any  longer. 
O,  Amaryllis  on  your  shepherd  look, 
Mine  you  must  be  by  hook  love,  or  by  crook. 
Regard  your  Tityrus  without  a  titter. 
And  say  where  would  you  find  a  husband  fitter. 

Sui,  [Aside]  A  husband? — that  deserves  consideration, 
And  yet,  to  wed  a  person  of  his  station — ■ 
How  to  refu>e  him?     It  is  very  hard — 
If  he  were  but  a  captain  of  the  guard  I 


DUET.— {The  Swiss  Girl.) 

QUIVER. 

Oh  !  hear  me,  pretty  Miss  ! 

Come  tend  the  flocks  with  me, 
We'll  cut  a  shine  amongst 

These  boors  of  Arcady  ! 

Suivanta. 
No,  no  strange  doubts  my  bosom  fill — 

Tho'  simple  maid,  I'm  not  so  green 
To  follow  thee — at  least,  until 

The  ring  and  licence  I  have  seen. 

Quiver. 
Oh,  come  with  me,  I'll  wed  you  there, 
'Pon  honor,  briglit  and  fair. 

Suivanta. 
No,  no,  no, — I'm  very  well  here, 

Contented,  sir,  to  stay. 
I  never  trust  men's  honours, 

So  I  wish  you,  sir,  good  day! 

Quiver. 
Oh  I  hear  me,  preity  i\Ji»s 

Both. 
La,  li,  ut,  Ii,  ut! 


Li,  li,  la,  &c. 
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Quiver. 
My  cottage  shall  be  thine, 

At  Shepherd's  Bush  'tis  found 
With  kitchen  garden,  paddock  green, 

No  end  of  pleasure  ground  ! 
Suivanta. 
No,  no,  I'd  rather  single  live, 

Than  wed  a  man  almost  unknown; 
And  find,  when  I'd  no  more  to  give, 

I  dared  not  call  my  soul  my  own! 

Quiver. 
Say  yes — your  slave  I'll  be  with  pride, 
Oh,  say  thou'lt  be  my  bride  ! 

Suivanta. 
No,  no,  no,  I'm  very  well  *o, 

Contented  here  I'll  stay, 
And  ever  free  and  happy, 

Sing  and  drive  old  care  away  !  La,  la,  la,  &c. 

Quiver. 
Oh,  say  thou'lt  be  my  bride  ! 
La,  la,  la,  &c. 

[Exit  Suivanta,  l.  h. 

Qui.      1  die,  and  death  shall  finish  all  my  pain  ! 

[Enter  Prince  hastily,  R.  h.] 
Pri.      Where's  Phillis?  1  have  sought  for  her  in  vain  ! 

Speak,  wretch,  I'm  sure  thou  knowest. 
Qui.  Who,  sir?  I,  sir? 

You  might  as  well  have  asked  me  "Where's  Eliza  !" 
Pri.      Run  !  Fly!  Haste,  seek  her,  over  hill,  through  grove. 

I've  lost  myself— if  I  have  lost  my  love  : 

AIR. — {Through  the  wood.) 

Prince 
Through  the  wood!  through  the  wood  follow,  and  mind  you, 

Hunt,  hoop,  and  holloa!   dash  forward  pell-mell. 
Run  as  if  Old  Nick  himself  were  behind  you, 

For  if  you  don't  find  her  I'll  wallop  you  well. 
Look  in  at  "The  Barleymow"— call  at  "  The  Kose;'' 

Into  the  cells  of  the  station-house  peep. 
Weary  with  looking  for  lodgings,  who  knows 

The  rural  police  may  have  caught  her— a-sleep  ! 

Through  the  wood,  &c. 

[Exeunt  Prince  and  Quiver. 
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Scene  III.— A  FOREST. 

Enter  Blueruino,  l.h.,  u-hobeckonsan  Humguffin, r.h., 
and  Mandragora.  l.  h.,  then  Exits  l.  h. 

Man.    Why  how  now,  brother  ?  you  look  very  grumpy. 

Hum.    Have  I  not  reason,  beldame  i  young  Prince  Humpy 
Has  roused  Queen  Benignanta  from  her  nap, 
And  Princess  Dumpy  helped  that  dandy  chap 
To  cast  off  the  strong  pinions  that  he  wore; 
And  take  up  arms  against  us  as  before. 

Man.    Are  you  sure,  brother,  that  this  news  is  true? 

Hum.    Positive — its  in  all  the  papers  too — 

The  Magic  Times— the  Fairy  Morning  Post — 
The  Daily  Spectre,  and  the  Evening  Ghost. 
I  just  lounged  in  to  take  an  ice  at  Grange's, 
And  saw  it  headed  "  Fashionable  Changes." 
Read  and  convince  yourself,  if  you  doubt  yet, 
Here's  the  Official  Conjuror's  Gazette. 

Man.  [Reading.]  "Queen  Benignanta  at  the  Royal  Bower, 
Arcadia,  from  a  tour." 

Hum.  Misprint  for  "  Tower." 

Man.    [continuing.]  "  Prince  Transimenus,  in  Transport- 
man  Square, 
After  a  lengthened  sojourn  in  the  air." 

Hum.    There's  no  mistake — Hemlock  and  Donnabella  ! 
This  is  the  work  of  that  vile  Pastorella. 
If  with  her  branch  of  Entertaining  Knowledge 
She's  to  show  up  the  black  arts  of  our  college, 
There'll  not  be  left  one  superstitious  fogie, 
And  babes  will  laugh  when  threatened  with   Old 
Bogie! 

Man.    What's  to  be  done  1 

Hum.  Why  all  the  harm  we  can 

Whilst  power  is  left  us  o'er  the  mind  of  man  ! 
To  work  with  every  fiend  in  darkness  nurst! 
Let  Knowledge  do  her  best — we'll  do  our  worst ! 

Man.  A  mortal  footstep  !   Who  comes  here  so  late? 

Hum.    A  female  by  the  style  and  by  the  gate. 

Pretty  and  young.     Sister — Ahem!   Begone. 
Man.    O  brother!  well  you  are  a  wicked  one  ! 

[Exit  Mandragora,  r.  h. 
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Humguffin  retires,  v.  e.  r.  h.    Enter  Princess,  l.  h. 

Prin.  In  this  bewildering  wood  I've  lost  my  way, 
To  shun  temptation  I  have  gone  astray. 
A  country  life  will  not  suit  me  'tis  plain. 
Bred  in  a  court — I'm  bothered  in  a  lane, 
And  in  a  forest  where  no  road  I  see, 
As  Jonathan  would  say — "  I'm  up  a  tree  !" 
Is  there  no  human  being  within  hail — 

[Humguffin  re-appears,  disguised  as  an  old  man, 
with  a  staff.] 

0  yes !  [to  him]    "  Turn  gentle  hermit  of  the  dale, 
And  guide  my  lonely  way." 

Hum.  With  pleasure,  maid. 

[Aside,]     As  I'm  a  conjuror  the  very  jade 
Who  made  a  man  again  of  Transimenus — 

1  owe  you  one  for  that,  my  little  Venus  ! 

DUO. — Humguffin  and  Princess. 
Humguffin. 
Where  are  you  going  to,  my  pretty  maid  ? 

Princess. 
Going  astray,  sir,  I'm  afraid. 

Humguffin. 
What  came  you  into  this  wood  to  seek? 

Princess. 
Lodgings  to  let,  sir,  by  the  week. 

Humguffin. 
My  wife  has  an  attic,  if  that  will  do  ? 

Princess. 
O  yes  if  you  please,  sir,  and  thank  you  too. 

[Exeunt  Humguffin  and  Princess,  r  h. 

Enter  Prince,  l.  h. 
Pri.     O  for  a  falconer's  voice,  my  own  I'll  strain 
To  lure  my  tassel — gentle,  back  again. 

AIR. — (Fra  poco  a  me  recovero.) 

PllINCE. 

I've  poked  in  every  cover,  O ! — 

But  all  without  avail — O  ! — 
And  now,  poor  wretched  lover,  O! 

My  hopes  begin  to  fail,  O  ! — 
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None  know  bow  much  I  miss  her,  O ! — 

Man  cannot  comfort  me! — 
Since  from  these  fond  arms  she  flies-a, 
In  "  The  Times"  I'll  advertise  her, 
And  have  bills  of  every  size-a, 
Stuck  all  over— stuck  all  over  Town  to  tell, 
The  sad  loss  of  her  I  prize-a, 
(As  they  did  about  Eliza.) 
To  return  I  will  advise  her, 
To  the  friends  who'll  use  her  well ! 
Oh  yes!  I'll  advertise  her. 
To  return  I  will  advise  her, 
To  the  friends  who'll  use  her  well ! 

Pri.     Nought  can  I  see,  the  wood's  as  dark  as  pitch! 

[.Re-enter  Mandragora. 

Man.     Whom  seek  you  shepherd  ? 

Pri.  Not  you,  you  old  witch. 

( lid  witch  ! 
pri.  But  if  you  are  a  witch — be  kind 

And  tell  me  where  1  may  my  Fhilhs  find  ! 
Man.     A  shepherdess  ? 

Pri  Oh,  yes,  whom  I  adore. 

Man.     Then,  siliy  swain,  don't  do  so  any  more. 

For  she's  a  false  one — 
Prt.  Fabe  one  !     You're  another' 

Man.     I  say  your  Phillis  bolted  with  my  brother. 

Hut  if  the  chase  you  are  inclined  to  follow, 

Right  through    the  wood    I'll  give  you  the  view 
hollow  ! 

Enter  Rlueruino,  l.  h. 

\  At  a  sign  from  Mandragora,  Blueruino  causes  the 
trees  to  divide  and  show  the  Enchanter's  Castle  by 
m  onlight — Hlmguffin  is  seen  guiding  Princess 
towards  it. 

Now,  Shepherd,  an  I  worthy  of  belief? 
Pri.     It  is  my  Phillis !     Ho,  police  !     Stop  thief! 

[.Exit  hastily,  u.  e.  l.  h, 

Man.     Old  Witch!  I'll  make  you  rue  that  word,  young 
swaggerer, 
K  1  don'i  witch  you,  my  name's  not  Mandragora  ! 

[Exit  AJANDKAGORA,  U.  E.  L.  H. 
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Scene  iv.— THE  SPIRIT  VAULTS, 

In  much  the  same  state  they  were  Two  Hundred  Years 
before. 

Enter  Humguffin  and  Princess,  l.  h. 

Hum.     Walk  in  and  make  yourself  at  home,  my  dear. 
Pnn.     At  home!     Alas,  I'm  all  abroad  I  fear — 

Are  you  the  master  of  this  house  ? 
Hum.  To  show  it 

I'll  make  you  mistress. 
Prin.  Not  sir,  if  I  know  it. 

Where  is  your  wife  ? 
Hum.  My  love,  I  never  had  one. 

Prin.     I'm  very  much  afraid  that  you're  a  bad  one. 

Hence  let  me  fly — 

[She  attempts  to  go  out,  but  is  prevented  by  Blueruino, 

Hum.  Ha,  ha  !  Fly,  Princess,  do — 

My  web's  too  strong  for  such  a  fly  as  you. 
You  are  no  shepherdess,  but  don't  look  so  sheepish  ; 
In  love  with  you  I've  tumbled  rather  deepish! 
My  name's  Humguffin. 

Prin'  And  you  look  the  part. 

Hum.     I  condescend  to  offer  you  my  heart — 

Be  Mrs.  Humguffin,  and  share  my  pelf — 
My  palacn — 

Prin-  Me !  I  think  I  see  myself- 

If  urn.     Pause  ere  you  answer. 

Prin.  No,  at  once — paws  off. 

hum.   Sad  is  the  fate  of  those  at  me  who  scoff. 
Observe  those  bottles,  in  due  order  set, 
Filled  with  the  strongest  spirits  1  could  get; 
A  drop  from  one  of  those,  aud  you  would  be 
A  beast,  bird,  insect,  reptile,  vile  to  see — 
Therefore,  once  more,  beware  how  you  decline. 

Prin.    Your  ardent  spirits  cannot  conquer  mine — 
"  I'd  rather  be  a  toad,"  as  says  Othello, 
Then  wife  of  such  a  horrible  old  fellow  ! 

Hum.  Youwould! — then  mybold  belle  I'll  try  yourmettle, 
I  have  an  old  account  with  you  to  settle. 
A  toad  you  shall  be,  traitress,  in  a  twinkling. 

[Takes  down  a  rial,    and  taking  out  the  stopper 
sprinkles  .\nme  oj  the  contents  upon  her.] 
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This  "  leprous  distillation"  o'er  you  sprinkling — 
Confound  it! — Somebody  has  changed  the  stoppers, 
This  is  the  compound  essence  of  grasshoppers  ! 

[The  Princess  disappears,  and  a  grasshopper  is 
seen  in  her  place  ] 

Yes,  there  she  is,  a  grasshopper. 

rThe  grasshopper  vanishes    in    the   same  manner  as 
Princess. 

And  zounds! 
With  one  spring  she  has  hopped  out  of  my  bounds. 

Enter  Mandracjora. 
Man.    Oh,  brother,  I  have  caught  a  man. 
Hum.  At  last! 

Man.    Aye,  you  may  sneer,  but  'tis  of  value  vast, 

I've  lured  Prince  Humpy  hither  ! 
Hum.  What  the  chap 

Who  roused  Queen  Benignanta  from  her  nap  ? 
Man.    The  very  same — see  where  he  comes,  in  search 

Of  your  new  flame,  who  left  him  in  the  lurch. 

The  pretty  Phillis. 
Hum.  Ho !  my  rival  too. 

Then  his  arrival  he  shall  dearly  rue. 
Man.    Where  is  the  weneh? 
Hum.  By  some  unlucky  blunder 

Turned  to  a  grasshopper — but,  fire  and  thunder ! 

This  meddler  shan't  escape  with  so  much  ease. 
Man.    Nay  I  shall  deal  with  him,  sir,  if  you  please. 

Enter  Prince  r.  h. 
Pri.     Where  is  my  love?  Restore  her  to  my  arms. 
Man.  Audacious  Prince,  who  has  despised  my  charms, 

Your  love's  a  grasshopper ! 
Pri.  What  have  I  heard  ? 

Man.    And  you  shall  be  a  little  butcher  bird 

That  feeds  on  grasshoppers — so  if  you  meet  her 

The  chances  are  you'll  snap  her  up,  and  eat  her. 
Pri.      I  be  the  butcher  of  my  own  pet  lamb, 

You  cannot  be  in  earnest,  Ma'am  — 
Man.  I  am 

As  this  shall  prove. 

['lakes  down  a  via/  and  sprinkles  him  with  it.  The 
Prince  disappears  and  a  Cricket  is  sien  in  hit 
place. 
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How  now!  why  he's  a  cricket. 

[The  cricket  vanishes. 
And  run  to  earth  before  1  had  time  to  stick  it. 
Hum.    Another  blunder.     Sister,  we're  betrayed  ! 
Some  bottle  imp  on  us  a  trick  has  played, 
And  changed  the  draughts  without  the  doctor's  order : 
Our  labratory's  in  complete  disorder. 
Of  mischief,  half  the  spirits  gone,  and  more — 
And  not  a  single  mixture  as  before. 

The  Fairy  Pastorella  rises. 

Fai.     I  rise,  sir,  to  explain— that  imp  am  I. 

Hum.    I  thought  she  had  some  finger  in  the  pie. 

Fai.      The  time  is  come  to  stop  your  private  still, 
With  ignorance  in  darkness  brewing  ill! 
To  make  of  simple  mortals  beasts  and  brutes 
The  Spirit  of  the  Age  no  longer  suits. 
To  your  black  art  she  scorns  to  be  a  debtor, 
Her  object  is  to  change  man  for  the  better  ; 
And  benefitting  those  e'en  who  despise  her, 
Would  make  men  merrier  as  she  makes  them  wiser, 
And  while  she  makes  a  jest  of  old  wives'  stories 
Leaves  their  bright  morals  in  their  ancient  glories. 


Scene  changes  to] 

GOLDEN  GARDENS  and  FAIRY  TREE 

OF   ENTERTAINING  KNOWLEDGE 

IN  ALL  ITS  BRANCHES. 

In  the  hollow  of  the  Trunk  are  seen  the  Grasshopper  and 
the  Cricket. 

Enter  Prince  TRansimenus,  Queen  Benignanta, 
Suivanta  and  Quiver,  l  h. 

Sui.      I  hope  we  don't  intrude,  but  'twould  appear 
To  seek  intelligence  we  should  come  here ; 
To  find  our  friends  we're  told  this  is  the  ticket. 

Fai.     The  Prince  is  here,  as  merry  as  a  cricket. 

Qui.     To  ask  after  the  Princess  is  it  proper  ? 

Fai.      She's  here,  and  she  shall  sing  like  a  grasshopper. 
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Tree  opens,  ana  discovers  the  guardian  spirits  of  its  leaves. 
Tlie  Grasshopper  and  Cricket  disappear. 

And  enter  c.  Prince   Peerless   and    Princbss. 
Arcadians,  r,  and  l. 


FINALE.— (Dm  Pasquale.) 

Prince. 

The  "  Golden  Branch" 
By  friends  so  staunch, 
In  this  parterre  now  planted, 

A  Christmas  tree 

Of  mirth  shall  be 
By  all  good  spirits  haunted  ; 

And  every  shoot 

Again  take  root 
Within  this  soil  enchanted, 

To  flourish,  and  nourish 

Us  with  its  golden  fruit! 

SOLO. — (La  Truandaise.) 

SuiVANTA. 

Merrily,  merrily, 

Ariel-like,  beneath  the  bough  here, 
Merrily,  merrily, 

By  your  leaves,  shall  we  live  now  here  ? 
Merrily,  merrily, 

Let  the  "  Golden  Branch"  succeeding 
Be  a  branch  to  Fortune  leading 

Mine  and  me  ? 

Chorus. 
Merrily,  merrily,  &c. 


THE   END. 


S.  G.  Fail  brother,  Printer,  31,  Bow  Street,  Covent  Garden. 
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ACT  I.— SCENE  I. 

Pleasure  (j*  ardens  and  Chateau  tie  la 
Beaute  in  the  Verdant  Valley. 

As  the  curtain  rises  to  Fairy  Music,  Fairy  Faithful 
descends  l.  h.,  and  as  soon  as  she  touches  the  stage,  a 
rose  tree  opens  R.  h.  and  Fairy  Fickle  appears. 

Fairy  Faithful  and  Fairy  Fickle  meeting. 

Fie  (n.)   Well,  Fairy  Faithful,  what's  the  news  with  you? 

Fai  (l.)  Ah !   Fairy  Fickle,  sad  as  it  is  true  ! 

Fie.      Stands  Elf  Land  where  it  did  when  I  was  last  theft? 

Fai.      Alas  !  poorcountry!  sorry  scenes  have  past  there  ! 
Like  others  it  has  had  its  revolution — 
The  silly  Elves  would  have  a  constiiution — 
Not  seeing  that  the  whole  domain  of  Fary 
Was  nothing  if  it  wasn't  visionary. 
King  Oberon  at  first  defied  opinion, 
And  fought  for  Fancy's  absolute  dominion— 
But  finding  modern  Science  lent  her  aid 
His  fairest  passages  to  barricade. 
He  broke  his  lily  sceptre  in  despair, 
And  fled  with  Queen  Titania — Heav'n  knows  where! 

Pie.      And  what  of  this  "emeute  ''  was  the  conclusion  ? 

Fai.     Nothing  but  anarchy  and  wild  confusion  — 
The  empire  of  the  Fairies  is  no  mo>e — 
Reason  has  banished  them  from  ev'ry  shore, 
Steam  has  outstripped  their  dragons  and  their  cars; 
Gas  has  eclipsed  their  glow-worms  and  their  stars 
Robbed  of  the  legends  of  their  golden  age, 
Mortals  make  sport  of  them  up^n  the  stage; 
And  -all  the  poeiry  of  ancient  times 
Profane  by  paltry  puns,  and  doggrel  rhyres 


Fie-     So  much  the  better !     Novelty  for  me 
In  any  shape — I  love  a  change  to  see  ! 
For  musty  codes  I've  not  the  least  compassion  ; 
Let  me  be  anything — but  out  of  fashion  ! 

Fai.      Faithful  by  nature,  as  I  am  by  name, 

Such  vile  inconstancy  I  view  with  shame  ! 

11  Good  people"  we  were  called  in  olden  days— 

We  may  bt>  wiser— -but  not  better  Fays. 

Fie.      We  never  did  agree— and  never  can — 

The  world  turns  round — and  so,  of  course,  must  man , 
Then  why  should  Fairy-land  of  all  we  survey, 
Be  never  in  its  turn — turned  topsy-turvy? 
I'm  for  the  new  lights  of  this  woud'rous  age — 
No  Fairy-land — except  upon  the  stage! 

Fai.      In  my  allegiance  I  will  falter  never! 
King  Oberon  and  Fairy  land  for  ever  ! 

Faihy  Faithful  and  Fairy  Fickle. 

DUET.— Two  Merry  Gypsies. 
Two  Rival  Fairies  are  we, 
And  we  never  yet  could  agree. 
So  this  vain  debate, 
Now  to  terminate, 
War  to  the  wand  let  it  be. 

Fairy  Faithful. 
Hither  since  we  both  have  flown, 
Let  the  trial  of  skill  be  shown. 
In  this  flowery  dell, 
Where  the  magical  spell 
Of  each,  can  be  worked  unknown. 

Together. 
Two  Rival  Fairies,  &c. 
Fie.      War  to  the  wand  then  !  I  will  cast  a  spell 
On  ihe  fair  sister  of  King  Florizel, 
And  set  her  brain  some  crotchet  running  after, 
Which  shall  make  all  her  doings  food  for  laughter. 
Fai.      Be  it  my  task  the  Princess  to  defend. 

And,  through  her  trials,  be  her  constant  friend. 
To  day  she  leaves  the  tow'r  in  which  she  has  been 
Immured  from  childhood.     She  is  just  fifteen, 
Fresh  as  arose,  begemmed  with  morning  dew. 
Fie       "  Fresh  as  a  four  year  old,"  we  now  say. 

Fai  Po°  ! 

HeT  royal  brothers  come  to  set  her  free. 
Fie      That's  liberty  and  true  fraternity  ! 

[Fairies  retire  to  oppcate  tiat 


Enter  King  Florizel  Prince  Jessamy  and  Court. 

Flo.      Fifteen  revolving  suns  have  crossed  the  water. 
Since  our  late  father  shut  up  his  sole  daughter 
Within  \on  tow'r,  to  pass  her  lonely  days, 
And  shun  the  fate  foretold  by  gossip  Fays, 
Who  trutsped  up  some  portentous  tale  or  other, 
To  frighten  into  fits  our  nervous  mother. 
Rut  having  now  succeeded  to  the  Crown, 
We'll  smile  at  stars,  if  they  attempt  to  frown, 
And  let  the  Princess  freely  run  about, 
As  her  poor  mother  cannot  know  she's  out. 
And  we  have  passed  our  royal  word  as  King, 
That  our  fair  sister  should  "  come  out"  this  spring. 

Jet.  (l.)  No  longer  shall  she  linger  "  all  amort;" 
Come,  Sister,  and  presented  he  at  Court. 

Opening  door  of  toner,  and  leading  forward  Pbincfss 
Rosetta,  who  is   accompanied  by  the  Baroness  Von 

Hl'GGERMUGGER. 

Rot.  (c.)  Insolvent  as  I  am  in  thanks,  affection 

Tells  me  in  this  Court  I  shall  find  protection. 
I  take  the  benefit  of  the  act,  but  will 
Count  rmself,  Sir,  your  grateful  debtor  still. 

Flo.  (r.)  Sweet  sister,  we,  your  brother,  moved  with  pity, 
Present  you  with  the  freedom  of  the  city, 
Permission  our  own  halls  your  tent  to  pitch  in — 
Wine,  coals  and  candies,  and  the  run  of  the  kitchen. 

Jet.      Our  next  care,  brother,  must  be  to  provide 
A  hand>ome  bridegroom  for  so  fair  a  bride; 
Some  wealthy  Prince,  some  mighty  King  or  Kaiser. 

Hot.      I !  marry  ! 

Flo-  Marry,  why  not  ? 

Rot.  By-and-bye,  sir. 

Let  me  awhile  enjoy  my  liberty  ; 
I  who  through  sky  lights  only  saw  the  sky, 
Am  quite  enchanted  with  my  mother  earth, 
To  whom  I  have  been  a  stranger  from  my  birth. 
The  hills,  the  vallies.  and  the  flowery  mazes, 
No  end  of  heartsease,  and  no  lack  o'  daisies! 

[Fairy  Fickle   waves  a  wand,  and  a  Peacock 
appears  on  a  branch,  R.  f- 

And,  oh  !   what  beauteous  bird  do  I  behold, 
Who  yonder  does  a  wond'rous  tail  unfold, 
Displaying  such  a  sight  of  eyes  the  tips  in, 
All  spectacles  I  ever  saw  eclipsing  ! 
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Flo.      'Tis  called  a  peacock,  'tis  the  bird  of  Juno — 
Eos.      Is  there  a  king  of  them? 

Flo.  Can't  say  I  do  know  ; 

Eos.      I  hope  there  is,  for,  brother,  on  my  life. 

No  other  creaiure  shall  e'er  call  me  wife  ! 

I've  sworn  it, 
Flo.  Rash  Rosetta,  what  d'ye  mem  I' 

Ros.      If  there's  a  King  of  Peacocks   I'm  his  Queen. 
Jes.      A  King  of  Peacocks,  wildest  of  vagaries! 
Flo.      Oh  !  rather  say,  the  King  of  the  Canaries  ! 

I  think  I've  heard  of  him — 
Ros.  But  /  wont  hear 

Of  him,  or  any  other  ? 
Jes.  Dear, 

How  queer! 
Ros.      So  brother,  if  you  love  me,  as  you  say, 

Find  out  Ins  Majesty  without  delay  ! 

King  Florizel  and  Chorus. 
AIR — "  Thus  when  a  good  housewife."' 

O  never  "Was  such  a  whim  in  the  head 

Of  a  Princess  Royal  taken, 
How  to  find  the  King  she  wants  to  wed, 

Would  puzzle  Friar  Bacon  ! 
For  him  her  heart  goes  pit-a-pat, 

Her  nose  up  at  all  others  ;-he  cocks! 
For  no  king  does  she  care — that! 

Excepting  ths  King  of  the  Peacocks. 

CHORUS, 
For  him  her  heart,  &c. 

Flo.      But,  sister,  should  there  no  such  person  be  ? 

Eos.      Then  I  will  wed  no  person — 

Jts.  Or,  if  he 

Should  turn  out.  after  all,  to  be  a  bird  ? 

Eon.      I'll  wed  him  all  the  *ame  for  that. 

Flo.  Absurd  ! 

Ros.     I  don't  see  that  at  all — you'll  own,  at  least, 
I'd  better  wed  a  bird  than  wed  a  beast — 
As  far  too  many  hapless,  women  do. 

Jes-      "Upon  my  honor,  brother,  that  is  true  ! 

And  by  the  knightly  spurs  I  daily  sigh  for, 
This  King  of  Peacocks  I'll  hunt  far  and  nigh  foi 
1  swear  it  to  the  Peacock  and  the  ladies 
The  vow  by  gallant  knights  that  always  made  is 


Flo.  Shall  I  be  outdone  by  my  little  brother  ? 
No  !  if  you  go  a-head — I'll  go  anothe-! 
To  find  a  sovereign,  I  will  risk  a  crown, 
And  bring  my  nobles  all  to  nine  pence  down. 

Eos.      Oh,  happy  sister,  who  can  brothers  find 

Not  more  than  kin,  but  mo<e,  much  more  than  kind. 

Flo.      ltosetta,  we  appoint  you  Princess  Regent, 
During  our  absence. 

Ros.  Sir,  your  most  obedient ! 

I'll  rule  your  kingdom  for  you,  never  fear. 
Petticoat  government's  in  favour  here. 
But  which  road  do  you  take? 

Flo.  "  The  King's  road,"  till 

We  come  to  "the  world's  end,"  if  'tis  there  still — 
But  the  world's  been  of  late  so  queerly  spinning, 
What  was  the  end  may  now  be  the  beginning. 
However,  ■'  Luck's  a  lord,"  and  may  provide 
A  special  train,  not  marked  in"Bradshaw's  Guide.' 

King  Florizel. 

AIR. — Norma. 

RECIT. 

Farewell,  dearest  Rosetta — come  my  brother, 
Let's  embrace — another  and  yet  another. 

AIR. 

If  I  but  this  peacock  see, 
He  shall  wed  you  by  proxy; 
And  with  delight,  intoxi- 

Cated,  I'll  home  return. 
The  bells  set-a-ringmg, 
"  Old  Rose"  my  subjects  singing, 
And  in  the  bonfire  flinging 

The  bellows  all  to  burn. 

[Exeunt  King  Flohizel  and  Prince  Jes9amy,  u.e.l.k. 

Iios.      So  here  am  I  left  in  a  court  to  play 

At  being  Queen — a  fine  game  I  dare  say — 
And  apropos  of  game,  I  beg  to  mention, 
To  preserve  peacocks,  it  is  my  intention, 
Strictly — Whoever  dares  one  kill,  or  eat, 
Shall  quickly  find  such  food  for  him's  not  meat : 
And  any  daw,  in  peacock's  feathers  trick'd  out, 
Shall  of  our  court  immediately  be  kick'd  out 
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Fat-  [Advancing  and  aside.]  If  such   the  fate  of  all   in 
borrowed  plumes, 
How  very  thin  'twould  make  some  drawing  rooms! 
Her  love  of  truth  assists  my  good  design; 
Arise,  my  trusty  sprite,  in  form  canine! 

[Fretillon  rises  suddenly  up  a  trap,  l.  h.  Exit 
Fairy  Faithful. 
Ros,    Bless  me !  what  curious  creature  have  we  here  ? 
Bar.    A  green  dog,  Madam — and  with  hut  one  ear! 

The  horrid  fright. 
Ros.  Say  rather  odd  and  funny — 

For  such  a  poodle,  I'd  give  any  money. 
Dressed  in  a  ruff,  too,  and  a  scarlet  jerkin, 
Like  Punch's  Toby!  Green  though  as  a  gherkin  : 
Poor  fellow,  see  how  prettily  he  begs, 

[Fretillon  begs  and  dances. 
And  dances,  too,  upon  his  hinder  legs. 
Bar.     The  little  monster  is  as  green  as  spinach. 

Bred  in  the  Isle  of  Dogs,  just  facing  Greenwich  ; 
Where  at  the  fair,  no  doubt  they  have  often  shown 
him. 
Ros.     To  whom  does  he  belong?  does  no  one  own  him? 
Then  I  will,  for  the  darling's  worth  a  million  ! 
Upon  his  collar  is  a  name  "  Fretillon!" 
Fretillon  !  there,  he  answers  to  it,  see  ! 
My  pretty  Fretty,  will  you  follow  me? 

[Fretillon  barks  and  botes. 
No  dog  could  bark  a  plainer  "  yes,"  I  vow, 
And  what  a  bow  he  makes  for  a  bow-wow. 
I'll  have  him  daily  washed,  and  combed,  and  shaved. 
There  never  was  a  dog  so  well  hehaved  ; 
He'll  make  the  best  of  courtiers,  I  expect. 
Despite  his  odd  auricular  defect. 

Princess  Rosetta  and  Chorus. 

AIR— "Bow  mom." 

This  dog  has  but  oneear, and  so  his  memory  may  bother  one. 

For  what  goes  in  at  that  one  ear,  cannot  go  out  at  t'other 

one, 
But  then  he  has  two  qualities,  on  which  to  place  depend- 

ance, 
There's  none  at  court  can  better  beg  or  longer  dance 
attendance. 

Chorus. 
Bow  wow,  wow.     Tol  de  riddle,  &c. 
[Exeunt  Princess  Rosetta  and  the  Baroness,  and  all 
the  Court,  u.  e.,  l.  h. 
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SCENE  II. 
The  old  Original  World's  End. 

Enter  King  FLORiZELa«d  Prince  Jessamy.  (r.  h.) 

Flo.      This  farthest  shore,  washed  by  the  farthest  sea, 
Was  once  supposed  the  old  world's  end  to  be. 
And  here  abouts  is  Queen  Mab's  house  of  call — 
Jes.      Or,  where  it  used  to  stand,  like  Hicks's  hall, 
Flo.      True;  for  from  hence  all  Fairy  ground  is  measured 
And  back  fare  paid  to  sites  in  memory  treasured, 
When  nurse  and   grand 'dame  told  their  tales  of 

mystery, 
Before  the  new  "  child's  night  lights"  dawn'd  on 

history, 
The  march  of  intellect  is  quite  terrific, 
No  tales  tell  now  unless  they're  scientific. 

SONG — King  Florizel. 

AI R — Meyerbeer. 
No,  no,  no, 

No  little  books  bound  in  gilt  paper, 
At  Tabart's  or  at  Tegg's. 
Now  tell  how  Jack  made  Giants  caper, 
Nor  how  sly  Puss  in  boots,  when  funds  ran  taper, 
His  cat's  paw  made  of  use. 
Percinet  forgets  his  duty — 
Wide  awake;  the  Sleeping  Beauty, 
Now  would  teach  Mother  Goose 
How  to  suck  golden  eggs  ! 
Gone  are  Mother  Bunch's  glories. 
Their  wonder  and  their  fun, 
Swamp'd  by  Peter  Parley's  stories — 
Of  all  the  little  Jack-a-Norys, 
The  Story  now  is  done! 

Here  on  the  verge  of  fancy,  with  facility. 

We  can  o'erlook  tbe  bounds  of  probability. 

But  to  inquire  our  way,  we  must  begin. 
Jet.      Without  a  house  we  can't  "inquire  within." 
Flo.      No  mortal  can  I  see,  upon  this  coast, 

Nor  upon  either  hand,  a  finger  post. 

No  rail,  no  road,  no  carriage— but  oh,  my! 

Here  comes  a  most  extraordinary  Fly  ! 
Jet,      A  most  extraordinary  Fly-man  rather — 

Of  all  the  Daddy-long-legs,  sure  the  father. 
Enter  May-Fly.  l.  u. 
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May-Fly. 


AIR— -To?  be  a  Butterfly. 
Start  not,  I'm  but  a  fly, 


Come  for  an  hour, 

To  Paul  Pry  ab.mt  after  anything  sweet. 

In  Fairy  Land  L'oa  thought, 

Of  May-flies  the  flower. 

A  lusus  naturae  remarkably  neat. 

If  there  is  anything,  Sir,  in  my  power, 

I  shall  be  happy  your  wishes  to  meet ; 
For  though  1  am  but  a  fly  out  on  a  tour, 

I  don't  stand  on  trifles  with  such  legs  and  feet. 
In  the  land  that  I've  flown  from, 
What,  here  you  call  dumb  things, 
Are  commonly  blest  with  the  gift  of  the  gab. 
Birds,  Beasts,  Fishes,  Insects, 
Do  all  sorts  of  rum  things  ; 
And  leaves  are  loquacious, 
And  blossoms  can  blab, 

Besides,  you've  in  town  had  a  talking  Canary, 
And  a  Mouse  that  indulged  in  a  musical  vein, 
nd  I  know  a  Blue-bottle  who  lodged  in  the  area, 
Of  the  Old  Whistling  Oyster  close  by  Drury  Lane. 
Flo.      There  couldn't  be  a  May-fly  more  polite. 
Fly.       Embrace  me ! 

Flo,  Willingly,  if  you  don't  bite. 

Fly.       Not  I ;  a  May-fly  neither  bites  nor  stings, 

Come  to  my  arms— that  is,  my  legs  and  wings. 

[They  embrace. 
Flo.       Pray  can  you  tell  us  where,  on  any  ground, 

There  is  a  King  of  Peacocks  to  be  found  ? 
Fly.       The  King  of  Peacocks!  to  be  sure  I  can — 
A  friend  of  mine,  a  very  fine  young  man  ! 
Jes.      Young  man !  he  hasn't  wings  then  like  a  bird  ? 
Fly.      No,  but  "  the  sweetest  voice  I  ever  heard," 

Like  Sterne's  "  Maria.'* 
jes,  What  a  well. read  Fly  ! 

Some  book-worm  must  have  bred  him  certainly. 
Flo-      And  are  his  subjects  men  and  women  ? 
Fly.  A11» 

Except  the  babbies. 
Flo.  Wherefore  do  they  call 

Him  King  of  the  Peacocks  then  ? 
Fly,  A  title  merely 

The  King  of  Bantam's  not  a  bantam. 
Flo.  Clearly. 
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Fly.      The  Emperor  of  Turkey's  not  a  turkey. 

Flo.       Granted — but  still  the  reason's  somewhat  murky. 

Fly.      His  name  is  Argus,  surnamed  Brilliant-eyed, 
His  royal  arms,  a  peacock  in  its  pride ; 
Peacockia  is  the  land  o'er  which  he  reigns. 
And  full  of  peacocks  are  its  groves  and  plains; 
His  coach  of  state  is  drawn  by  six  fine  pair, 
And  peacocks'  plumes  his  guards  and  pages  wear; 
Even  bis  gallant  tars,  whate'er  the  weather, 
Are  scarcely  so  much  tar  as  they  are  feather. 

Flo.      And  can  we  reach  Peacockia  by  this  route  ? 

Fly.      Yes,  but  you've  gone  a  long  way  round  about; 
As  the  bird  flies  it's  scarcely  a  stone's  throw. 

Jes.      But  as  we're  not  birds,  we  that  road  can't  go. 

Fly.     Well,  if  you  like  to  hire  a  fly,  I'm  ready, 

My  springs  are  easy  and  my  pace  is  steady. 
1 11  take  you  both,  and  never  stop  to  bait, 
And  set  you  down  close  by  the  city  gate. 

Flo.      And  what  will  be  your  charge  for  so  much  trouble? 

F>y.      Well,  two  bobs  and  a  tizzy ! 

Flo.  I'll  give  double  ! 

[Gives  him  a  crown  piec 

DUO — Flokizel  and  May-Fly 

AIR — Fancy  waft  me. 
Florizel. 

May-fly  waft  me,  on  golden  pinions 

To  the  land  you  know  so  well, 
Where  the  Peacocks  have  their  dominions 

And  their  King  cuts  such  a  swell. 
There  we'll  tell  him  the  simple  story 
Ot  trie  sister  in  whom  we  glory, 
May-fly  waft  us,  &c. 

May-Fly. 

Yes,  I'll  waft  you  to  that  dominion, 

And  the  Peacock's  Crown  Hotel 
For  you've  risen  in  my  opinion, 

Since  so  nobly  out  you  shell. 
Don't  be  afraid  of  (ailing, 
Off  his  stand  a  fly  thus  calling — 
Safe  he'll  waft  you,  &c.  [Exeunt  l.h. 

T/ie  Scene  sinks  and  discovers, 
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SCENE  III. 

Crates  of  the  City,  and  Palace  of  the  Ming: 
of  the  Peacocks. 

Grand  March  and  Procession. 

Enter  King  of  the  Peacocks,  c.  in  a  car  drawn  by  ttvelve 
peacocks,  attended  by  Guards  and  Banners,  fyc,  and 
from  l.  h.,  May-Fly,  Florizel,  and  Jessamy. 
Fly  advances,  l.  c. 

Arg.     Who  interrupts  us  in  our  expedition? 

Fly.     Two  foreign  gentlemen,  who  crave  permission, 

To  pay  their  homage  to  Peacockia's  King. 
Arg.     I'm  glad  to  see  folks  who'll  pay  any  thing, 

In  these  disjointed  times,  who  may  you  be, 

And  of  what  nation  ? 
Flo.  Mighty  monarch,  we 

Are  like  yourself,  of  royal  birth. 

Indeed  ! 
Flo.      I  am  King  Florizel. 
Arg.  A  King !  proceed. 

Flo.     This  is  Prince  Jessamy,  my  only  brother, 

Because — 
Arg.  Because  you  haven't  got  another. 

Flo.      Exactly  so,  but  I've  a  sister  who 

Has  fallen,  strange  to  say,  in  love  with  you. 
■Arg.    How,  "Strange  to  say?''     That's  scarce  polite,  what 

mean  you  ? 
Flo.      'Twould  not  be  strange,  sir,  if  she'd  ever  seen  you, 

But  at  this  date,  she  knows  no  more  that  there  is 

A  King  of  Peacocks,  than  a  Mrs.  Harrfs, 

Charmed  by  one  bird,  such  as  you  drive  a  team  of, 

No  other  husband  but  their  king,  she'd  dream  of. 
Airg.  [Aside.]  They  must  be  lunatics,  or  will  be  soon. 
[To  Fly]  Pray  did  you  bring  these  beauties  from  the  moon  ? 
Fly.      No,  from  the  world's  end. 
Arg.  Take  them  back  to  find 

Their  wits,  which  they  have  lost,  or  left  behind. 
Flo.      We've  therefore  travelled  to  this  new-formed  land, 

To  offer  you  our  dearest  sister's  hand. 
Arg.     Your  offer  is  most  liberal,  I  grant. 
Flo.     And  you  accept-™ 
Arg.  Unfoitunately  can't ! 

Jes.      Don't  say  you  can't ! 
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Arg.  Well,  if  you  like  it  better, 

I'll  say  I  sha'nt. 
Flo-  Shan't  wed  Princess  Rosetta ! 

Look  on  her  picture  ere  you  plump  refuse  her. 

[Giving  miniature. 
Arg. [aside]  I've  no  doubt  she's  as  ugly  as  Medusa 

[Opening  and  starting. 

Oh!  all  ye  lovely  loves,  and  gracious  graces ! 

My  heart  is  wounded  in  a  thousand  places. 

A  frontispiece  so  fair  has  never  been 

To  any  earthly  book  of  beauty  seen  ! 

For  one  neck  half  so  white,  I'll  take  my  oath, 

The  swan  with  two  necks  would  have  given  both. 

Ringlets,  "The  Fair  One  with  ihe  Golden  Hair;'' 

Had  shaved  her  own,  a  wig  of  such  to  wear! 

Two  lips  from  rose  leaves,  which  have  learned  their 
parts ; 

Eyes,  that  are  hooks  and  eyes,  to  fasten  hearts! 

Two  Cupid's  arrows,  'neath  two  Cupid's  bows! 

And  then  a  nose — oh !  Goodness  knows .'  it  blows 

All  other  noses  clean  out  of  the  water ! 

And  is  this  miracle — your  father's  daughter! 
Flo.      My  father's  wife  said  so— and  those  who  doubt  it 

Had  better  not  say  anything  about  it ! 
Arg.     I'll  only  say,  if  such  your  sister's  face. 

Your  offer  I'm  delighted  to  embrace, 

And  shall  not  rest  till  I  embrace  her  too  ! 
Jes.      We'll  fetch  her. 

Arg.  No !  deuce  fetch  me  if  you  do. 

You  are  my  prisoners.     If  she's  as  handsome 

As  she  is  painted,  her  hand  pays  your  ransom ; 

But  if  not  so  confessed  by  all  beholders 

1*11  have  your  faces  taken  off  your  shoulders! 
Flo.      A  bargain  !     I  agree  to  this ! 
Jes.  And  I. 

But  who  shall  fetch  her  ? 
Arg.  Why  not  send  the  FIv, 

That  brought  you  hither,  back  for  her? 
Flo-  Hold  there  ! 

For  such  a  carriage  she's  too  high  a  fair  ; 

Besides  her  very  sight  might  quite  upset  him. 
Jes,      Suppose  we  write  a  letter,  and  just  let  him 

Drop  it  as  he  goes  by  our  door. 


16 

Flo.  My  ring 

Will  do  as  well  [giving  it.]     Go !  say  we've  found 
the  King 

We  sought  for— that  our  point  we've  with  him 
carried  ; 

And  beg  she'll  come  at  once  here  to  be  married. 
Jes.     No  word  of  our  condition,  it  might  scare  her 

And  spoil  her  looks. 
Fly.  But  who's  to  pay  the  bearer  ? 

Arg.     Here  is  an  order  on  my  treasury, 

So  put  your  best  foot  foremost,  Fly,  and  fly. 

King  Argus. 
AIR— Ma  Brunetta, 

Fly  good  Fly  to  my  Rosetta, 

Bid  her  haste  to  get  a — 
Board  her  gondoletta. 

In  a  fever  say  I  fret — ah — 

Which  she  alone  can  cure 
I'm  Peacock   sure. 
If  the  sweet  eyes  on  which  I'm  gazing 

Have  such  a  power  at  second  sight, 
How  will  they  set  my  bosom  blazing, 

Beaming  with  Love's  electric  light. 
How  will  her  cheeks  of  living  posies, 

Put  to  the  blush  this  painted  pair, 
And  prove  a  real  "  Feast  of  Roses," 

In  lieu  of  but  a  "  Fancy  Fair." 
Fly,  good  fly,  &c. 

TUTTI. 

Fly,  good  fly,  to  <  our  V  Rosetta.  &c 
I  my  J 
Bid  her  haste,  &c. 
Bid  her,  &c. 

Say,  the  wound  with  which  he's  met — ah— 
She  alone  can  cure, 
He's  Peacock  sure.  [Exit  Fly. 

Scene  closes  on  Tableau. 
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SCENE  IV. 
11  oiwe  Park  in  the  Verdant  Valley. 

Enter  Rosetta.  and  Baroness. 

Bar.     Madam,  affairs  of  weight  demand  your  care. 
Ros.     Tell  my  Prime  Minister  that's  his  affair  ; 

If  weighty  mattets  on  my  head  must  fall, 

My  minister  I  shan't  think  prime  at  all ! 

Where  is  my  Fretillon,  my  darling  pet  I 
Bar.     Madam,  your  dignity  you  quite,  forget. 
Ros,      Don't  talk  of  dignity  and  state  to  me, 

In  neither  any  happiness  I  see! 

Of  politics  I  can't  discern  the  merits, 

And  this  eternal  reigning  damps  my  spirits. 

I'd  rather  roam  the  fields,  and  dance  the  hay 

With  my  dear  dog — 
Bar.  Your  dog  has  had  his  day. 

To  higher  objects  you  should  turn  your  mind 

And  let  him  turn  a-spit. 
Bos  He's  too  refined 

For  such  a  service  !     No  base  cur  is  he, 

But  most  distinguished  for  his  curtesy. 

As  hateful  to  me  as  my  old  dark  tower, 

Were  my  gay  bower,  without  my  sweet  bow-wow-er 

Princess  Rosetta. 

AIR — My  Dog  and  my  Gun. 

On  matters  of  state 
Let  others  debate 

For  pleasure  to  me  it  is  none ; 
I  care  not  a  jot 
For  plan  or  for  plot, 

Whilst  I  have  my  dog  and  my  fun. 

Bar.     'Tis  really  too  bad  that  this  vile  green  poodle 

Should  of  your  Royal  Highness  make  a  noodle  ! 
Pardon  my  freedom — but  by  me  brought  up,  I 
Can't  see  you  blindly  led  by  such  a  puppy. 

Ros.      He  is  no  puppy— but  were  such  the  case, 
Are  puppies  in  a  court  so  out  of  place  ? 
Or  was  there  never  princess  known  before 
Who  prized  a  puppy  far  beyond  a  bore  ? 

[Fretillon  barks  without,  R. 
Hark !  that's  his  bark,  he  bounds  yon  streamlet  by, 
W  hat  is  he  chasing  ? 


Bar.  An  enormous  Fly, 

Bos      He's  caught  it  too 

[Fly  without,  r.]  Oh  !  you  young  do^,  don't  bite  so 

Bos.     A  Fly  that  speaks!  amazing,  aint  it? 

Bar.  Quite  so. 

Enter  Fretillon  with  Fly,   r. 

Fly.     Madam,  pray  call  your  dog  off  from  my  shanks. 

Bos.     Fretillon !  let  go,  sir,  directly  ! 

ply.  Thanks. 

Bos-      Excuse  his  zeal,  you're  not  an  every-day  Fly. 

Fly.      No!   I'm  a  Mand  agon,  or  Fairy-May.Fly, 
Order  Neuroptera — the  rarest  known. 
Even  in  Fairy  Land,  from  whence  I've  flown. 
Not  found  in  any  work  on  Entomology, 
Bui  for  my  presence  this  is  my  apology. 

[Gives  ring. 

Ros.     My  brother's  signet,  he's  alive  and  well  ? 

Fly.     Health  to  his  sister  sends  King  Florizel. 

The  Sovereign  of  the  Peacocks  he  has  seen 
Who  begs  you'll  hasten  to  become  his  Queen. 

May-Fly. 

AIR— Lord  Lovell. 

King  Florizel  stood  at  the  Old  World's  end, 
A  wondering  how  to  proceed, 
Whf-n  who  but  1  should  chance  to  come  by, 
A  flying  at  pretty  good  speed— good  speed,  &e. 

"  Oh,  where  are  you  going  Lord  love  ye/'   I  said, 
"And  what  did  you  come  for  to  see  ? 
•'The  King  of  the  Peacocks,"  he  answered. 
"  If  you  can  tell  me  where  he  may  be — may  be." 

I  told  him  I  could,  and  I'd  take  him  safe  there, 
With  his  brother — for  half  a  crown. 
And  he  said  like  a  King,  he  must  double  the  fare, 
And  he  paid  without  stickling  down— down,  down. 

I  flew  and  I  flew  with  them  off  like  a  shot, 

To  the  King  of  the  Peacock's  Empire, 

Where  they  shew'd  him  a  picture  of  you  they  had  got, 

Which  his  Majesty  much  did  admire — mire,  mire. 

And  so  with  this  ring,  I  was  bid  to  take  wing, 
As  they'd  no  time  to  write  you  a  letter; 
And  say  if  you  mean  to  become  a  great  Queen, 
The  sooner  you  be  come — the  better,  better,  better. 
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Ros.     Oh,  joyful  news  !     Become  his  queen,  indeed  ! 
Aye,  that  I  will,  with  all  becoming  speed  ! 
But  whereabouts  may  his  dominions  be  ? 
And  how  am  I  to  go,  by  land  or  sea  ? 

Fly.     Bv  sea — this  chart"  will  tell  you  how  to  steer, 
Bv  public  laugh  to  'scape  each  private  tear, 
What  points  to  make,  what  straits  you'll  have  to  run 

thro', 
And  what  confounded  flats  you  may  be  done  thro\ 

Ros.     Tis  well,  no  dangers  shall  my  heart  appal, 

A  Chinese  junk  lies  moored  near  yon  black  wall, 

I'll  with  her  cable  give  my  train  the  slip, 

And  get  her  anchor,  and  myself,  a  trip. 

Go  fetch  the  captain,  there's  a  good  doar,  hie ! 

[Exit  Fkk.  l. 
And  you,  good  honey  nurse,  upon  the  sly, 
Haste  to  my  wardrobe,  pack  up  all  my  traps, 
For  such  indeel,  are  women's  gowns  and  caps, 
With  me,  I  shall  but  take  you  and  your  daughter, 
And  my  dear  dog,  who  like  a  duck  takes  water! 

Bar.     Were  it  not  well  to  weigh  the  consequence? 

Ros.     1  will  weigh  nothing  but  the  anchor,  hence. 

[Exit  Bar.  r. 
Now  don't  go  buzzing  this  about,  Fly. 

Fly.  Mum, 

But  here  I  take  it  is  the  captain  come. 
Enter  Fretillon  ivith  Poo-lee-ha-lee,  i. 

TRIO — Uosetta,  Poo-lee-ha-lee,  and  Mat-Fly. 
Ros  ETTA. 

AIR — John  Highland  Man. 
John  Chinaman,  I  wish  to  go, 
To  a  land,  perhaps,  which  you  don't  know. 
But  I'll  pay  you  well,  if  you'll  aid  my  plan. 
And  take  me  aboard  of  your  Chinaman  ! 
Sing  hey,  my  good  John  Chinaman; 
Sing  ho,  my  brave  John  Chinaman  ; 
In  short,  sing  what  you  like,  or  can, 
But  don't  say  "no.''  John  Chinaman  ! 

POO-LEE-HA-LEE. 

AIR — Bronze  Horse. 
"Sing  hi  !''  "sing  ho!"  if  you  sing 
Chinee  lingo  you  seem  to  know  ; 
So  yeo — heave-ho!   I  swear  by  Fo! 
To  fare  so  fair,  I  can't  say  no. 
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Blow  high,  blow  low,  the  Junk  shall  go, 
Wheree'r  you  show,  the  wish  to  row. 
The  Bronze  horse  he,  an  ass  would  be 
Compared  to  the  Junk  going  free. 
Which  o'er  the  sea,  skips  like  a  flea 
So  follow  me — Foo-lee-ha-lee. 

[Exeunt  Poo-lee-ha-lee  and  Rosltta,  l. 

May-Fly  to  Fretjllon. 

AIR — The  Three  Flies. 

Now  you  young  dog,  about  to  roam, 
Take  my  advice  and  stay  at  home  ; 
For  'twixt  ourselves,  I  warn  you  now, 
These  Chinese  people  eat   "  bow-wow' 
And  some  fine  day,  its  likely  you, 
May  find  yourself  in  such  a  stew! 
So  take  this  lesson  from  a  fly — 
They'll  think  you  quite  a  luxury. 

[The  Dog  and  Fly  polk  off,  l, 

SCENE  V. 

Deck  of  the  CMnese  Junk. 

Poo-lee-ha-lee  discovered  assisting  the  Princess  on  board. 
The  Chinese  Sailors  assist  the  Baron  ess  and  Rumfizina, 
and  the  Dog  jumps  on  board — luggage,  Sfc.  is  brought 
over  the  side  and  taken  off,  l  2  e.  Seats  r  and  l,  with  a 
mattrass  u  e  r  h,  a  large  mantle  is  placed  near  it. 

Ros.     Now  good,  sweet  nurse,  why  dost  thou  look  so  sad  ? 

Bar.     Fy !  how  my  bones  ache,  what  a  job  I've  had  ! 

Ros      V  faith,  I'm  sorry  that  thou  art  not  well. 

Bar.     I  feel  so  very  pourly,  you  can't  tell, 

My  head  spins  round  so,  I  can  scarcely  see  things, 
Amongst  this  ugly  set  of  China  tea  things, 
At  every  breath  of  wind  my  fear  increases, 
The  slightest  shock  may  break  'em  all  to  pieces. 

Poo.     Avast  there  ma'am,  [crosses  to  c]  I  say  the  best  of 
Jack  Tars 
Are  those  who,  'mongst  the  breakers,  prove  they're 
crack  tars. 

Ros.      I'm  sure  I  hope  you'll  all  remain  whole  sailors, 

Though  by  your  heads,  you  look  more  like  retailers. 

Poo.     Aye,  aye  !  we're  never  out  of  pig-tail  here, 

And  scud  under  bare  poles,  marm,  without  fear, 
Our  ship  so  handled  no  sea  ever  swampt  her, 
For  each  man  knows  his  cue  without  a  prompter. 
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Mos.     Captain,  upon  my  word,  you  rather  smart  are, 

Are  you  an  English  tar  ? 
Poo.  No,  I'm  a  Tar-tar, 

Ros.     Born  at  Cauton  perhaps,  or  Hong  Kong. 

P°0-  .T-N0'D 

At  Chel-sea,  but  my  dad  came  from  Ning-fo, 
He  sailed  to  Eugland  one  fine  day  in  spring, 
And  there  he  saw  the  beautiful  Nan-King, 
Who  kept  a  china  shop  in  Cheyne  Walk. 
He  never  told  his  love,  he  couldn't  talk 
English,  so  he  made  signals,  but  so  plain, 
She  understood,  and  answered  him  again. 
And  so  they  married,  to  his  signal  joy, 
And  I  was  born  a  little  Peeking  Boy. 
But  now  a  seaman  stout  all  danger  in 
A  daring  man  though  uota  Mandarin. 

POO-LEE-HA-LEE. 

AIR— Jolly  Young  Waterman. 

Oh.  did  you  ne'er  hear  of  a  jolly  young  Waterman, 
Who  near  Blackfriars-bridge  used  for  to  ply, 
Because,  if  you  did,  'twouldn't  take  much  dexterity, 
To  prove  that  young  Waterman,  ma'am,  wasn't  I. 
He  looked  so  neat,  and  he  row'd  so  steadily, 
Such  a  mistake  might  have  been  made  readily. 
But  your  oath  you  may  take,  before  any  Lord  Mayor, 
That  this  here  young  Waterman  wasn't  that  there. 

Ros.     And  what  came  of  your  father  and  your  mother  ? 
Poo.     Why  after  me,  there  came  my  little  brother 
Ros.     No,  no  ;  I  mean  what  was  their  fate,  their  lot  ? 
Poo.     Went  back  first  to  Ning-Po,  and  then  to  Pot. 

Made  prisoners  by  a  horde  of  Manchoos  grim, 

The  wretches  toasted  her  and  roasted  him  ! 
Ros.     Poor  boddies! 
Bar.  Captain!  how  long  shall  we  be? 

I'm  sick  of  seeing  nothing  but  the  sea  ! 
Poo.     We're  but  just  out  of  port. 
Bar.  Then  bring  some  sherry, 

For  I  feel  qualmish. 
Ros.  Nay,  sweet  nurse,  be  merry. 

Sai.      Land,  captain ! 
Poo.  Land !     Where  ? 

Sai,  On  the  starboard  bow  ! 

Bar.     Yes,  land,  by  all  means— anywhere  or  how. 
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Poo.    Impossible! — my   glass  [Sailor   gives  it]     We 
can't  be  nigh  land — 

It's  moving  ! 
Mos.  Some  quick  sand  or  floating  island  ! 

Poo.    A  chain  of  mountains,  going  through  the  water, 

And  bearing  fast  down  on  cur  weather  quarter ! 
Ros.     No,  'tis  alive! — some  black  leg  of  the  deep 

Gambling  and  sporting — a  sea  monster  sweep  ! 
Poo.     Tell  that  to  the  marines!     A  bet  I'll  lay 

It's  the  sea  serpent,  spoken  by  McQuae; 

And  if  he's  in  a  sweep  for  sporting  folks, 

It  won't  be  for  the  Derby — but  the  Hoax ! 

Yes!  there's  his  head,  no  one  e'er  saw  his  tail ! 
Bar.     What  is  he  like  ? 
Poo.  Why  very  like  a  whale  ! 

[  The  Sea  Serpent  heaves  in  sight. 

I'll  hail  him  !     Snake,  a-lioy ! 
Sea  Ser.  The  same  to  you  ! 

And  many  of  'em  ! 
Poo.  Where  are  you  bouud  to? 

Sea  Ser.  The  Admiralty — I  am  rather  late, 

Promised  to  dine  with  the  First  Lord  at  eight. 
Ros.     Dine  at  the  Admiralty  !  with  the  First  Lord! 
Poo.     Not  the  first  odd  fish  they've  seen  at  their  board. 

And  he  can  tell  'em  something  'bout  the  ocean, 

Of  which  some  naval  lords  ne'er  had  a  notion. 

{Exit  Serpent,  Sailors  retire- 

Ros-     It's  getting  dark,  I  feel  inclined  to  sleep ; 

Deeply  I'll  slumber  on  the  slumbering  deep  ! 

Spread,  Baroness,  our  royal  mantle  o'er  us 

Here  on  tbe  deck — 
Poo.  Will  that  be  thought  decorous  ? 

Res.     No  matter — I  cannot  turn  in  below — 

That  horrid  berth  would  be  my  death,  I  know ! 

"  Here  will  I  lie  to-night,''  and  you,  my  sweet, 

My  faithful  Fretillon,  lie  at  my  feet. 

[Music.  Ros.  stretches  herself  on  a  mattrass,  n. 
which  is  placed  on  the  deck.  Fre.  lies  at  her 
feet.  The  Bar. covers  her  over.  Fairy  Fickle. 
appears,  l.  u.  e.     Baroness  sits  l.  u.  e. 

Fickle.  Now  is  the  witching  time  of  night,  in  which 
Those  who  are  wicked  may  behave  as  sich. 
Into  yon  nurse's  brain  a  sudden  thought  I  call, 
So  naughty,  it  must  needs  be  nautical. 

[Waves  her  uand  over  the  Bar.'s  head,  l.  u.  e.,  and  exit. 


Bar.     Something  shot  through  my  head!  It  seems  confused 
too  — 

It  must  be  an  idea — which  I'm  not  used  to — 

It  is  a  bright  idea,  yet  a  dark  one. 

She  sleeps— there's  nobody  about  to  mark  one. 

Hist  !  Captain  !  sure  the  coast  we  must  be  nearing. 
Poo.     Not  yet,  marm. 

Bar.  Step  this  way,  just  out  of  hearing. 

Poo.     Aye,  aye,  marm. 
Bar.  Tell  me  candidly — 

Poo.  Well— what  ? 

Bar.     Would  you  just  join  me  in  a  little  plot, 

To  make  a  little  fortune  with  much  ease? 
Poo.     I'd  rather  make  a  great  one,  if  you  please. 
Bar.     Then  say  a  great  one- 
Poo.  Then  I'll  not  say  no. 
Bar.     Vou'll  not  betray  your  friend  ? 
Poo.  1  swear,  by  Fo  ! 

If  I  be'ray  you,  shiver  all  my  chop  sticks  ! 

So  out  with  whatsoever  in  your  ciop  sticks. 
Bar.     The  matter's  delicate,  I  must  confess — 

Help  me  to  make  away  with  the  Princess! 
Poo.     To  make  away! 
Bar.  Aye,  pop  her  in  the  water, 

And  make  a  way  to  empire  for  my  daughter. 
Poo.     How  ? 
Bar.  To  the  King  of  Peacocks  we  will  carry  her, 

And  as  Princess  Rosetta  he  will  marry  her. 
Poo.     Will  he?     Suppose  he  don't  ? 
Bar.  Oh  !  don't  suppose 

Any  such  thing  !     When  drest  in  her  fine  clothes 

My  girl  will  look  as  well  as  she  and  better. 

Fine    feathers    make    fine    birds.        You'll   drow 
Rosetta'? 
Poo.     I  must  drown  something  else  first. 
Bar.  What,  the  dog? 

Poo.     No,  marm,  my  conscience. 
Bar.  So  you  shall  in  grog ! 

I've  iw  this  case  some  rare  Jamaica  rum. 
Poo.     Well,  in  that  case,  then,  hand  us  over  some  ! 
Bar.     Just  clap  your  nose  to  it. 
Poo.     [smelling}  Oh !  crikey,  Bill ! 

Bar.     Put  this  in  any  liquid  thing  you  will, 

For  if  your  head  were  forty  times  as  strong. 
'T would  make  you  tipsy — neat — 
Poo.  [tossing  it  off]    '  Your  health  and  song. 
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Bar.  (aside)  Good  gracious  !  half  the  bottle  down  he  sent ! 

He's  a  rum  customer  to  some  extent! 

[aloud]  You'll  do  the  deed. 
Poo.  I've  lost  my  perpendicular ! 

Won't  it  be  murder  ? 
Bar.  Folks  who  are  particular 

Might  call  it  so — but  in  these  tasteful  times 

There  are  so  many  pretty  names  for  crimes  ! 

We  needn't  surely  pick  out  the  most  plain. 
Poo.     I  feel  my  scruples  will  not  weigh  a  grain 

When  put  into  the  scale  against  this  dram. 
Bar.    Are  you  resolved  ? 
Poo,  Another  pull,  [drinks]  I  am  ! 

I'm  as  ferocious  as  a  Sallee  rover  ! 

Come,  bear  a  hand  and  we'll  soon  pitch  her  over. 
Bar.     Just  as  she  lies,  and  with  her  nasty  dog. 
Poo.     Oh,  I'll  pitch  over  anything  for  grog. 

[They  fling  the  Princess  and  Dog   over. 
The  day  begins  to  appear. 

Bar.     I  call  that  giving  the  poor  girl  a  lift. 
Poo.     I'm  not  so  drunk  but  1  can  see  her  drift 

To  leeward  fast.  [Dog  barks- 

Bar.  Her  whelp's  awake  though.     Hark  ! 

Poo.     Well,  let  her  try  to  get  aboard  that  bark. 
Bar.     We're  just  in  time  for  day  is  breaking.     Lud ! 

And  I  can  see  the  land  as  clear  as  mud  ! 

Enter  Sailors. 

And  walls  and  towers  rise  on  the  horizon. 

I'll  go  below  and  out  my  daughter  dizen 

We  mustn't  stand  on  trifles  with  the  king. 
Poo.     Me!  I  can  scarcely  stand  on  anything! 
Sai.      A  sail !     A  sail ! 
Bar.  Two!  three! — a  royal  fleet 

The  King  has  put  to  sea,  the  Junk  to  meet! 

My  daughter,  let  me  hasten  to  eniobe  her.  „ 

[Exit  l2  f. 

Poo.     I'm  very  much  afraid  I'm  growing  sober, 
Conscience  is  making  signals  of  distress  ; 
I've  lost  that  girl  the  number  of  her  mess, 
And  got  myself  perhaps  into  a  sad  one. 
Besides  the  bargain — but  that's  not  a  bad  one 
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The  prize  brought  home,I  shall  have  gold  galore. 

I'll  tut  the  Junk,  and  eai  st It  junk  no  mote  ! 

On  dainty  dishes  be  a  daily  diner, 

Ar.d  drive  the  grandest  coach  in  Cochin  China. 
Music     The  Royal  Galley  comes  alongside  the 
Junk — All  the  Court  come  over  the  side,  and 
receive  the  King  of  the  Peacocks,  k>Ao  is  fol- 
lowed by  his  Guards 
Arg.     My  fond  impatience  would  not  brook  delay, 

Where  is  the  lovely  Princess,  Captain,  say  I 

King    Argus. 
AIR — All  in  the  Down?. 

All  in  the  Downs  I  long  lay  moored, 

A-waiting  for  an  answer  kind, 
Until  I  felt  completely  bored, 

And  not  quite  easy  in  my  mind. 
So  tell  me,  Captain,  it  you're  not  too  drunk, 

If  my  sweet  Princess  sailed  on  board  your  junk. 

Poo.     An'  please  your  majesty,  she's  being  drest 
In  all  her  colours — rigged  out  in  her  best. 
Arg.     What  need  of  gilding  such  refined  gold, 

Is  she  as  beautiful  as  we've  been  told  ? 
Poo.     She  wears  a  veil,  and  so  I  couldn't  twig  her 
Face,  but  folks  say  that  she's  a  perfect  figure. 
K«ng  Argus, 
AIR    AND    CHORUS—  The  Breeze. 

Bride  cake  and  favors — 
Ctrds  at  the  engravers — 
License  and  settlements  all  ready  too. 
Crowds  crying    ''Hey  day,'' 
•'  Where  is  the  Lady  ?" 
"  Here  is  the  sail  and  she's  not   "on  view!  " 
Wherefore  is  she  staying  ? 

What's  in  the  wind  that  so  long  she's  delaying? 
I  shall  the  deuce  very  soon  be  for  playing. 
Kicking  up  a  breeze,  and  off  if  once  I  go- 
Blow  up,  blow  up  — I  can  blow  up,  you  know. 

Up  and  down  leaping, 

My  heart  is  keeping. 

Like  a  Baby  Jumper—  that  invention  new. 

What,  the  deuce  take  'em. 

Sp  long  can  make  'em  ? 

Hare  must  I  wait  till  all  is  blue 
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Can  sweet  Rosetta  fear  me  ? 

Play  up,  my  minstrels  something  gay  to  chepr  me. 
Hark  !  now  she's  coming — no  she  isn't — dear  me  !— 
Call  her  if  you  please,  or  really  I  must  go. 
Hallo,  hallo!  come  tumble  up,  hallo. 

Poo.  [aside]  Stand  by  for  squalls  now.     [Aloud']     Here 
she  comes  full  sail. 

Enter  Rumfizina,  richly  attired  and  veiled,  conducted 
by  the  Baroness. 

Arg.     Pearl  of  thy  sex,  remove  that  envious  veil. 

[The  Bar.  removes  it. 

Fire!  murder!  thieves!  I'm  lost — I'm  robbed — I'm 
sold! 
Bar.     What  ails  your  majesty  ?     Your  bride  behold  ! 
tdrg.     Avaunt !  and  quit  my  sight — let  the  earth  hide  her. 

My  bride  !     I'd  rather  wed  a  bottle  spider 
Bar.     My  liege,  you  scare  her  highness — pray  compose — 
Arg.     Scare  her — she's  much  more  like  to  scare  the  crows ! 

And  if  I  did  her  justice,  she  should  feed  'em 

For  taking  with  my  sitht  so  ri'de  a  freedom! 

Go,  clap  the  hideous  creature  under  hatches 

There  let  her  brood  till  she  this  portrait  matches. 
Bar.     Sire,  spurn  you  thus  a  tender  maid  and  regal  ? 
Arg.     Yes,  woman,  for  the  tender  made's  not  legal, 

And  you  shall  share  her  fate  on  board  this  tender! 
Bar.     Mercy ! 
Arg.  No  mercy  for  an  old  offender, 

Away  with  them. 

[Guards  take  off  Baron  ess  and  Rumfizina,  l2e. 

Poo.  [Aside]  They're  taken  quite  aback, 

It's  time  to  sail  upon  the  other  tack. 

Arg.     And  you  who  brought  this  greatest  of  humbugs, 
Don't  make  at  me  your  ugly  China  rnus;s  ! 
Down  on  your  Chinese  knees;  or  for  this  mockery, 
I'll  have  you  smashed  to  bits  like  so  much  crockery 

Poo.[Kneeling]  Illustrious  brother  of  all  suns  and  moons — 

Arg.     Peace,  I'm  ashamed,  a  set  of  vile  tea-spoons, 
Should  stir  up  in  my  soul  so  fierce  an  eddy; 
Go,  go  to  Bath!  your  heads  are  shaved  already! 
But  for  the  vile  imposters  who  could  try 
To  play  the  knave  on  such  a  king  as  I, 
I'll  have  their  skins  made  parchment  for  a  drum, 
And  so  tatooed  to  death — oh,  you  are  come. 
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Enter  Florizelam^  Prince  Jessamy,  over  side  of  vessel- 
Flo,  [r-c  ]  Where  is  Rosetta? 

Jes.  Where's  our  lovely  sister? 

Ara.     Upon  your  tongue  that  fib  should  raise  a  blister! 
I'll  teach  you  rogues,  to  poke  your  fun  at  me, 
Your  sister's  uglier  than  a  Chimpanzee  ? 

Flo.      Back  in  thy  teeth,  proud  king,  I  fling  the  fib ! 
She's  fair  as  day. 

Poo.  Then  some  one's  fouled  her  jib ! 

Flo.      What  says  the  fellow  ? 

Poo.  Why  in  all  my  days, 

An  uglier  ctaft  I  never  saw  in  stays. 

Arg.     You  may  say  craft. 

Flo.  With  wonder  I'm  a  fixture, 

You  talk  of  craft  [crosses  to  c]  you  spurious  Howqua 

mixture, 
You  half  seas  over  Chelsea  China  Waterman! 
You  never  saw  my  sister,  much  less  brought  her  man; 
Great  king,  as  sure  as  yonder  sail's  bamboo, 
This  bamboo  sailor  would  bamboozle  you! 
Spare  us  a  week,  and  if  within  that  time 
Our  real  sister  reach  not  this  fair  clime. 
And  prove  she's  peerless,  we're  content  to  die. 

Arg.     One  week  is  nothing,  to  one  strong  as  I, 

'Tis  therefore  granted.     To  the  dungeon  keep 
You  both  shall  march,  and  there  fall  in  two  deep, 
Plunged  in  its  lowest  cell  'twill  be  admitted, 
Whate'er  your  crime,  you  are  profoundly  pitied. 
[They  are  taken  off  by  the  Guards,  2  e.  l-  King 
Argus  beckons  on   his  crew  from  his  barge 
alongside. 
This  floating  tea  chest,  as  your  prize,  lads,  seize, 
Make  her  a  jolly-boat,  which  way  you  please. 

[Exit  2  k.  L. 

ttRAND    \AVAL    QUAnRIIiliE. 

END  OF  FIRST  ACT. 
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ACT  II.— SCENE  I. 
All-right  Bay  and  Point  To-come-in. 

Enter  Fairy  Faithful — She  waves  her  wand. 

Come  fairy  sisters,  ere  the  day  star  fade, 
Take  one  more  turn  on  this  marine  parade. 
To  the  sea  airs  that  murmur  waltzes  slow, 
Or  brisker  gales  that  Polkas  play,  as  though 
The  brass  band  of  the  Lancers  quartered  nigh, 
Poured  forth  its  strains  upon  the  pier  hard  by. 
I  go  to  fetch  my  favorite  Ocean  swell, 
To  dance  one  measure  with  his  diving  belle. 

[Exit. 
{Fairies  appear.     Dance  to  a  fine,  sea  air.    Re- 
enter Fairy    Faithful  and  >mart  Breeze. 
Pas  de  Deux  Fantastique.    Exeunt  Fairies. 

Enter  from  Hut  (r.)  O'Dont-know-who. 

CPDo.     I'll  be  obliged  to  give  my  valy  warning. 

There  have  I  been  two  hours  this  blessed  morning, 
Bawling  and  swearing,  and  enough  to  make  me, 
Because  that  villain  wouldn't  come  and  wake  me. 
And  who's  my  "  Valy?"     Faith,  you  may  ask  that. 
I  keep  no  man  alive,  except  the  cat, 
And  he  died  yesterday  for  want  of  meat ; 
That's  fish  of  course— there's  nothing  else  to  eat 
Upon  this  coast — and  though  I  coax  'em  daily. 
They  wont  fork  out,  they're  so  uncommon  scaly. 
I  can  scarce  keep  a  soul  in  my  old  body; 
Oh,  to  leave  London  wasn't  I  a  noddy  ? 
There,  as  a  waterman,  I'd  lots  to  eat, 
For  'twas  at  a  cab  stand  in  Conduit  Street. 
And  talk  of  fish!   I'd  like  to  see  the  coves 
That  wouldn't  be  content  with  Mr.  Groves. 

AIR —  The  Groves  of  Blarney. 

At  Groves's  in  Rond  Street,  they  are  so  charming, 

Fresh  taken  out  of  the  purling  brooks; 

There's  Trout  and  Salmon,  a  playing  back  gammon, 

Upon  the  counter  so  clean  that  looks. 

Near  there  the  lover  of  Snipe  or  Plover, 

May  suit  himself  also  to  a  hare. 

Beside  the  pheasant,  and  the  partridge  pleasant, 

All  hanging  up  in  the  open  air. 
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There's  Venison  gracing  that  noble  place  in, 

With  Cod  and  Turbot,  and  sometimes  Chub  ; 

And  Oysters  that  is  so  good  for  patties, 

And  the  comely  Eel  in  the  water  tub. 

The  sweet  Thames  Flounder  with  Lobsters  round  her, 

Alive  and  frisky  you'll  see  so  fine. 

Oh,  more's  the  pity,  I've  left  that  city, 

To  set  up  here  in  the  fishing  line. 

But  sorra  a  tear  I'll  shed ;  grief's  unavailing, 
Leave  those  to  blubber  who  are  fond  of  whaling. 
I  won't  lose  caste  by  fearing  "ortune's  frown, 
Something  may  cast  up,  if  I'm  not  cast  down. 

[Dog  hotels  witJtout. 

What's  that7     It  surely  was  a  howl  at  sea, 

Some  dog-fish  net  with  a  catastrophe.  [Bark. 

And  there's  a  bark. 

The  Princeess  Rosetta  and  Fretillon  appear,  floating 

in  I  he  distance,  r. 

And  something  like  the  sort  o'  bed 
That  Dr.  Arnott  calls  a  water  bed. — 
Murder,  alive!     There's  some  one  alive  on  it! 
A  woman,  by  the  Powers — without  a  bonnet ! 
And  some  queer  looking  cur  as  green  as  Erin 
That  howls  worse  than  ten  Paddies  at  a  berrin  ! 
Faith  then  an  Irishman  was  never  known 
On  land  or  sea  to  let  a  girl  alone. 
When  she's  in  trouble  too — w here's  my  boat  hook, 
I'll  get  her  safe  ashore  by  hook  or  crook. 
And  spite  of  all  that  surly  puppy's  snarling 
Kescue  the  darling — like  a  male  Grace  Darling! 

[Takes  a  boat  hook  from  hut, and  wading  into  the 
water  (l.  v.  e.)  catches  the  couch  as  it  ap- 
proaches the  shore,  and  drags  it  on  to  iheb,  a  h. 

Come  out  of  that  entirely  ! 

Rob.  Noble  stranger! 

\\  ho  to  our  rescue  rushed — despising  danger — 
Accept  the  warmest  thanks  can  emanate 
From  a  damp  damsel  in  a  famished  state, 
And  swell  the  gratitude  already  due 
By  ordering  breakfast  instantly — for  two. 

O'Do.   3reakfast  for  two  ! — faith,  I'd  be  glad  10  sf  e 
Breakfast  for  one — 'twould  suit  me  t©  a  T. 
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Ros.      You  hesitate — you  guess  my  rank — and  fear 
That  I  may  look  for  delicacies  here  ; 
But  I  assure  you,  no.     The  plainest  thing — 
Of  a  roast  chicken,  just  the  liver  wing — 
A  patii  de/oie  gras — or,  if  you  please, 
A  cutlet,  simply  dressed,  a  la  soubise — 
With  chocolate  and  tea — or  one,  or  both, 
I'm  not  particular — 

O'Do.  I'll  take  my  oath 

You're  not— no  more  am  I — so  pray  walk  in — 
[Aside]  There's  nothing  of  the  cat  left  but  the  skin. 
And,  faith,  'twill  take  a  deal  of  artful  dodging 
To  find  a  bit  of  board  about  the  lodging. 

Ros.      Come,  Fretillon,  my  faithful  friend  canine, 

You  need  but  meat — you  furnish  your  own  whine, 

O'Do.  Walk  in,  and  taVe — all  I've  to  give — a  seat, 
While  I  go  fish  for  something  you  can  eat. 

Ros.       Fish  for  it !    Have  you  nothing  in  your  cuDboarsh  ? 

0' Do.  No,  faith!  they're  all  as  bare  as  Mother  Hubbard's  ! 

Ros.      Then  my  poor  dog,  who  begs  but  for  a  bone, 
Like  that  respected  lady's,  will  have  none. 

O'Do    It  is  too  true  an  evil— gone  the  meat  is. 

And  here  I  live  on  point — without  potatoes! 

Ros.      O  Fate!  on  what  inhospitable  shore 
Have  we  been  cast ! 

O'Do.  Peacock  ia — 

Ros.  Hah  !     Once  more 

For  pity's  sake  kind  friend,  repeat  that  name  ! 

O'Do.  Peacockia ! 

Rot.  Where  King  Argus  reigns  ? 

O'Do.  The  same! 

Ron.      Mysterious  destiny!     Do  you  speak  true? 

O'Do.  I'm  under  the  impression  that  I  do! 

Ros,      Then  know  before  vou  stands  your  Queen  elect. 

O'Do.  [^l.side.]  Poor  soul! — a  little  crazy,  I  expect. 

Ros-      How  far  is't  to  the  Palace  ? 

O'Uo.  Scarce  a  league — 

Ros.     Too  far  for  one  just  sinking  with  fatigue. 

Bui  you,  dear  dog,  whom  Nature  has  provided 
With  two  more  legs  than  she  to  me  confided, 
Run  to  the  royal  kitchen,  and  thence  bring 
The  daintiest  dish  they'd  set  before  the  king. 

O'Do.  She  must  be  crazy— stop! — I  tell  you  what, 
Don't  send  him — if  you  do — you'd  better  not. 
[aside]  I'll  humour  her!  [Aloud]  His  Majesty,  at 

present, 
Is  pleased  to  be  uncommonly  unpleasant — 
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There's  something  sticking  in  his  jocular  vein, 

Which,  in  his  temper,  gives  him  a  bad  pain. 

And  joking,  when  a  man  is  not  the  least  for  it — 

To  lose  his  dinner,  don't  improve  his  taste  for  it. 
Bos.     Why  what  has  fallen  out? 
O'Do.  Himself,  with  two 

Young  chaps  now  fast  in  jail. 
RnS.  What  did  they  do? 

O'Do.  They  tried  to  do  the  king — about  a  wife  ; 

And  soon  in  turn — they'll  each  be  tried  for  life! 
Ros      About  a  wife — two  youths— in  prison,  oh! 

They  are  my  brothers,  sir! 
O'Do.  You  don't  say  so. 

Ros.     Dear  Fretillon,  run —  do  as  you  are  bid; 

Take  in  your  mouth  that  basket  [pointi?ig  to  one  ut 
the  door  of  the  hut,  r.]  with  a  lid; 

Fill  it  with  all  the  best  things  you  can  find — 

Fish,  flesh  and  fowl — "  leave  not  a  wreck  behind." 

Quick  go — and  quick  return. 
O'Do.  He'll  make  nought  of  it — 

There  may  be  quick  return — but  little  profit. 
Ros-     If  there  be  not,  I'll  give  you  leave  to  >ay, 

That  I'm  no  prophet,     ilie,  good  dog !     Away  ! 

AIR — Clar  the  Kitchen. 

Rosetta. 
This  basket,  tuck  it  underneath  your  nose, 
And  away  to  the  kitchen  as  I  propose; 
And  out  of  that  be  sure  you  bring, 
Of  every  dish  the  nicest  thing. 
Clar  the  kitchen — roast  meat — boiled  meat, 
Bold  Fretillon  never  tire  !  [Exeunt. 

SCENE    II. 

Plume  Chamber  in  the  Palace  of 
King  Argus. 

Enter  Ring  Argus,  l. 

AIR. — //  segreto. 

Argus. 

I'm  no  longer  in  mood  amoroso, 

1  am  growing  I  feel  furioso! 
My  patience  is  diminuendo, 

My  choler  becoming  crescendo, 
I  have  taken  things  much  too  calmato, 

fetorzato  'tis  time  to  essay. 
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When  affairs  become  thus  agitato 
Con  spirito — Monarchs  must  play  ; 

Or  thev  shortly  may  be  obligato,  M 
To  cut,  precipitato,  away! 

Enter  Page,  l. 

Arg.     How  now,  what's  up?     You  look  quite  pale  and 

sickly. 
Page.  Sire,  the  head  cook  demands  an  audience,  quickly. 
Arg.    The  head  cook  !     Then  the  matters  grave,  or  gravy. 
I'll  see  him  straight — admit  the  slave,  or  slavy. 

{Exit  Page. 
Although  sometimes  denied  great  princes  to, 
I  always  see  my  cook — a  cordon  bleu  ! 

Enter  Sotez  Traj\tquixle. 

Arg.    Now  Monsieur  Chef,  the  matter? 

Soy.  {Kneeling]  O,  mon  roi ! 

As  de  girl  sing — "Grace — Grace  pour  moi!" 

Arg.    Grace!— you  mean  grease  I  fancy,  but  enough. 
Come,  cleanse  your  bosom  of  this  kitchen  stuff. 
What  have  you  done? — the  roast  to  rags,  or  boiled 
The  fish  too  much,  or  the  ice-pudding  spoiled, 
That  thus  for  pardon  at  our  feet  you  kneel  ? 
Speak,  we  are  merciful — Soyez  Tranquille. 

Soy.      Mille  fois  pardon,  encore,  most  gracious  king. 
I  am  artiste,  I  never  spoil  noting, 
As  cook,  my  gloire,  my  honeur  is  sans  tache ! 
Je  suis  Francois,  I  could  not  be  so  lache 
To  live  if  I  should  spoil  von  bagatelle ; 
I  fall  on  my  couteau  a-la  Vatel ! 

Ar<r.    Then  what  has  happened  ? 

Soy.  Majeste,  I  freeze 

I  am  frappe,  de  glace  sire,  if  you  please, 
Vid  terreur  and  despair  ! — as  Shakespere 
Make  say  de  Scocheman,  *'  Let  not  your  ear 
Despise  my  tongue  for  ever— dat  shall  fill  him 
Vid  de  forced  meat  of  grief— enough  to  kill  him.'' 
Un  grand  malheur  ! — 

Arg.  So  much  distress  at  it ! — 

As  t'other  Scotchman  answers — "  Humph  !  I  guess 

at  it." 
The  Dodo!     That  rare  bird — so  fine,  and  fat — 
Stolen — and,  you'll  no  doubt  say,  by  the  cat. 

Soy.      No,  sire  ;  not  by  de  cat — but  by  de  dog  ! 

Arg.    The  dog! — the  turnspit! — Speak  out,  you  French 
frog! 
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Sot/.     No,  sire;  no  turn  de  spit  about  de  court — 
A  stranger  dog  dat  came  in  by  de  pone, 
And  ven  my  dos  is  to  de  Dodo — Tien  ! 
He  run  avay  vid  him! — 0  sacre  Chien  ! — 

Arg.     What  all  my  Dodo!     All  my  precious  chicken! 

Soy.     All — every  bit  of  him  ! 

Ara-.  How 'scaped  be  sticking? 

Soy.    Sire  !  I  stick  at  him — ver  mocbe — but  it  seem 
He  cut  his  stick,  before  my  stick  cut  him. 

Arg.     Alive  into  the  oven  be  he  hurled  ! 

There's  not  another  Dodo  in  the  world  ! 

The  race  is  quite  extinct — this  was  the  last ! 

A  present  to  my  future  from  the  past, 

And  I  had  ordered  it  myself — vile  sinner! 

In  hopes  she  might  have  come  in  time  for  dinner. 

Re-enter  Page. 
Page.  Sire !  all  the  household  is  in  agitation  ! 

Dairy  and  kitchen  maids  in  consternation  ! 
Cries  of  "  stop  thief,"  the  welkin  rend  in  vain  ! 
Soy.     By  gar !  Dat  Monsieur  Dog's  son  come  again  ! 
Arg.     Ho  !  Treachery — let  all  the  doors  be  locked! 

By  a  vile  tnongerel  shall  we  thus  be  mocked  ! — 
When  not  a  joint  is  left  a  King  to  feed, 
The  times  are  sadly  out  of  joint  indeed  ! 
Fetch  me  my  blunderbuss — cram  it  with  slugs — 

[Exit  Page. 
We'll  be  pugnacious  since  defied  by  pugs. 
And    you,   to   arms! — Spits,    skewers,    choppers 

seizing ! 
Pursue  with  the  wbole  Batterie  de  Cuisine! 

[Exeunt 
SCENE  III. 
The  Royal  Kitchen. 
Enter   King   Argus,  i.e.  Soyfz  and  Cooks,  R.,  Courtiers 

and  Six  Guards,  l.  1  and  2  e. 
Soy    \_Entering.]  Decoquindog?  He  no  whereto  be  found! 
Jirg.    Sei'd  out  more  scouts  and  skir  the  country  round! 
Has  any  one  proclaimed  that  lots  o(  tin 
Shall  be  his  lot  who  brings  the  traitor  in  ? 
Page.  Such  proclamation  has  been  made,  my  liege. 
Arg-     Declare  the  city  in  a  state  of  siege, 
If  any  dog  about  the  streets  is  seen, 
Seize  him — particularly  if  he's  green! 
Soy.      Ah,  majesife,  lend  me  youi  royal  ear ! 
Dis  dog, he  not  so  green  as  he  appear! 
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He  take  de  hint  from  all  dis  grand  parade ! 
We  must  lay  wait  for  him  en  ambuscade ! 
"  First  catch  your  dog,"  so  Madame  Glass  you  tell, 
And  den  you  dish — 
Arg.  Plato  thou  reasonest  well! 

Cooks, courtiers,  countrymen,like  good  JackHorners 
Go  hide  yourselves  in  all  the  chimney  corners, 
And  there  lie  dark  till  you  hear  me  cry  "  bo  !" 
We'll  soon  see  if 'tis  to  a  goose,  or  no. 
•Soy.     Jurons  !  We  swear  as  in  Les  Huguenots  ! 

[They  groupe  themselves  as  in  the  Opera.     A 
Scullion  advances  with  a  basket  of  rolling  pins. 
•King  Argus  and  Chorus. 
Blessing  of  the  Rolling  Pins. —  ("Huguenots.) 

Vengeance!  we'll  pour  on  him  like  hail! 

Vengeance!  sudden  and  appalling, 

Upon  the  cur  be  falling, 

Our  grub  who  would  curtail ! 
King  Argus. 

Sworn  to  defend  our  luncheons, 

On  you  these  trusty  truncheons, 

As  special  favors  I  bestow. 
Chorus. 

All  are  bound  by  this  new  tie! 

Yes!  all — will  do  their  duty. 

We  can  thus,  our  authority  show, 

With  a  word — and  a  blow  ! 

But  silence  we  must  keep! 

In  whispers  only  speaking. 

Into  your  corners  creep, 

The  foe  will  soon  come  sneaking, 

Revenge  upon  him  wreaking. 

For  your  cook!     For  your  king! 

If  we  can  catch  the  traitor, 

The  daring  devastator, 

Like  a  dog,  in  a  string,  he  shall  swing ! 

Hush,  and  hide, — 

Softly  glide, 

In  whispers  only  speaking, 

Let  not  a  shoe  be  creaking, 

Till  out  we  rusn. 
[Very  loud]  Silence!  Hush! 

Boys — make  no  noise  ! 

[They  all  hide.    Soft  Music.    "  Clear  the  kitchen-" 
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Enter  Fretillon,  with  Ms  basket,  l.     He  looks  cautiously 
about,  then  approaching  a  spit,  or  stew  pan,  c.,  convey i 
the  meat  into  the  banket,  and  is  making  off,  when  the 
King  cries  ''  Bo!"     All  rush  out.     The  lid  of  a  sauce- 
pan rises  over  fire  place,  and  Fairy  Faithful  appears. 

Arg.     Ready!  Present! — 

Fai,  Miss  !— 

Arg.  Fire!— 

[All  the  musquets  miss  fire  accordingly — and 
Fretillon  avoiding  the  blows  of  the  other 
weapons,  escapes,  l. 

Ratted  ! — odzooks ! — 
A  blunderbuss,  indeed  !  — 

Fai.  "  Too  many  cooks !"     [Fairy  disappears. 

Ar<r      Oh,  there  is  more  in  this  than  meets  the  eye — 
Pursue  him  instantly  with  hue  and  cry  ! 
Take  him  alive!  and  fasten  to  his  tail 
A  kettle — then  let  him  give  you  leg  bail — 
But  dog  his  heels,  and  where  he  takes  up  shelter, 
There  take  up  him  and  all — run,  helter  skelter. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  .IV 

Interior  of  Hut. 

Enter   O'Dont-know-who,   drawing  a   table  after  him, 
with  various  dishes  on  it- 

Sure  that  green  dog's  a  grey  hound  out  of  place, 
He'd  be  the  best  horse  in  a  steeple  chase ! 
He's  won  two  races  in  a  brace  of  shakes, 
And  from  the  King's  Plate  carried  off  the  steaks  ! 
And  now  the  third  course  he's  just  walking  over! 
Faith  while  this  lasts  we'll  live  like  cows  in  clover. 
He's  done  the  King  out  of  his  dainty  dishes ! 
Left  for  the  Minister  no  loaves  and  fiShes  ! 
And  that  the  servants  mightn't  work  the  harder. 
He's  scoured  the  kitchen,  and  clean'd  out  the  larder. 
The  mistress  has  laid  down  to  take  a  snooze, 
While  she  sleeps  lean  eat  just  wlut  I  choose — 
I  haven't  had  so  good  a  chance  for  ages  1 
What's  this — an  apple  tart  made  of  green  gages  ! 
And  here's  a  kickshww  I  ne'ei  saw  before, 
It  must  have  come  from  Savory  and  Moore! 
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Enter  Fly  through  nindom,  l.  f. 

Fly.     Delicious!  Caught  the  odour  passing  by, 

And  just  flew  in — 
O'Do.  Your  sarvant,  Mr.  Fly. 

Sure  its  some  time  since  you  were  the  last  comer 
Fly.     I  went  out  fly-fishing  with  you  last  summer. 
(J1  Do.  Fly-fishing:! — Faith,  of  you  that's  mighty  fine 

You  wouldn't  let  me  get  you  in  a  line 
Fly.     No,  to  be  sure — I  only  went  to  look  on, 

And  wasn't  in  the  least  inclin'd  to  hook  on  ! 

1  think  the  better  boat's  a  butter  boat — 

But,  apropos,  of  fishing — what's  a-float  1 
O'Do.  A-float ! 
Fly.  What  news  ?     I  have  just  returned  ;  and  I 

Am  as  you  know  a  very  curious  fly. 
O'Do.  You  may  say  that— well,  then,  1  give  you  warning, 

Something  uncommon  was  afloat  this  morning  ! 
Fly.     Indeed  ?  What  like  ? 
O'Do.  A  damsel  and  a  dog — 

Two  most  illustrious  strangers — 
Fly.  What,  in-cog.1 

O  Do.  In-cog !  No,  faith,  in  bed — at  least,  a  top  o'  one  ! 
Fly.    Alas! 
O'Do.  A  lass!     Yes,  and  a  mighty  proper  one  ! 

Thrown  overboard  by  an  outlandish  skipper, 

Who  in  the  ocean  had  the  heart  to  dip  her! 
Fly.     What  colour  was  the  dos  ? 
O'Do.  Green  as  a  lizzard ! 

Fly     'Tis  she  ! — Princess  Rosetta! 
O'Do.  You're  a  wizard  ! 

For  that's  exactly  what  she  said  herself! 
Fly.     Why  then  your  fortune's  made,  you  lucky  elf! 

Haste  to  the  King,  who  mourns,  perhaps,  her  Joss. 

You'll  be    made    Knight   Companion — or   Grand 
Cross — 
0  Do.  Faith,  night  or  day  companion,  I  don't  care 

If  I  get  cash  enough  and  some  to  spare. 
Fly.     You'll  prove,  no  doubt,  in  either  case,  a  jolly  one. 

Enter  Poo-lee-ha-lee.     l. 

0  Do.   What  chap  is  this  ? 

Poo.  A  very  melancholy  one  ! 

Fly.     The  Captain!  or  his  ghost!  Ombre  Chinoise  ! 

Ope,  if  you  can,  your  Chinese  lantern  jaws! 

And  in  your  waylay  why  you  hither  wend  it? 
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(J Do.  If  he  speaks  broken  China  who's  to  mend  it  ? 

Poo.     I  am  a  chap — chap  fallen — with  Fortune  out, 

Whcse  conscience  hanging  his  heart's  neck  about, 

Like  Gobbo  junior's — would  the  owner  strangle 

Jf  at  the  yard-arm  he'd  no  right  to  dangle. 

For  a  policeman  vainly  did  I  look 

To  take  me  up — so  up  myself  I  took — 

And  if  you'll  have  the  kindness  to  commit  me, 

They'll  find,  no  doubt,  a  halter,  that  will  fit  rue. 

Fly.     Haven't  we  met  before  ? 

Poo.  The  talking  flyman  ! 

Who  drove  a  bargain  with  me — 

Fly.  Hark  ye,  my  man. 

Where  is  Princess  Rosetta  ? 

Poo.  Peace,  tormentor ! 

She's  gone  to  Davy  Jones — 'twas  I  that  sent  her! 

O'Do.  'Faith,  of  his  locker  then  she  found  the  key — 

Enter  Rosetta. 

Poo.     Alive  !  as  I'm  alive!     Oh,  that  deep  sea! 
It  can  cast  up  as  cleverly  as  Cocker. 

Dog  jumps  in  at  window,  u,witA  Saucepan  to  his  tail.     A 
loud  knock  is  heard. 

ODo.  Thunder  and  turf  !  Let  go  my  street  door  knocker! 

Enter  Sotez,  Cooks  and  Courtiers  rcith  a  rope. 

Cook.    In  de  King's  name,  you  are  my  prisioners  dere ! 

Bind  dem,  two,  tree,  four,  five— both  all  togeder. 

KIR— Vive  le  Roi. 

Chorus. 
Swearing  death  to  traitor  slave! 
Fly  we  catch!     Dog  we  draw! 
Soon  the  King  shall  beat  the  knave, 
Vive  le  Roi !    Vive  le  Roi! 

O'DONT-KNOW-WHO. 

What's  the  row  ? 

Rosetta. 

What  have  we  done, 
That  we  thus  are  done  to? 

POO-LEE-HA  -LEE. 

To  be  hang'd  I  go  for  one. 
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May-Fly. 
Pll  be  hang'd  if  I  do ! 

SOYEZ. 

You  have  all  rob-a  de  King, 
Like  de  Scotch  Itob-a-Roy. 
As  Duprez,  in  "Tell,"  lie  sing, 
"  Suivez  moi !  Suivez  moi!" 

Chorus. 
Swearing  death,  &c. 

[They  bind  Rosetta,  Poo-lee  ha -lee,  O'Dont- 
know-who,  Fly,  and  Doa  all  in  one  line 
during  this  chorus,  and  at  i  e  termination  of 
it  drag  them  out  prisoners,  l  h 

SCENE  V. 
A  Prison. 

Enter  Florizel. 

Flo.      Here  in  cold  cell,  as  dark  as  a  coal  cellar, 

Have  1  been  seven  days  and  nights  a  dweller, 

Of  hopes  and  fears  enduring  a  variety. 

Upon  that  tread-mill  of  the  mind — anxiety! 

From  my  dear  brother  too,  half-broken  hearted, 

Upon  the  solitary  system,  parted — 

Up  to  his  neck  almost  in  water  yonder, 

The  boy  they've  left  as  in  a  pond — to  ponder, 

In  such  a  dripping  well  incarcerated, 

Our  bonds  no  doubt  will  soon  be  liquidated. 

Take  warning  from  our  fate  all  ye  whose  humours. 

Lead  ye  to  run  astray  on  simple  rumours, 

For  what  has  brought  this  peril  on  my  head, 

The  idle  tail  a  Peacock  chanced  to  spread. 

AIR — Sister  dear. 

Florizel. 

Sister  dtar,  down  thy  soft  cheek, 
Fast  the  tear  drops  would  be  stealing; 
Coulds't  thou  but  know  how  sad  the  feeling, 
(Although  to  own  it,  may  be  weak) 
Which  makes  the  neck  uncommon  queer 
I've  risked  foi  thee,  my  sister  dear! 
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Sister  dear,  to  act  in  court, 

As  your  solicitor,  I've  ventured, 

And  for  you  an  appearance  enter'd, 

Your  case  determined  to  support — 

B  ;t  vou,  I  fear,  will  not  appear, 

And  they'll  sign  judgment— sister  dear! 

Enter  King  Argus,  admitted  by  Jailor. 

Arg.     Good  evening — Don't  let  me  disturh  you,  pray — 
You  were  Sol-fa-ing,  sir — Sol  fa  away. 

Flo.      Would  I  were  far  away — or  you  were  farther. 

Arg.  [To  Jailor.]  Bolt! — we  have  business — 

[Exit  Jailor. 

Flo.  Sanguinary  ? — 

Arg.  Rather — 

But  in  suspicion — guilt's  a  general  dealer — 
The  pickpocket  thinks  every  pump  a  peeler. 

Flo.     The  hapless  mouse — who  knows  the  cruel  cat — 
Is  on  the  watch — may  surely  smell  a  rat. 
But  wherefore  dost  thou  come?     Is't  for  my  life t 

Arg.     it's  twelve  o'clock — and  I've  not  seen  my  wife — 
That  matchless  beauty — who  may  matchless  be 
For  aught  I  care — since  she's  no  match  for  me. 

Flo.     You  mean  to  say  she's  not  arrived  f 

Arg.  I  do; 

And  therefore  I  have  ordered  chops  for  two. 

DUO— Vien  tutto  oblio. 

Kino  Argus. 

Yes  ;  you  have  "fail'd  in  jour  truth," 

Like  "the  beautiful  maid,''  sir, 

Whom  1  made  up  my  mind  to  "adore*" 

But  whom  now  I  shall  never,  I  shall  never  see  more. 

For  cutting  my  heart  to  the  core. 

The  full  price — the  full  price  must  be  paid,  sir  ; 

Such  vas  the  bargain  we  made,  sir, 

When  you  sold  me  before. 

King  Florizel. 

Here's  a  fine  flourish  forsooth, 
But  an  error  you've  made,  sir; 
Once  at  least  you  must  see  her,  before 
You  can  say  that  you'll  see  her — that  you'll  nee  her  no 
more. 
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For  chops  it  is  easy  t;o  roar, 

But  you'll  find  when  they  come  to  be  weighed,  sir, 
Off  such  prime  oecks  they'll  cost  more 
Than  you  e'er  paid  before.  [Dog  yelps  without. 

Arg.     W  \\-j\  jog  is  making  such  a  dread  ft  1  row  i* 
So  me  new  edition  sure  of  Snarley  Yovv. 

Ente/  SoyezTranquille  [l.]  and  Guards,  with  Frt-.ttl- 

LON,    POO-LEE-UA-LEE,    O'DoKT-  KKOW-WIIO,    FlY, 

and  Rosetta  prisoners. 

Soy.     Victoire!     Ah!    Majeste  !     See  in  your  power 
De  ddg  dat  did  de  Dodo  dare  devour! 
Vid  two  tree  eoquins  more — and — ecoutez — 
Von  pretty  girl — ah ! —  Gentille  a  croquer ! 
Among  de  rest,  I  instamly  detect  her, 
Beautiful  Sire,  ah,  sweeter  dan  my  nectar. 
Avancez,  Miss  !  [Rosetta  comes  forward. 

Arg.  O  Heavens 

Flo  What  do  I  see? 

You  ! 

Ros.  1 — myself — 

Arg.  Then  she  herself  is — 

Ros.  Me ! 

Arg.     Rosetta! 

Flo.  Sister! 

Ros.  Brother!  [Embrace.—  To  Argus.]  Husband 

Arg.  Wife! 

Transported  I  deserve  to  be  for  life! 
And  so  I  am — if  you  for  life  are  mine  ! 
"  To  err  is  human — to  forgive  divine!" 

Ros.      Forgive  my  favorite  then — who  prigged  your  prog — 
You  know  the  proverb — ''Love  me — love  my  dog! 

Arg.     With  all  my  heart — I'll  a  new  order  found 

Of  merit — I'll  have  Knights  of  the  Green  Hound, 
Dogs  collars  they  shall  wear,  and  a  dog's  star 
And  this  your  favorite  shall  be  Registrar! 

Ros      Pardon  beside,  this  Tom  Tug  of  a  Tartar, 

Who  was  too  drunk  to  know  what  he  was  arter. 

Am.     What  was  his  crime  ? — for  of  it  I've  no  notion — 

Pco.     Don't  mention  it — a  mere  drop  in  the  ocean  ! 

0' Do.  I  hope,  for  nothing,  sir.  you'll  pardon  me  ! 

Fly.  And  I'm  as  innocent  as  fly  can  be! 

Soy-     Me  too— so  I — Oh,  soyez  charitable? 

/re-     Heaven  sends  us  meat— but  who  sends  cooks  ? 

Sol  D'abk 
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Ara.     We  here  proclaim  a  general  amnesty  ! 
Fly       That's  a  good  General! 
Poo.  Generally — 

Flo.  [To  Rosetta.]  By  whose   direction   found  you  out 
this  place? 

Fairy  Faithful  appears. 

Fai.      By  mine  ! — The  friend  of  all  her  royal  race. 
Never  was  good  Princess  in  Elfin  story, 
But  to  protect  her  was  the  good  Fay's  glory ! 

Fairy  Fickle  appears. 

You  come  too  late  for  mischief.  Fairy  Fickle! 
Fickle  What  is  there  no  catastrophe  to  tickle  1 

Not  e"en  the  author's  ! 
Arg.  '  Not  if  I  prevail — 

He  points  the  moral — I  adorn  the  tale — 

Behold  the  end  on't! 

Scene  changes  to 

Grrand  Spread  and  Fairy  Festive  Hall. 

Say  that  we  succeed — 
And  make  us  all  as  Peacocks  proud  indeed. 

[Grand  Tableaux  of  Fairies,  with  Oberon  and 
Titania. 

FINALE.— There's  a  Good  Time  Coming. 

Florizel. 

Here's  a  gay  time  coming,  friends, 
A  gay  time  coming  ; 
Oberon  Irom  Fairy  land, 
Flies  for  re'uge  to  die  Strand, 
With  his  Elf  Queen  coming! 
Loii.'  he  ruled  it  o'er  the  brain. 
Till  Science  proved  the  stronger — 
Let  him  then  in  fancy  rei^n 
Here  a  little  longer. 

Cuonos. 

Here's  a  gay  time  coming,  friends,  S>c. 
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Argus. 

Hese's  a  gay  time  coming,  friends, 

A  gay  time  coming, 

Christmas  comes  but  once  a  year, 

Every  evening,  therefore,  here, 

In  crowds  be  coming! 

Since,  to-nigbt,  you've  mustered  strong. 

Muster  each  night  stronger — 

■'  The  Golden  Branch"  ran  very  long — 

Make  this — run  a  little  longer. 

Chorus. 
Here's  a  gay  time  coming,  friends,  &c. 
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ACT  I.— SCENE  I. 


Grand  Ball  Room  in  the  Palace  of  the  King  and 
Queen  of  Pharitale. 

The  King,  Queen,  Princess  Bellotta,  Prince 
Prettiphello,  Count  Merecho  and  Court  Enter, 
3  e.,  l.  h. — after  Dance,  grand  Flourish. 

King.  Was  ever  King  so  full  of  joy  as  we  ? 

Queen.  Was  ever  Queen  so  blest  as  happy  me  ? 

Pri.  Had  ever  Prince  a  bride  so  wond'rous  fair  ? 

Bel.  Had  ever  Princess  spouse  so  debonair  ? 

Cou.  Your  loyal  subjects  being  asked  if  ever, 

Unanimously  answer — no,  they  never ! 

King.  Such  unanimity  is  quite  enchanting  ! 

Queen.  What,  to  complete  our  happiness  is  wanting  ? 

Enter  Usher,  e.  l.  h.  [announcing] 
Ush.        The  Princess  Laidronetta ! 
King.  How ! 

Queen.  Who  ? 

Bel.  What? 

King.      Ye  gods !  our  other  daughter,  is  she  not  ? 
Queen.     Too  true,  of  sweet  Bellotta,  the  twin-sister ! 
Pri.  How  was  it,  that  till  now  you  never  missed  her  ? 

King,  [c]  Absent  so  long— residing  at  a  distance, 

Pd  really  quite  forgotten  her  existence. 
Queen.     And  so  had  I! 
Bel  And  I! 

Cou.  And  I  completely  ! 

King.       She's  heard  about  the  wedding,   and  discreetly 

Sends,  as  befits  her,  to  congratulate. 
Usher,  [l.h.]  Her  lloyal  Highness,  sire,  is  at  the  gate  : 
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King. 

Queen. 

Bel. 

Cou. 

King. 

Queen. 

King. 


Pri. 

King. 

Usher. 

King. 

Bel. 

Queen. 

King. 

Queen. 
Bel. 

King. 

Pri. 


Queen. 

King. 

Queen. 

King. 
Pri. 

King. 


Pri. 

King. 


Pri. 

King 

Queen. 

Pri. 

King. 


At  the  gate ! 
[r.c]  What  gate  ? 

Our  gate  ? 

That  gate  ? 
Zounds ! 
Shall  we  admit  her  ? 

Not  for  fifty  pounds  ! 
Was  she  not  packed  off,  'ere  she  was  thirteen, 
Because  she  was  too  ugly  to  be  seen  ? 
She  may'nt  be  now,  although  she  was  before  so, 
Humph !     What  say  you  1  [To  Ushek.] 

My  liege,  she's  rather  more  so ! 
You  hear !  she'd  scare  us  all  out  of  our  senses, 
I  wouldn't  answer  for  the  consequences ! 
She's  very  amiable,  or  used  to  be, 
Well,  let  her  shew  her  amiability — 
By  taking  herself  off,  without  delay  ! 
Give  her  our  love,  and  beg  she'll  go  away. 
I  couldn't  bear  to  see  her,  that  I  couldn't! 
I'd  see  her  further  first,  and  then  I  wouldn't. 

[Eiit  Usher,  2  d.  l.  h. 

And  I  should  be  inclined  to  doubt  my  sight, 
For  how  could  child  of  yours  be  such  a  fright  ? 

[To  Queen. 
She  was  so  like  her  father ! 

Madam  ! 

'Ere, 
The  fairy  changed  her  ! 

That's  another  affair ! 
My  curiosity,  your  language  stirs, 
I  doat  on  fairy  stories — tell  me  her's  ; 
The  task  is  painful,  as  you  may  suppose, 
But  at  your  highness's  request,  here  goes  ! 
Once  on  a  time — 

Of  course  it  so  begins, 
Our  royal  spouse  presented  lis  with  twins  ; 
Two  beauteous  girls,  their  mother  quite  delighted 
A  dozen  fairies  instantly  invited  ! 
To  give  the  little  darlings  all  the  graces, 
According  to  the  custom,  in  such  cas^s 
But  when  the  day  arrived — 

Alack  the  day ! 
I  know  exactly  what  you  are  going  to  say — 
You  had  forgotten  one, 

The  most  cantankerous ! 


Queen. 
King- 
Queen- 
King. 
Queen. 
King. 

Queen. 
King. 


Pri. 

King. 


Bel. 

Pri. 

Bel 

King. 

Bel 

Queen. 


Kini 


Usher. 

Queen. 

Pri. 

King. 


Bel. 


King. 


The  fairy,  Magotiue,  with  malice  rancorous, 
Came  down  the  chimney — 

At  the  fatal  minute 
Flew  to  the  cradle — 

One  sweet  babe  was  in  it ! 
And  shrieked  out,  overturning  nurse  and  flunkey 
"  To  mortal  eyes  seem  uglier  than  a  monkey!'' 
The  other  fairies  all  cried  "  shame,  perfidious  !" 
But  all  in  vain,  the  child  appeared  cpiite  hideous. 
While   Magotine  whisked  laughing  thro'   the 

casement, 
Leaving  us  dumb  with  horror  and  amazement ! 
And  could  your  fairy  friends  no  gifts  bestow, 
On  the  poor  victim,  to  console  you  ? 

No! 
They  did  their  best,  kind  creatures,  I  admit, 
One  gave  her  common  sense,  another  wit ; 
Good-nature— love  of  truth — respect  for  duty — 
But  nothing  to  atone  for  want  of  beauty  ! 
To  give  a  princess  only  common  sense  ! 
Wit's  well  enough, 

At  other  folk's  expense ! 
But  then,  good  nature  robs  it  of  its  sting, 
And  love  of  truth's  a  very  dangerous  thing ! 
Duty  is  not  so  bad,  you  will  agree, 

Re-enter  Usher,  1  e.,  l.  h. 

Particularly,  when  'tis  paid  to  me! 
And  apropos  of  duty,  what  reply 
Made  Laidronetta  ? 

But  a  heavy  sigh, 
And  turned  her  from  the  palace  gate  with  speed. 
Alas  !  poor  wench  ! 

That's  dutiful  indeed ! 
Send  her  a  slice  of  cake,  with  wedding  cards, 
And  of  white  penny  ribbon  twenty  yards, 
For  wedding  favours. 

Well  papa,  I  vow, 
It's  her  fault  if  she's  not  well  favour'd  now. 
Blague  on  the  wench,  she's  given  us  all  the 

vapours, 
Let's  dance  them  off!    Play  up  you  cat-gut 
scrapers ! 
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AIR.—"  Drin,  Drin,"  the  Bow  Polka. 

Conie  dance  and  sing — 
Play  up  you  cat-gut  scrapers ! 
Sound  wind  and  string, 
It  don't  much  matter  how, 
Strike  everything  to  which  we  can  cut  capers ! 
Let  the  walls  ring 
With  the  glorious  row  ! 
Din  !  din !  a  thund'ring  din, 
Dancing  the  New  Row  Polka  in  ! 
Din  !  din  !  a  thund'ring  din, 
Is  "  stunning,"  you'll  allow  ! 
[At  the  finish  of  Solo  and  Chorus,  King,  Queen, 
and  Court  polk  off.  1  e.,  l.  h. — when  is  performed 
a  grand  "  Row  Polka"  by  the  Corps  de  Ballet. — 
The  Ball-room  changing  to 

SCENE    II. 

A  Lonely  Tower  on  the  Sea  Shore. 

On  the  l.  h.  3  e.,  a  large  Tree — A  Bank  on  r.  h.  2  e. — 

Enter  Peincess  Laidronetta,  Fidelia,  and  Attendants 
in  travelling  dresses,  3  e.,  l.  h. 

Fid.  [k.h.] 

At  home,  once  more,  and  thank  the  stars  I  say. 
[Attendants  exeunt,  r.  h.  2  e- 

How  fares  your  highness  ?  speak,  dear  madam, 
pray ! 

You  hav'nt  said  a  word  the  whole  way  back, 

But  sighed  as  tho'  your  heart  was  fit  to  crack. 
Lai.  Fidelia !  am  I  really  such  a  fright, 

That  my  own  mother  cannot  bsar  my  sight  ? 
Fid.         Oh !  I've  no  patience,  madam,  with  them  all, 

How  can  they  have  the  impudence  to  call 

Your  highness  ugly ! 
Lai.  Nay,  I  don't  pretend 

To  be  a  beauty, — I  will  not  defend 

The  colour  of  my  hair,  which,  though  to  me, 

It  looks  like  brown — 
Fid.  Is  red,  as  red  can  be ! 

But   what   of  that?    I    think    red   hair   quite 
charming, 
Lai.         Then  I  am  told,  I  have  a  squint — alarming  ! 
Fid.        Alarming  !  stuff,  I  don't  see  the  objection, 


To  having  eyes  which  look  in  each  direction 
At  the  same  time, — such  power  of  observation 
Is  requisite  to  persons  in  your  station. 
Princesses  who  would  know  of  things  the  facts, 
Should  have  an  eye  to  see  behind  their  backs. 

Lai.        Have  I  a  mouth  so  wide,  and  teeth  so  black  ? 
A  bottle  nose — a  hump  upon  my  back  ? 
Ears  like  an  elephant's  ?    It  seems  absurd ! 
But  1  cannot  perceive  them  upon  my  word ! 

Fid.         Madam,  to  speak  the  truth,  I  see  them  all, 
But  stilll  your  highness  cannot  ugly  call ; 
There's  such  a  sweet  expression  in  your  features. 
To  me  you  seem  the  loveliest  of  creatures ! 

Lai  Ah  !     dear  Fidelia,  it  is  your  affection, 

That  makes  you  tolerate  each  imperfection ; 
And  I  admit,  ourselves  we're  prone  to  see 
Not  as  we  are  ;  but  as  we  wish  to  be. 
Therefore,  no  doubt  I'm  hideous — every  other 
Creature  might  fly  from  me,but  my  own  mother! 

Fid.  It's  infamous — she  ought  to  be  ashamed  ! 

Lai.         Alas !  she's  to  be  pitied  more  than  blamed. 
It  was  a  spiteful  fairy  I've  been  told, 
Cast  this  spell  on  me,  scarcely  a  month  old. 

ATR— •«  My  Mother  dear." 

I  heard  it  in  my  childhood, 

That  I  remember  well, 

For  often  in  the  nursery, 

They  Fairy  tales  would  tell. 

As  how  the  wicked  Magotine, 

Had  cast  a  spell  on  me, 

When  I  was  in  my  cradle, 

Or  on  my  nurse's  knee. 

My  nursey  dear — it  turned  quite  queer, 

My  good  old  nursey  dear  ! 

The  fairy  was  offended, 

I  think  I  heard  it  said, 

Because  my  mother  asked  some  other 

Fairy  friend  instead. 

Some  magic  words  she  mumbled, 

That  made  me  plain  to  see, 

In  other's  eyes,  although  I  own 

It's  not  so  plain  to  me  ! 

My  nursey  dear — it  turned  quite  queer, 

My  good  old  nursey  dear  I 
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Your  mother,  my  good  nurse,  it  quite  upset  her, 
Of  that  sad  shock  she  never  got  the  better  ; 
And  but  for  you,  my  foster-sister  kind, 
No  friend  on  earth,  should  I  have  left  behind. 
No  one  to  love  me ! 

[A  large  Serpent  is  seen  coiled  about  a  tree. 

Ser.  Yes,  dear  Princess,  me  ! 

Lai.         Who  spoke?     [Turns.]     Oh!  horrible!  round 
yonder  tree 
A  serpent ! 

Fid.  Fly ! 

Lai.  Fear  roots  me  to  the  spot ! 

Ser.  Sweet  gentle  Laidronetta,  tremble  not. 

Nor  fancy  your's  a  solitary  case, 
Time  was,  when  I  possessed  a  handsome  face ; 
And  may  again,  if  you  compassion  take, 
On  your  devoted,  but  unhappy  snake. 

Fid  Help  !  murder  ! 

Enter  Attendants,  Seepent  disappears. 

Att.  What's  the  matter  ? 

Fid.  Oh!   look  there! 

A  Serpent ! 
Att.  I  can't  see  one  anywhere  ! 

Fid.  Coiled  round  that  tree ! 

Att.  I  hear  the  coil  you  make 

But  cannot  see  the  coil  of  any  snake  ! 
Fid.         As  I  stood  here  I  saw  him  ! 
Att.  Fancy  surely ! 

Fid.  My  lady's  fainted,  and  I'm  very  poorly. 

Hunt  for  the  serpent,  near  us  there  must  be  on  e 

See  it  you  must,  unless  it  be  the  sea  one ! 

[Exeunt  Attendanis,  2  &  3  e.  l.  h. 

Madam  come  to  yourself,  and  with  your  friend. 
Lai.  [Revivin£.~\  Oh,  my  Fidelia,  what  may  this  portend! 

I  never  knew  that  serpents  talked  like  men ! 
Fid.         Men  talk  like  serpents,  madam,  now  and  then . 
With  double  tongues,  to  match  their  double  faces, 

More  venomous  than  serpents  in  some  cases. 
Lai.  What  did  the  horrid  creature  say  ?     My  fears 

Closer  than  cotton  filled  up  both  my  ears. 
Fid.         So  mine  did  mine,  like  mistress,  ma'am,  like 
maid, 

I  never  heard  a  syllable  it  said. 
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T.ai.         Why  then  perhaps  it  never  spoke  at  all ! 

And  yet  methinks  on  me  I  heard  it  call. 
Fid.         Whether  it  did  or  not,  I  can't  refrain 

From  hoping  it  may  never  call  again  ! 

\_A  fancy  boat  appears. 
Lai.         Ah!  What  gay  bark  is  this  that  heaves  in  sight? 
Fid.         A  bark  !     Ugh,  lud !  I  thought  it  was  a  bite ! 
Lai  With  gold  and  colours  all  bedizen'd  o'er, 

Fidelia!     See,  its  running  right  ashore  ! 

[A  splendid  boat  approaches Jariding-p  lace. 

And  nobody  on  board  it ! 
Fid.  Not  a  soul, 

Not  even  a  hand  to  bear  ;i-hand ! 
Lai.  How  droll  [ 

Fid.         So  droll,  it  must  be  what  they  call  a  Funny  ? 
Lai.         Let's  get  into  it ! 
Fid.  Not  for  any  money! 

Lai.  Why  not  ?  The  sea  is  calm,  quite  clear  the  sky ! 

Fid.  It's  not  quite  clear  'twill  be  so  by  and  bye. 

Suppose  a  storm  springs  up  all  in  a  minute. 
Lai  We  can  spring  out  as  quick  as  we  spring  in  it ! 

Fid.  What  in  the  water  ? 

Lai.  No,  upon  the  land  ! 

Fid.         You  can't  suppose  I  wish  to  quit  the  strand ! 
Lai.  I'll  not  pitt  off  to  sea  in  any  weather ! 

Fid.  Put  off  your  purpose,  madam,  altogether. 

In  that  craft  there  is  witchcraft,  I  suspect, 
Lai.  Of  which  I'm  reckless,  so  I  can't  be  wrecked. 

If  you're  afraid,  the  boat  you  needn't  nigh  go  ! 
Fid.         No,  madam !  wheresoever  you  go,  I  go. 
Lai.  Come,  then,  we  go  to  see  the  boat  you  know, 

Not  in  a  boat  to  go  to  sea — ah  !  no! 

Laidronetta  and  Fidelia. 

DUO — "  Love  Launched  a  Fairy  Boat." 
Give  me  a  pleasure  boat, 

On  a  fine  day  up  the  river  : 
But  on  the  Sea  to  float, 

I  the  pleasure  can't  diskiver. 
Though  glorious  gales, 

Might  fill  the  sails, 
Ami  speed  our  transit  merrily, 
I  know  with  me 
The  song  would  be, 

"  Sic  transit  gloria,"  verily. 
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Then,  if  the  sea  grew  dark, 

And  the  waves  all  in  a  lather, 
I  beg  leave  to  remark, 

That  on  shore  I  would  be — rather. 
When  stormy  gales, 
Rend  all  the  sails, 

And  pumps  are  working  wearily, 
I've  always  found, 
To  be  on  ground, 

Was  more  agreeable,  verily. 

Give  me  a  pleasure  boat,  &c. 

[They  enter  the  boat — the  sails  instantly  Jill,  and 
carry  the  boat  out  to  sea.  The  stage  darkens — 
violent  storm — the.  scene  begins  to  move  and 
gradually  changes  to  a  Wild  Rocky  Coast.  The  boat 
is  seen  in  the  distance  tossed  by  the  waves — it  is 
driven  on  a  rock,  strikes,  and  goes  to  pieces. — 
Presently,  the  Serpent  appears  approaching  the 
rocks,  and  returns  bearing  the  insensible  form  of 
Laidronetta.  with  whom  he  reaches  the  shore,  and 
enters  a  cavern. 

Fidelia  appears  among  rocks,  r.  h. 

Fid.  \_Advancing. 

Hung  be  the  heavens  with  black  of  deepest  dye, 
And  one  great  mourning  warehouse  make  the 

sky! 
Comets,  at  whom  the  bumpkin  trembling  gazes, 
Pluck  from  your  fiery  tails  a  bunch  of  blazes, 
And  whip  the  naughty  little  stars  like  winking, 
Who,  in  the  briny  ocean,  caused  our  sinking  ! 
My  mistress  !    my  poor  mistress  !    drown'd,  no 

doubt, 
I  saw  her  by  the  billows  tossed  about — 
Whilst  on  a  reef  of  barren  rock  hard  by, 
They  left  me,  literally,  high  and  dry ! 
No  one,  to  see  my  clothes,  would  have  a  notion, 
That  I've  been  twenty  minutes  in  the  ocean  ! 
I  scarcely  can  persuade  myself  it's  true, 
But  what  the  dickens  am  I  now  to  do  ? 
A  female  Alexander  Selkirk,  thrown 
Out  of  a  situation — left — alone  ; 
Where,  of  a  family,  there's  not  a  trace, 
In  which  a  lady's  maid  could  get  a  place. 


13 

Servant  of  all-work,  to  myself  I'm  bound, 
Where  there's  no  tea  and  sugar  to  be  fonnd. 
No  wages  to  receive,  however  small, 
No  followers,  no  Sunday  out  at  all. 

AIR. — "  In  Quesio  Semphce" 

O  !  cruel  destiny,  how  could  you  do  so ; 

In  single  blessedness  here  I'm  doomed  to  say, 
Worse  off  a  great  deal  than  Robinson  Crusoe. 

He'd  a  iran  Friday,  to  whom  he  could  say, 

Ri,  tod,  fol,  lol  de  rol,  &c. 
Bad  Mr  Boreas  how  could  you  blow  s  v 

Putting  the  pipe  out  ot  Neptune  and  Co  so  ? 
Sending  our  smack  ashore, 
Where  not  a  blackamoor, 

On  his  own  bones  can  a  serenade  play, 
Ri,  tol,  fol,  lol  de  rol,  &c. 

Laidronetta    appears     at    the     entrance    of   the 
cavern,  l  h. 

Lai.  Fidelia ! 

Fid.  Ah  !  my  mistress  !  safe  and  sound  ! 

Oh  1  madam,  are  you  certain  you're  not  drown'd 

Lai.  By  no  means  certain,  in  a  maze  am  I ! 

And  if  not  drown'd  can  only  wonder  why  ! 

Fid.  Believe  you're  not,  gentle  mistress  mine. 

And  I  believe  so  too. 

Lai  Well,  I  incline, 

To  that  opinion.     But  suppose  we  say 
We  are  alive,  how  shall  we  keep  so,  eh  ? 
There's  nothing  grows  upon  this  rocky  shelf, 
And  we  can't  live  upon  the  rock  itself. 

Fid.  'Twould  be  hard  living  I  must  confess. 

Lai.  And  hardly  worth  our  living  for,  I  guess. 

Better  at  once  the  cruel  sea  had  swallowed  us, 
Or    the  Green  Serpent  which   has  hither  fol- 
lowed us. 

Fid.  Hither  !  you  don't  say  so  ! 

Lai.  Into  yon  cave, 

Washed  by   some  friendly  or  unfriendly  wave! 
When  to  myself  I  came,  before  me  lay, 
The  same  Green  Serpent  we  beheld  to-day  ! 
Coiled  in  a  corner  with  its  fiery  eyes, 
Fixed  upon  me,  as  on  its  lawful  prize  ! 

Fid.  Oh  !  horrible  !  and  you  ? 

Lai.  I  f  cream'd  a  scream  ! 

Fid.  Like  Molly  Brown,  and  found 'twas  all  adream 

As  she  did. 
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Lai.  No,  but  off  the  horrid  snake, 

Glided  with  all  the  speed  that  it  could  make. 

Fid..  All  fancy,  dearest  madam,  I  maintain, 

Proceeding  from  the  heat  oppressed  brain. 

I  doubt  our  having  been  upon  the  deep, 

Or  in  it,  only  walking  in  our  sleep, 

And  would'nt  undertake  to  swear,  I  vow, 

That  these  are  rocks  which  frown  around  us  now. 

[The  Scene  changes  to  a  Magnificent    Palace,  om- 
posed  entirely  of  the  precious  metals  and  stones. — 

Why  there !     even   as   I'm  speaking,    ma'am, 
behold ! 

They  change  to  walls  of  silver  and  of  gold  ! 

Gardens  and  fountains  all  with  jewels  bright, 
Lai.  They  must  belong  to  some  Arabian  Knight ! 

Fid.  Have  we  been  wrecked   upon  Tom  Tittler's 

ground  ? 
Lai.  Or  have  we  some  new  California  found  ? 

Or  are  we  still  asleep,  as  sure  you  would  be  ? 
Fid.  At  all  events  don't  scream,  in  case  we  should  be, 

I  would'nt  wake  from  such  a  pleasant  nap ! 
Lai.  We  must  have  fallen  asleep  in  Fortune's  lap ! 

My  fears  are  gone,  my  heart  may  here  at  ease  be! 
Fid.  There's  something  moving.     Mercy   what   can 

these  be  ? 

Enter  a  company  of  Guards,  all  composed  of  Jewels,  ond 
followed  by  a  train  of  Courtiers,  Sec,  of  similar  materials, 
ted  by  Lord  Carbuncle,  l.  h.  2  e. — 

Lord  C.  Hail !  to  the  lovely  Princess,  whom  kind  fate 
Has  brought  at  length  into  this  precious  state  ! 

Lai.  Lovely  !    Your  speech  is  meant,  sure,  in  derision, 

Or  you  enjoy  but  an  imperfect  vision. 
I'm  thought  a  scarecrow  in  my  father's  court. 

Lord  C.  Nay,  madam,  now  you  make  of  us  your  sport, 
Or,  in  your  land  they  are  no  judge  of  beauty, 
To  whose  fair  Queen  we  come  to  pay  our  duty. 

Lai. I        Pray  drop  of  flattery  this  fulsome  tone ! 

Lord  C.    Upon  the  honour  of  a  precious  stone ! 

Fid.         1  hat  should  be  honor  bright ! 

Lord  C.  I  do  not  flatter ! 

Be  witness  for  me  all ! 

Lai.  Well,  well,  no  matter. 
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Venus  or  Gorgon  I  would  fain  be  told ! 

Who  owns  the  gorgeous  palace  we  behold  ? 
Lord  C.   King  Emerald- 

Lai.  And  the  Isle  beneath  his  sway  ? 

Lord  C.    We  call  the  Isle  of  Jewels. 
Fid  Well  you  may ! 

Lai  I  would  be  to  his  majesty  presented, 

Lord  C.  Alas !  At  present  we're  the  bliss  prevented. 

Of  seeing  our  beloved  sovereign's  face. 
Fid.         Is  he  a  jewel  kept  then  in  a  case 

'Neath  lock  and  key  ? 
Lai.  As  sovereign,  I  presume, 

He  now  and  then  must  hold  a  drawing-room '. 
Fid.         At  least  a  levee  ? 

Lai.  Don't  he  take  the  air  ? 

Fid.         Or  go  in  state  to  dine  with  the  Lord  Mayor  ? 
Jmi-  Or  open  Parliament  in  person  ? 

Lord  C.  No ! 

Not  now,  but  very  soon  we  hope  that — 
Lai.  .  Oh! 

He's  absent  on  some  secret  expedition  ? 
Fid.  Or  sick,  or  sulky  ? 

Lord  C.  Ladies,  with  permission, 

We'll  change  the  conversation,  I'm  commanded 

To  thank  you  on  our  coast  for  having  landed. 
Lai.         No  thanks  on  that  account  can  be  our  due. 
Fid.  It  was  the  waves  obliged  us,  not  we  you. 

Lord  C.  Next  to  request  you'll  condescend  to  make 

This  house  your  home,  for  its  poor  master's  sake. 
Fid.  Poor  master  !     Oh,  then,  now  I  see  the  thing. 

This  monarch,   madam,  is  some  Railway  King. 

With  other  people's  gold  who  ran  these  walls  up, 

And  left  whoever  pleased  to  pay  the  calls  up  ! 
Lai.  Could  such  a  company  as  this  deceive  me  ! 

Fid.  They'll  let  you  in  for  all  they  can,  believe  me  ! 

Lai.  You  should  be  all  rich  jewels  that  I  view  ! 

If  you  are  false  ? 
Lord  C.  Then  never  gem  was  true  ! 

Allow  me  to  present  the  Lady  Pearl — 

Lord  Ruby-  Lord  Chief  Baron  Onyx — Earl 

Topaz — Miss  Turquoise— and  Miss  Sapphire — 
two 

Ladies  who  pride  themselves  on  being  blue — 

Miss  Amethyst — Miss  Garnet     Ladies  both 

In  waiting. 
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Fid.  [Aside  ]  For  some  time  I'll  take  my  oath  ? 
Lai-  Ladies  in  waiting !    You've  a  Queen  then  heTe  ? 

Lord  C.   Only  since  your  arrival  madam. 
Lai.  Dear ! 

You  don't  insinuate — 
Lord  C.  Mere  fact  I'm  stating, 

I  leave  my  king  to  be  insinuating.      [Flourish. 

That  nourish  speaks  him  nigh  ! 
£at<  I  thought  you  said 

He  was  not  to  be  seen,  alive  or  dead  ? 
Lord  C   Nor  is  he,  but  unseen,  he'll  gaze  on  you, 

And  enter  into  conversation  too  ! 
Lxi.         With  me!     Where?     When? 
Enter  Slaves  carrying  a  closed  litter,  which  they  place  in 
centre  rf  Stage,  l,h.2e. 

Lord  C.   Now.  from  his  throne  of  amber 

He  has  an  audience,  but  no  presence  chamber. 

In  private  he  your  highness  would  receive, 

And  so  respectfully  we  take  our  leave. 
Lai.         Fidelia  may  remain  ? 
Fid.  She  means  to  do  so. 

Whether  she  may  or  not ! 
Lord  C.  If  ^  please  you  so. 

[Exeunt  all  but  Laidronetta  and  Fidelia,  2  e.  l.  h. 
Lai.         Fidelia,  I'm  getting  rather  nervous  ! 

To  think  the  King  is  there  and  can  observe  us. 

I  suppose  he'll  speak  first  ? 
Fid.  He  ought,  no  doubt. 

Lai.         What  think  you  will  the  King's  speech  be  about' 
Fid.         About  the  same,  ma'am,  that  King's  speeches 
are 

In  general — nothing  in  particular.  [Music. 

Lai.         Hark  !    from  that  symphony,  I  guess  the  King, 

Has  had  it  set  to  music,  and  will  sing 

His  speech : 
Fid.  A  bright  idea  that  I  call, 

For  then  the  words  can't  signify  at  all. 

King  Emerald. 
AIR. — "  Will  you  love  me  then  as  now." 

Do  you  think  that  you  could  love  me, 
Without  knowing  what  I'm  like  ? 

Will  you  undertake  to  wed  me, 
And  a  bargain  blindly  strike  ? 
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May  I  hope  that  you  -will  pardon, 
This  proposal  blunt  and  strange ! 

That  you'll  not  refuse  a  sovereign, 
Nor  that  sovereign  wish  to  change. 

"Will  \ou  marry  me  to-morrow, 
And  if  not,  why  not  ?  and  when  ? 

Will  you  love  then  as  now,  or, 
Will  you  love  me  now  and  then  ? 

Lai.         As  I'm  alive,  a  downright  declaration, 

Fid.         He's  popped  the  question,  without  hesitation! 

Lai.         How  can  I  him  address  ? 

Fid.  Reporters  teach, 

The  address  is  but  the  echo  of  the  speech. 

Lai         But  in  this  case  he  pays  me  his  addresses. 

Kin<*.      Excuse  me,  sweetest  princess,  but  time  presses, 
And  I  can  on  no  ceremony  stand 
Except  the  one  which  gives  to  me,  your  hand. 
If  that  rare  gift  on  me  you  will  bestow, 
The  power  of  Magotine,  our  mutual  foe, 
Expires;  but  if  I  sue  in  vain,  to-morrow 
I  shall  be  doomed  to  seven  more  years  of  sorrow, 
And  you  will  lose  the  only  chance  remaining, 
Of  all  your  charms  in  the  world's  eyes  regaining. 

Lai  Good  gracious !  1  don't  know,  sir,  what  to  say. 

Fid.         She  really  can't  be  hurried  in  this  way  ! 

Lai.         Fancy  I'll  marry  one  I've  never  seen, 

Fid.         Although  an  Emerald,  you  can't  be  so  green. 

Lai.         Prudence  commands  me  look  before  1  leap, 

Fid.         Permit  us  but  to  have  the  slightest  peep ! 

King.      Impossible  !     To  break  the  spell,  I  must 
Be  taken,  for  a  husband  upon  trust. 
If  you've  a  heart  to  lead,  you  win  a  double, 
J£  not,  yau  lose   your  King,   and  mark    but 
trouble ! 

Lai.  I  have  a  heart — you  touch  it  to  the  quick  — 

And  when  in  doubt,  Hoyle  tells  us  win  the  trick 
So  I  am  yours,  but  mind,  on  one  condition, 
That  you  obtain  my  Pa  and  Ma.'s  permission. 
W  ithout  their  sanction,  I  will  never  marry. 

King.  My  Diamond  cutter  the  dispatch  shall  carry, 
And  bring  them  hither  both,  without  delay  ! 
To-morrow,  sweet,   shall  be  our  wedding-day  ! 
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Re-enter  Lord  Carbuncle  and  four  slaves,  who 
Exeunt  wit  It  Litter,  r.  h.  2  e.,  leaving  Fidelia  and 
Laidronetta. 

Lai.         Engaged !  I'm  actually  engaged  I  vow  ! 

Fid.        Well,  you  have  been  and  gone  and  done  it  now 

Lai.         He  flung  himself  upon  my  generosity, 

To  have  refused  would  have  been  an  atrocity  ! 
Fid.  Before  you're  generous  though  you  should  be  just 
Lai.         The  proverb  s  musty,  and  what  must  be  must. 

[Shouts  rsitlwut. 

Re-enter   Lord  Carbuncle,  l.  h.  2  e.,  Attendants, 
Guards,  Sfc. 

What  caused  that  shout  ? 
Ijord  C.  The  news  of  your  election, 

They're  all  enraptured  with  their  King's  selection 

Each  jewel  sparkles  with  excess  of  joy, 

In  our  gold's  happiness  there's  no  alloy. 

Balls,  banquets,  and  all  sorts  of  festal  doings, 

Are  to  commemorate  these  happy  wooings ; 

And,  in  the  first  place,  if  it  wouldn't  bore  you, 

There  is  a  ballet  to  be  relayed  before  you. 

By  some  rare  gems  of  art,  slaves  of  the  King. 
Lai.         The  ballet  by  all  means ! 

Fid.  "  The  play's  the  thing  !" 

Lai  VV^at  is  the  argument — there's  no  offence  in't ! 

Lord  C  I  hope  you'll  find  a  great  deal  of  good  sense  in't. 
Lai.         Sense  in  a  ballet ! 

I^ord  C.  Aye  !  and  moral  too  ! 

Fid.         A  moral  ballet  will  be  something  new  ! 
Lord  C.  It  is  the  tale  of  Cupid  and  of  Psyche, 

And  how  she  paid  for  peeping. 
Lai.  [Starting.}  Eh! 

Fid.  [Aside]  Oh!  crikey  | 

I    take    the  hint — as    Queen,    engaged    this 
morning, 

How  not  to  lose  her  place,  he  gives  her  warning. 
They  take  their  seats,  R.  h. 

BALLET     OF 

CUPID   AND    PSYCHE. 

Venus  appears  upon  her  neglected  altar,  and  invokes 
the  vengeance  of  Cupid  upon  Pysche,  to  whom  the 
Nymphs'  have  transferred  the  homage  due  to  the  Queen 
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of  Beauty.     Cupid  promises  to  destroy  Pj>che,  and  pre- 
pares his  most  deadly  shaft  for  her  destruction.      Psyche 
enters  surrounded  by  the  rVymphs,  who  place  her  on  the 
pedestal  of  Venus,  and  pay  her  the   same  adoration   they 
formerly  paid  to  the  Goddess.     Cupid  advances  to  avenge 
his  mother   but  is   struck   by  the  beauty  of  Psyche,  be- 
comes enamoured  of  her  and  breaks  his    arrow      Ihe 
Nymphs  depart  with  Psyche  in  triumph.     Cupid  sum- 
mons Zephyr,  and    commands  him  to  bear  off  Psyche 
from  her  companions.     He  then  hastens  the  approach  of 
isight — Zephyr   returns,     bearing   Psyche   asleep.     She 
awakes  and  wonders  whither  she  has  been  transported— 
Starts  at  the  whispered  words  of  Cupid — listens  timidly  to 
the  declarations  of  h»s  passion,  and   gradually  acknow- 
ledges the  influence  of  Love.  Tableau,  tlie  well  khowngroup 
of  Cupid  and  Psi/c/te.     Psyche  expresses  a  wish  to  behold 
her  lover,    but  Cupid  intimates  that  it  would   cause  her 
destruction,  and  warns  her  not  to  attempt  it.    He  departs 
and  it  becomes  light.     Ps\  che  deplores  the  absence  of  her 
lover.     Her  sisters  enter,  to  whom  she   narrates  her  ad- 
venture.    'I  hey  question  her  as  to  the  person  who  has  ob- 
tained her  aflection.     She  declares  her  ignorance  of  his 
name  or  features-     They  insinuate  that  he  is  a  monster, 
who  will  devour  her — one  brings  her  a  lamp,  the  other  a 
dagger,  and  counsel  her  to  watch  till  he  sleeps,  and  then 
kill  him.     Night  returns,  and  with  it  Cupid.     Awaiting 
Psyche,    he   reclines  on  a  couch  of  roses,  and  slumber 
steals  upon  him.     Psyche  enlers  cautiously,  shading  the 
lamp  with  her  hand,  she  approaches  the  couch,  and  draws 
her  dagger  to  strike  the  monster.     The    light   reveals  to 
her  the  God  of  Love.     Astonished  and  enraptured,  she 
holds  the  lamp  over  him,  gazing  on  his  features,  when  a 
drop  of  oil  is  supposed  to  fall  on  the  shoulder  of  Cupid, 
and  he  awakes  and  discovers    Psyche  with  a    dagger   in 
her  grasp.     He  upbraids  her  with  the  neglect  of  ids  war- 
ning.    She  implores  his  forgiveness      He  is  obdurate  and 
flies  from  her.    Thunder  and  Lightning.     Psyche  aban- 
doned by  Cupid,  falls  prostrate  in  despair.     Venus  enters 
with  her  repentant   votaries,    and   ascends  her  pedestal. 
The  Nymphs  kneel  awe  stricken  around  her.     Cupid  ap- 
pears deprecating  the  anger  of  Venus,   who  triumphantly 
points  to  the  insensible  form  of  Psyche  — TABLLAU. 

ENjj  ot   HI'. ST  ACT. 
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ACT  II.— SCENE  I. 

Aqua-Marine    or    Sea- Water-Gate  of  the  Palace 

Gardens  in  the  Island  of  Jewels. 

Enter  Laidbonetta,  l.  h. 

AIR. — "  Where  the  Bee  sucks." 
Worth  a  Jew's  eye,  now  am  I, 

On  a  couch  of  Pearls  I  lie, 
Served  by  Gems.     Oh  geinini ! 

Won't  I  make  the  gold  dust  fly, 
'Mongst  the  whole  set,  merrily  ! 

Merrily,  merrily,  shall  I  reign  now, 
Over  the  Jewels  around  me  that  bow. 

[After  the  Song,  exit  Laidronetta,  l.  h. — Arrival 
of  the  Diamond  Cutter,  ivith  the  King  and  Queen 
of  Pharitaee,  Prince  Prettiphello,  Princess 
Bellotta,  Count  Merf.co,  and  Suite,  they  are 
received  on  landing  by  the  Princess  Laidronetta 
and  the  Officers  of  State. 

Lai.  My  royal  parents,  thus,  on  duteous  knee — 

King.       Rise,  daughter-  for  you're  on  the  rise  we  see  ! 

And  as  I  view  this  world  of  wealth   and  splen- 
dour, 

I  feel  my  heart  is  growing  vastly  tender  ! 

And  all  the  father  in  my  soul  awaking, 

Tells  me,  too  much  of  you  I  can't  be  making. 
Queen.      I  never  saw  a  girl  improved  so  greatly  ! 
Cou  Her  highness  has  acquired  an  air  so  stately ! 

Bel.         That  slight  cast  in  her  eye  is  rather  pleasing  ! 
Pri.  At  such  a  nose,  there  needn't  be  much  sneezing 

Cou.         Her   hair,   though   red,    has  got   that  touch  of 
gold, 

Which  in  the  works  of  Titian  we  behold. 
Queen.      And  though,  perhaps,   high  shouldered  rather, 
there 

Is  no  hump'd  back  I 
King.  Hump'd  back  !  and  if  there  were, 

With  all  those  dazzling  diamonds  hung  about, 

I  should  just  like  to  know  who'd  find  it  out  ? 
Lai.  [Aside.] 

Love's  blind,  but  love  of  gain  must  blinder  be, 

For  none  so  blind  as  tkosj  who  will  not  see 


21 


King.       Daughter,  forget  our  strange  neglect  of  yore, 
We  never  knew  what  you  were  worth  before. 

AIR.—"  Thy  Fathtr  away  /" 

Thy  father  I  am  ! — I  admit  the  fond  claim, 

I  feel,  'pon  my  honour,  I've  been  much  to  blame ; 

Injustice  I've  done  you—  but  pardon  the  sin — 

Your  Father  you  found !  {aside)  when  he  heard  of  your  tin 

Lai.  Obedience  now,  sir,  is  indeed  a  pleasure  ! 

Queen.      Henceforth,   we   shall    account  you   quite    a 

treasure. 
Lai.         And  to  my  marriage,  then,  you  give  consent  ? 
King.       Who  could  object  to  such  a  settlement  ? 
Queen.      But  where's  my  son-indaw,  that  is  to  be  ? 
Bel.  I'm  all  impatience  such  a  prince  to  see  ! 

Lai.  Alas  !  untd  we're  married,  Fate  denies, 

That  he  should  shew  himself  to  mortal  eyes. 
Pri.         Until  you're  married !  you  don't  mean  that  you 

Have  never  seen  him  ? 
Lai.  Sir,  indeed  I  do ! 

King.       Of  course,  then,  from  his  portrait  you  decided. 

As  usual  "  in  such  case,  made  and  provided  ?'' 
Lai.  I've  seen  no  portrait  of  him  ! 

Queen.  Goodness  me ! 

Upon  his  coin,  his  head  at  least  must  be  ! 
Lai.  There  is  no  coinage  in  this  island. 

King.  No ! 

No  money  going,  that's  a  precious  go ! 
Pri.         Can  it  be  possible,  a  golden  nation, 

And  not  one  sovereign  seen  in  circulation. 
King.       Is  it  all  a  trick,  you  make  this  mighty  splash  on, 

Or,  is  the  tally  system  here  in  fashion? 
Pri.  Or  do  these  noble  rubies  and  carbuncles, 

Visit,  alternately,  each  other's   uncles  ? 
Lai.  1  he  currency  is  gold  dust  and  seed  pearl ; 

King.  [Aside]  Aha  !  egad  !  there's  gumption  in  the  girl. 

She  cares  not  for  her  husband's  physiognomy — 

She  looks  to  the  "  political  economy  !" 

He  flings  his  gold-dust  in  her  eyes,  and  she, 

Having  see'd  pearl  enough,  nought  else  would 
see. 
[Aloud]  It  matters  not,  when  folks  are  rich  as  Jews, 

They  may  indulge  in  any  whim  they  choose. 

And  after  all,  they  ask  you  in  the  city, 
"  Is  a  man  good  ?"  they  don't  say,  "  Is  he  pretty  ?'' 
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When  Desdemona  made  her  bargain  blind, 

She  "  saw  Othello's  visage  in  his  mind." 

But  the  young  lady  can't  be  in  the  wrong  box, 

Who  sees  her  husband's  image  in  his  strong  box. 

[Retires  up. 
Bel.  [Aside]  Her  set  of  diamonds  make  my  fingers  itch, 

My  husband's  handsome,  but  by  no  means  rich. 
[ To  Prince.]  To  think  that  fright  should  get 
so  great  a  catch, 

I  cannot  bear  it,  let  us  spoil  the  match  ? 
[To  Laidronetta.]  Sister,  a  word  with  you  ; 
Lai.  Ten,  if  you  please ! 

Bel.         I  marvel  you  can  be  so  much  at  ease 

About  this  marriage      I  don't  like  this  mystery, 

And  would  know  more  of  this  King  Emerald's 
history. 

With  all  his  wealth,  I  wonder  you  don't  wince 

At  wedding  an  invisible  Prince, 

W  ho  may  turn  out  a  monster  ! 
Lai.  Sure  you  joke ! 

Pri.         You're  buying  here  a  green  pig  in  a  poke  ! 
Lai.         A  green  pig  !  what  a  sight  my  eyes  to  set  afore  ! 
Pri.         Nay,  I  but  used  that  phrase  by  way  of  metaphor. 
Lai.  A  green  pig,  sir,  I  never  met  afore, 

Although  I  started  once  from  the  "  Blue  Boar." 

And  now  I  start  to  think  I  may,  incog. 

Go  rashly  the  entire  verdant  hog  ! 
Pri.  Aye,  think  of  that,  although  at  random  said, 

I  may  have  hit  the  right  nail  on  the  head. 

And  only  fancy,  should  it  prove  that  this  King, 

Stood  in  his  shoes  but  four  feet  of  pork  griskin. 

That  you,  when  through  his  gammon,  made  a 
fair  rib, 

Should  find  yourself  sold  for  a  bacon  spare-rib  ! 
Lai.         Horrible  thought,  my  jaw  with  terror  drops  ! 
Bel.  Fancy  his  cheeks  a  huge  pair  of  Bath  chops  ; 

Pri.         A  spouse  with  tusks,  pig's  trotters  for  hip  toes, 
Bel.  And  who  can  wear  a  ring,  but  through  his  nose ! 

Lai.         No  more — no  more — the  die  is  cast,  and  I 

Must  stand,  and  will,  the  hazard  of 
Pri.  The  stye !     [Retires  up. 

Lai.  [Aside.]  Their  every  word  a  dagger  in  me  digs  ! 
Bel.         To  a  fine  market  you  have  brought  your  pigs. 
But  I  have  done,  upon  this  match  absurd, 

"  From  this  time  forth,  I  never  will  speak  word. 
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Cou.         Her  highness  seems  much  moved. 

Lai.  Not  much— not  much. 

King  [To  Bellotta]  What  have  you  said,  your  sister 

thus  to  touch, 
Bel.         I  gave  her  some  advice,  sir,  nothing  more. 
King.       Advice,  nine  times  in  ten's  a  horrid  bore ! 
Pri.  A  horrid  boar  !  you  touch  her  now  more  nearly, 

King.       Upon  my  honor,  she  looks  very  queerly  ! 
Queen.     What  is  the  matter  with  you,  Laidronetta  f 
Lai.         I  felt  a  little  faint,  but  now  I'm  better. 
King.    You  must  have  frightened  her,  she  turned  so  pale 

About  her  husband  is  there  any  tale  ? 
Bel.  I  fear  there  is.  . 

King.  [To  Bellotta.]  Unfold  it,  if  you  know! 
Bel.  Pardon  me,  sir,  I  do  but  fancy  so. 

King.       Fancy  a  fiddlestick  !  In  such  a  nation, 

Why  waste  your  time  in  dangerous  speculation? 
With  banks  all  made  of  bullion,  if  you're  wise, 
Don't  speculate — but  promptly  realize  ! 
Bel.         My  very  counsel,  sir,  wed  I  would  not, 

If  I  were  she,  'till  I  knew  who  and  what  ? 
King.       What  signifies  "  Who's  who  ?"  She  gets  a  lot 
Of  gold,  and  that  proves   she  does  know  what's 
what. 
Bel.  "Why  shirk,  in  proper  form,  his  bride  to  meet  ? 

Pn.         Is  the  gem  false? — The  Sovereign  counterfeit? 
Bel.  What's  his  estate,  both  personal  and  real  I 

Pri.  Is  he  a  beau,  or  but  a  beau  ideal  ? 

King.       Make  a  mere  nobody  of  such  a  King  ! 
It's  treason  to  imagine  such  a  thing ! 
His  conduct,  in  this  case,  quite  orthodox  is, 
Monarchs  are  mar.  ied  frequently  by  proxies. 
A  question  of  the  hand,  and  not  the  heart,  is 
Such  jobs,  between  the  high  contracting  parties 
[To  Laidronetta] 

Daughter,  until  the  nuptial  hour  arrive, 
About  this  grand  metropolis  we'll  drive, 
And  see  the  lions,  whilst  we  take  the  air, 
Up  Silver  Street,  and  all  round  Golden  Square. 
[Exeunt,  all  but  Laidronetta. 
Lai.  Farewell,   who  knows  if  we  shall  meet  again? 

I  feel  a  faint  cold  fear  thrill  through  each  vein, 
That  almost  freezes  up  the  heat  of  life  ! 
Of  a  green  pig  must  1  become  the  wife  ? 
I'll  call  them  back  again  to  comfort  me — 
Pa,  pa,  pooh  !    pooh!    small  comfort  would  be, 
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Must  I  perforce,   be  married  to  this  monster? 
No,  no,  this  shall  forbid  the  banns ! 

[Draws  a  dagger. 

Enter  Fidelia,  r.  h. 

Fid.  With  conster- 

Nation  I  see  my  princess  in  a  pucker  ! 
Lai.  Where  shall  I  fly,  for  safety  or  for  succour  ? 

Fid.  Won't  they  consent,  then  ?    Js  your  father  flint, 

Your  mother  marble  ? 
Lai.  No,  I've  had  a  hint 

So  horrible,  it  shakes  my  very  soul ! 

My  husband,  girl — 
Fid.  In  riches  don't  he  roll  ? 

I  might  say  wallow  ! 
Lai.  Ah  !  I  fear  you  might ! 

Wallow,  indeed,  she  harps  my  fears  aright  ? 
Fid.  Then  for  reports,  why  need  you  care  two  figs  ? 

You'll  have  no  end  of  money,  please  the  pigs. 
L,ai.         The  pigs !  ah,  me  ! 
Fid.  Her  tears  still  faster  trickle  I 

What  is  the  matter  is  King  Emerald  fickle  ( 
Lai.  Alas  !  good  wench,  the  danger  is  much  greater. 

Fid.         You  don't  say   so— Oh  !  then    I   guess!— the 
traitor, 

Whilst  you  accepted  him,  without  misgiving, 

Has  got  a  wife,  and  seven  brats  all  living. 
Lai.  No;  no;  you'll  never  guess — therefore,  be  mute, 

Whilst  I  disclose  to  you — he  is  a  brute 

I  fear,  but  not  of  that  peculiar  kind. 
Fid.  Oh  !  madam,  such  reports  you  mustn't  mind. 

The  man  has  got  a  temper  I  dare  say, 

Is  rather  fond  of  having  his  own  way; 

To  his  opinions  obstinately  wedded, 

Some  husbands  are  remarkably  pig-headed. 
Lai.  That's  it,  Fidelia  !  should  I  by  ill-luck, 

M  arry  a  pig  ! 
Fid.  I  stare  like  one  that's  stuck. 

Lai.  A  green  pig,  that  would  make  a  showman's 

fortune, 

At  half  a  hog  a  head,  shown  at  hogsnorton ! 
Fid.  You  cannot  this  believe  in  sober  sadness  ( 

Lai.  I  do ! 

Fid.  Oh !  this  is  very  moonstruck  madness. 
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But  to  dispel  your  fear,  no  time  is  fitter, 
Behold !  this  way  they  bear  the  royal  litter. 

Lai.  Litter  !  each  word  goes  to  my  very  heart ! 

Fid.  Let  you  and  I  a  moment  stand  apart. 

And  when  to  be  unseen  we're  safe  and  certain, 
Steal  out,  and  take  one  peep  behind  the  curtain. 

Lai.         But  you  forget  the  warning  and  the  fate  of 
Psyche ! 

Fid.  Ma'am,  the  difference  is  great. 
Her  curiosity  was  very  stupid, 
E'en   in  the    dark,  she  ought   to  have  known 

Cupid. 
Besides,  she  for  a  monster  first  mistook  him, 
And  therefore  had  no  right  to  overlook  him  ! 
But  with  a  gentleman  you  thought  you  treated 
If  he's  four  footed  your  hand  is  forfeited  ; 
And  you  possess  a  right,  as  daylight  clear, 
To  prove  you've  got  the  wrong  pig  by  the  ear ! 

[They  retire. 

Enter  Slaves,  bearing  the  litter  closely  curtained,  as  before, 
attended  by  Lord  Carbuncle  — He  makes  a  sign  to  the 
Slaves,  who  set  down  the  litter  under  the  trees  and  exeunt. 

Fid.  [Advancing']  Hail,  great  Carbuncle  ! 

Car.  Pray  don't  make  a  din, 

Fid.  What,  is  his  precious  majesty  within  ? 

Car.         He  is  and  dozing. 

Fid.  Dozing  at  this  hour  ? 

Car.  Yes,  every  day  we  bear  him  to  this  bower, 

After  his  lunch,  to  take  a  short  siesta, 
Fanned  by  the  gentle  gale,  a  soft  sou-wester. 

Fid.[Aside~\Sotr  wester  !  Humph,  the  quarteris suspicious 
For  what  is  in  the  wind — but  most  propitious 
The  Royal  nap.     [Makes  signs  to  Laidronetta. 

Lai.  The  wink  to  me  she's  tipping ! 

Fid.  [To  Carbuncle  ]  Would   you  gather  me  a  golden 
pippin  1 

Lord  C.  "With  pleasure.  [Exit  R.H. 

Fid.  [To  Laidronetta  ]  Now,  one  peep,  whate'er  it  cost. 
[Th'j;j   withdraw  the  curtain,  and  discover  the 
Green  Serpent. 

Lai.  [Shrieking]  Ah  !  the  green  serpent. 

Fid.  'Murder!  [Exit  l.u. 

Lord  C.  Treason !  [Exit  l.h. 

Serp.  Lost ! 
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Rash  Laldronetta.     Ah,  what  hast  thou  done  ? 
By  Magotine  again  the  game  is  won. 
Farewell,  perhaps  for  ever  ! 

[Disappears — Thunder — Lightning. 
The  Fairy  Magotine  appears,  l.  h.  2  e. 

Mag.  Ha!  ha!  ha! 

Well  done,  Princess,  bravo  !  bravissima  ! 
I  scarcely  hoped  to  triumph  so  completely, 
Now  I  can  satisfy  my  vengeance  sweetly. 

Fnter  King,  Queen,  Prince,  Beleotta  and  Count. 

King.       Who's  kicked  this  precious  row  up  in  the  sky, 

And  put  their  finger  in  the  world's  great  eye  ? 
Pri.         What,  is  the  bride  ready  to  go  to  church  ? 
Mag,        No,  for  the  bridegroom's  left  her  in  the  lurch. 
Queen.     The  Fairy  Magotine  ! 
Mag.  Aye,  madam,  me. 

An  uninvited  guest  again  you  see. 

Sweep,   ye   wild    hurricanes,    these    gimcrack 
shores, 

And  turn  these  fortune  hunters  out  of  doors. 

[StOrm TVieKlNGjQlJEENjPRINCE^ELLOTTA, 

and  Count  fly  in  terror,  l.  h- 
I,  with  my  captive,  to  my  caves  Basaltic, 
Girt  by  the  stormy  billows  of  the  Baltic. 

[The  Scene  changes  to 
Basaltic  Caverns. 

Mag.        For  seven  long  years,  at  least,  here  must  you  b  e 
My  captive  and  my  slave. 

Lai.  Ah  !  woe  is  me. 

What  have  I  done  to  merit  such  a  fate  ? 

Mag.        You  are  the  daughter  of  a  Queen  I  hate  ! 

Lai.  Of  vengeance  have  you  not  had"  quantum  sufF," 

Made  me  a  scarecrow  to  all  mortals, 

Mag.  Stuff! 

The  other  Fairies  with  such  virtues  deck'd  you, 
My  spell  was  scarcely  able  to  affect  you. 
Men's  eyes  alone  obeyed  my  magic  arts. 
Your  goodness  gave  you  power  o'er  their  hearts 
E'en  on  a  serpent  it  could  make  impression, 
And  but  for  this  most  lucky  indiscretion 
You  and  that  vile  insinuating  viper 
Had  danced  for  joy,  whilst  I  had  paid  the  piper. 

Lai.  How  was  your  happiness  by  ours  affected  ? 

Mag.        King  Emerald  with  scorn  my  hand  rejected, 
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And  I  in  you,  a  favored  rival  see. 

Lai.         I' in  sure  you're  welcome  to  aim  quite  for  me. 
He's  frightened  me  almost  out  of  my  senses.  < 

Mac        But  lie  loves  you,  and  that  the  worst  offence  is. 
I've  got  you  now  though,  both  beneath  my  thumb, 
And  I  will  work  you  for  seven  years  to  come. 
Here,  spin  this  tangled  spider's  web,  and  make 
A  net  of  it,  that's  strong  enough  to  take 
A  salmon  with — I  want  some  fish  for  dinner. 

Lai.  Madam,  although  a  spinster,  I'm  no  spinner, 

But  I  will  do  the  best  that's  in  my  power, 
When  will  you  want  it,  ma'am  1 

Ma  o-.  In  half  an  hour. 

Laidbonetta. 
AIR— '«  Pray  Goody.''' 
Bray,  madam,  please  to  calculate,  unless  the  clock  be 
wrong, 
But  thirty  minutes,  half  an  hour  supplies, 
Remember  spiders'  webs  are  weak  and  fishing  nets  are 
strong, 
And  Salmons  much  larger  than  Flies. 
Slimy,  grimy  work,  I  cant  bear  nigh  me. 

Fun  you're  making — sure  you're  taking  out  of  me  a  rise, 
Fray,  madam,  please  to  calculate,  &c. 
Mag.       No  matter ;     For  each  thread  you  break,  a  day 
Longer  within  this  cave  you'll  have  to  stay. 

[Exit  b.  H. 
Lai.         In  half  an  hour,  impossible  ! 

Tlie  Faibt  Benevolextia  appears. 

Ben.  Nay,  try, 

To  love  there's  no  impossibility  ! 

Lai.         My  goodness  gracious,  who  is  this  fair  dame  ? 

Ben.         One  of  your  dozen  Godmothers — my  name 
Benevolentia.     To  my  gift  you  owe, 
The  kindly  heart  that  melts  at  others  woe. 
And  as  to  pity,  love  is  near  akin, 
Pity  this  wretched  snake,  and  fearless  spin. 

The  Gbeen  Seepent  is  seen. 

Lai.         The  Snake  again.  1  hou  guileful  monster,  hence. 

[Serpent  retires. 

Ben.        Guileful !     How  so  ?     His  love  was  no  pretence. 
Each  syllable  he  spoke,  you've  found  too  true, 
For  breach  of  promise  he  might  well  sue  you. 
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Your  word  was  pledged  to  him  upon  trust, 
For  better  or  for  worse. 
Lai  Own  that  I  must. 

But  he  is  so  much  worse  than  I  believed  him. 
Ben.         He'd  have  been  better  had  you  not  deceived  him 
Prove  by  compassion,  you've  your  fault  repented, 
And  Magotine  may  yet  be  circumvented. 
Lai.         If  1  have  wrong'd  him,  I  apologize, 
I  would'nt  hurt  a  worm  of  any  size  ! 
Ben.         Enough  !  Spin  web,  weave  net,  in  half  a  minute, 
And  Magotine  herself  we  may  catch  in  it ! 
[The  web  disappears  from  spindle,  ana  the  net  is 
seen  hanging  on  the  wall. 
Adieu  !  Remember,  love  should  love  be  won  by> 
And  the  best  rule  is,  "  do  as  you'd  be  done  by.'' 

[Disappears. 
Lai.         "Well,  when  the  poet  wrote  "nil  admirari," 
He  certainly  had  never  known  a  Fairy. 
Or  else,  as  but  too  frequently  the  fact  is, 
He  preached  to  others,  what  he  couldn't  practice. 
The  web  is  spun,  and  a  strong  net  made  of  it, 
And  I  am  to  receive  the  whole  net  profit ! 
Such  liberality  what  can  surpass  ? 
The  poor  Snake,  too,  was  no  snake  in  the  grass. 
But  though  of  fearful  aspect  and  dimensions, 
A  serpent  of  most  honourable  intentions  ! 
Under  a  great  mistake  he  oft  may  labour, 
Who  from  appearances,  condemns  his  neighbour. 

Enter  Fairy  Magotine,  k.  h. 

Mag.         So,  how  gets  on  the  work  ?     The  time  is  nigh  ? 

How  often  have  you  snapped  the  thread  ?  reply  ! 
Lai.         Kot  once — the  whole  web  I  found  nothing  frail  in 

And  there's  a  net  that  you  may  catch  a  whale  in  • 
Mag.      A  whale !     That's  very  like  a  whale,  forsooth  ! 

[Seeing  net. 

[Aside.]  Furies  and  fire !  why  she  speaks  the 
truth. 

Can  she  have  made  these  meshes  single-fisted, 

Or  has  she  been  by  some  sly  elf  assisted? 

[Aloud.]  Upon  my  word,  you  are  so  vastly  clever. 

To  find  some  job  for  you  I  must  endeavour. 

Worthy  your  ingenuity.     What  ho  ! 

Cast  me  those  iron  shoes  up  from  below 

[An  Elf  rises  holding  a  pair  of  iron  shoes 
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Screw  her  feet  into  them ' 

[The  Elves  obey.     Laidronetta  screams 
Oh  fie !  don't  squall ! 
Pride  must  be  pinched,  a  shoe  can't  be  too  small. 
Now  bring  a  mill  stone,  from  the  ruins  nigh, 
And  round  her  neck  the  pretty  bauble  tie! 

[A  mill-stone  is  brought,  and  fastened  round  her  neck . 

There  !  for  your  journey  now  you  are  equipped 
So  take  this  pitcher,  by  you  to  be  dipped 
In  the  pure  water  of  the  silver  fountain, 
Which  plays  up  on  the  top  of  the  steel  mountain 
Fill  with  a  quart  of  it  this  broken  jug, 
And  bring  it  here,  with  your  own  ugly  mug. 
Hence 

Lai.  But  the  road  ? 

Mag.  Your  iron  shoes  will  show — 

The  cunning  soles  no  other  way  will  go  ! 

DUETTIXO.— "  Macbeth-" 
Fairy  Magotine. 
So  right  about,  obey  the  spell, 
And  bear  the  pitcher  to  the  well. 

Laidronetta.     [Looking  at  the  hole  in  it. 
If  truth  be  in  proverbial  lore, 
It  must  have  been  there  oft'  before. 

Fairy  Magotine. 
'Tis  idle  at  your  shoes  to  flinch, 
You'll  find  them  useful  at  a  pinch. 

Laidronetta. 
I  know  'tis  bootless  to  entreat, 
And  they  put  on  their  metal,  both  my  feet. 

[Exit  Laidronetta,  r.  h. 
Mag.      Now  !  either  like  the  rest,  her  crown  she  11  crack 
Or  bring  the  water  I  so  long  for,  back  ! 
A  few  drops  only  o'er  my  person  sprinkled, 
I  shall  no  more  with  age  be  bent  and  wrinkled. 
But  the  possessor  of  a  face  and  form, 
Which  must  the  stony  heart  of  Emerald  warm. 
How  I  shall  laugh  if  my  spell  prove  strongest. 

[Exit  R.  H. 
[The  Fairy  Benevoleniia  appears,  and   takes  down 
the  net. 
Ben.        The  proverb  says,  "  Those  who  laugh  last,  laugh 
longest !" 
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SONG. 
AIR. — '•  Farwell  to  the  Mountain- 
The  well  on  yon  M  ountain, 
Of  steel  in  the  vale, 
Is  fed  by  a  fountain 
Which  never  can  fail ! 
The  Water  of  Truth, 
With  its  magical  spell, 
Is  the  pure  draught  you  draw 
From  the  depths  of  that  well. 
A  well  by  whose  virtue 
All  falsehood  is  shewn. 
Is  one  which  by  some  folks 
Is  well  let  alone. 
The  step  must  be  firm. 
And  the  heart  nobly  swell, 
Of  the  mortal  who  travels 
The  path  to  that  well ! 
The  well  on  yon  mountains 
Of  steel  in  the  vale, 
Is  fed  by  a  fountain. 
Which  never  can  fail, 
False  Magotine's  malice. 
Its  pure  draught  shall  quell, 
And  kindness  shall  conquer, 
And  true  love  fare  well ! 

[Exit  with  net. 

scene  in. 

Rocky  Pass,   and  Foot  of  the  Steel  Mountain.— 

Storm  raging. 

Enter  Prince  Prettipheleo  vnd  Beixotta. 

Pri.  Oh  fortune  !  well  may  mortals  call  you  fickle  ! 

You're  Prettiphello's  in  a  pretty  pickle  ? 

Bel.  Papa  and  Ma  are  in  the  same  sweet  mess, 

Pri.         The  same  ejectment,  and  the  same  distress, 

Have  thrown  us  on  this  parish,  quite  unknown, 
Too  poor  to  have  a  union  of  its  own, 

Bel.  It  serves  us  right,  my  sister  would  declare, 

For  having  broken  up  her  union  there. 
Not  that  we  even  overcharged  the  picture. 
The  green  boar  turned  out   a   green  boa  con- 
strictor ; 
I'd  rather,  were  I  forced  a  choice  to  make, 
Pig  with  a  pig,  than  go  snacks  witha  snake  ! 


31 

Pri.         As  to  the  King,  who  thought  such  wealth  to  sack, 
The  blow  has  given  his  cranium  quite  a  crack, 
His  talk  is  all  of  money,  but  so  queer, 
I  really  think  he  must  have  seen  King  Lear. 

Enter  King,  Queen,  and  Count. 

Kinf.      Blow  winds  and  crack  your  cheeks,  the  clouds 
go  spout  ! 
To  raise  the  wind,  and  get  a  good  blow  out. 
Rain  cats  and  dogs,  or  pitchforks  perpendicular, 
The  sky's  not  mine,  and  need'nt  be  particular. 
I  tax  not  you,  ye  elements,  you  pay 
No  duty  under  schedules  D  or  A, 
You  owe  me  no  subscription.     Funds  may  fall, 
It  makes  no  difference  to  you  at  all. 
Bel.  Gracious,  papa !  don't  stand  here  if  you  please. 

Queen.      Things  that  love  night,  love  not  such  nights  as 
these. 
Persuade  him  to  move  on  Prince  Prettiphello. 
Pri.  Are  you  aware,  sir,  you  have  no  umbrella  ? 

[Rain. 
King.       A  thought  has  struck  me,  rather  entertaining, 
I  am  a  King  more  rained  upon,  than  reigning. 
My  wits  are  going  fast ! 
Queen.  I  fear  'tis  so; 

Pri.  Take  comfort,  ma'am,  there  are  so  few  to  go, 

Would  that  our  loss  was  nothing  more,  alas  ! 
King.       What,have  his  daughters  brought  him  to  this  pass? 
Cou.         He  has  no  daughters,  sir. 
King.  'Sdeath !  don't  tell  fibs  ! 

He  must  have  one  who  won't  down  with  the  dibs, 
Although  she's  made  of  money  !  Nothing  I  know, 
Bothers  your  gig  so  much,  as  want  of  rhino  ? 
Pri.  His  head's  quite  turned  with  losing  all  that  pelf. 

King.      For  coining  they  can't  touch  the  King  hhnse  f. 
Queen.    Here's  a  dry  cavern,  if  he  would  but  cross  over. 
King.      I'd  talk  a  word  or  two  with  this  philosopher  ! 

What  is  the  price  of  stocks  I 
Pri.  Mine  are  but  low, 

Suppose  you  just  walk  in,  some  here  may  know. 
King.       A  famous  dodge!     For  ninety  millions  draw 
A  bill  at  sight,  ii])(in  my  bod  in  law, 
And  then — bolt — bolt— bolt — bolt. 
[Exeunt  King  into   Cavern,  followed  by    Queen, 
fyc.  l.  n. 
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Enter  Fidelia,  l  h. 

Fid.         After  my  mistress  all  night  I've  been  jogging, 
Tho'  it's  a  night  you'd  not  turn  a  dog  in  ; 
And  I  begin  to  fear  I've  missed  my  way, 
Tho'  where  I  want  to  go  to,  I  can't  say — 
But  I  suppose  my  lady  is  somewhere, 
And  I  am  quite  determined  to  go  there  ? 
AIR—"  Trab,  Trab." 

To  find  my  mistress  dear,  I 

Put  forward  my  best  foot, 

Till  both  have  grown  so  weary. 

I've  no  best  first  to  put ! 

But  whether  best  or  not, 

While  any  foot  I've  got 

I'll  tramp,  tramp,  tramp,  like  Jetty  TrefFz, 

And  trot,  trot,  trot,  trot ! 

Of  legs  I've  not  the  worst  pair, 
Perhaps  that  e'er  was  seen, 
Besides  they  are  the  first  pair 
On  which,  as  yet,  I've  been. 
But  give  in,  I  would  not, 
Though  on  my  last  I'd  got. 
I'd  tramp,  tramp,  tramp,  &c. 

Here's  some  one  coming,  who  perchance  may 

guide  me, 
I  thought  no  mortal  could  be  out  beside  me. 

Enter  Laidronetta,  l.  h. 

Lai.  Well,  I  can't  say  I'd  take  this  walk  by  choice ! 

Fid-  Out  and  alas'  xt  1S  m7  lady's  voice  ! 

Lai.  Fidelia  ? 

p^.  Oh  !  what  words  my  joy  can  measure 

Lai  This  is,  indeed,  an  unexpected  pleasure  ! 

Fid.  But  what's  this  stone  about  your  neck  I  see  ? 

Lai.  About  a  hundred  weight,  it  seems  to  me. 

Fid.  And  on  your  feet,  what  horrid  clogs  to  use  ! 

Lai  You  wouldn't  much  like  standing  in  my  shoes. 

Fid.         Off  witl1  botn  snoes  ancl  stone- 

Lai.         I  can't,  they're  spell  bound, 

And  so  am  I,  to  seek  a  magic  well,  bound, 
Upon  the  summit  of  the  steep  Steel  Hill, 
And  with  its  water,  this  old  pitcher  fill. 

Fid.         This  pitcher  !  Why  'tis  cracked,  and  so  must  he, 
Who  sent  you  on  this  crazy  errand,  be. 
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For  the  vindictive  Magotine's  the  sender ! 
The  serpent's  tale  was  true,  I  now  niy  folly  see, 
And  feel  that  honesty's  the  safest  policy. 

Fid.         I  was  your  counsel,  I  will  share  your  sentence. 

Enter  Fairy  Benevolentia. 

Ben.        Nay,  for  too  late  can  never  come  repentance, 

When  'tis  sincere. 
■Fid.  A  fairy  for  a  shilling  ! 

Ben.        To  hold  the  serpent  harmless,  are  you  willing. 
Lai.  Too  happy  ! 

[ The  Moon  appears,  and  by  her  light  the  Steel 
Mountain  is  seen  at  the  back  of  the  stage. 
Ben.        Then  behold  the  steep  Steel  Hill, 

Up  which  no  human  Jack  or  mortal  Jill, 
Ever  yet  went  to  fetch  a  pail  of  water, 
But  Jack  fell  down,  and  Jill  came  tumbling  after. 
But  upon  this  occasion,  I  will  show, 
To  what  lengths  snakes,  who  are  in  love,  can  go. 
[FTaves  her  wand — the  Serpent  appears. 

Stand  and  unfold  thyself,  and  never  stop, 
Till  made  a  winding  staircase  to  the  top. 

[The  Serpent  glides  up  the  side  of  the  Moun- 
tain, forming  a  succession  of  coils  like  stept 
to  the  summit. 
Fid.         Is  there  alive  a  more  obliging  adder, 

To  make  his  scaly  back  a  scaling  ladder .' 
Lai.  For  the  Sea  Serpent  he  might  well  be  shown! 

Fid.         The  greatest  stretch  of  kindness  ever  known. 
Lai.         To  such  extent  when  friendship  is  displayed, 

Lawyers  would  call  it,  "  an  extent  in  aid !" 
Ben.         Now  boldly  up,  and  in  the  well  dip  thrice 

The  broken  jug — but  take  a  friend's  advice, 
Don't  drink  or  touch  a  drop  of  water,  till, 
You've  got  in  safety  once  more  down  the  hill. 

[Mrsic — Laidronetta  ascends  the  coils  of  the  Serpent, 
and  disappears  at  the  top  of  the  mountain. 

Fidelia. 
AIR. — "  Such  a  getting  up  Stairs." 

Such  a  getting  up  stairs,  and  a  playing  on  the  serpent, 
Such  a  getting  up  stairs  I  never  did  sec  ! 
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The  course  is  clear,  the  ruck  must  yield, 
She  backs  her  favourite  'gainst  the  field, 
She'll  win  the  cup,  full  to  the  brim ! 
I  must  own — "  all  along  of  him  !" 

Such  a  getting  up  stairs,  &c. 

[Laidronetta  descends,  divested  of  the  millstone 
and  iron  shoes,  and  bearing  a  golden  vase  in  her 
hand,  full  of  water. 

Lai.  [Zb  Snake.]  A  thousand  thanks,   I  hope  I  didn't 
hurt  you. 
Oh  !  madam  [  To  Fairy']   of  this  spring  behold 

the  virtue — 
The  first  dip  that  I  took  into  the  well, 
Down  with  a  splash  the  heavy  millstone  fell  : 
The  second  dip,  off  went  my  iron  shoes  ! 
And  at  the  third,  the  broken  earthen  cruse 
Changed  in  an  instant,  to  this  vase  of  gold, 
And  down  I've  brought  it  full  as  it  will  hold  ! 

Ben.         The  water  in  it  has  a  wond'rous  charm, 

And  as  you  use  it,  works  for  good  or  harm. 
Apply  it  outwardly,  and  all  will  see, 
That  you're  as  handsome  as  you  need  to  be ; 
But  taken  inwardly,  with  all  your  heart, 
'Twill  to  yon  Serpent  happiness  impart. 
Choose,  you  can  do  whichever  you  like  best, 
Seem  yourself  beautiful,  or  make  him  blest. 

Fid.         Upon  my  word  a  puzzling  situation  ! 

Lai.  No,  I  decide,  ma'am  without  hesitation. 

[To  Snake]  S-ince  I  can  serve  you,  here's  my 

service  to  you ; 
Your  health,  poor  Snake,  and  much  good  may 
it  do  you.  [Drinks. 

Ben.        Well  done!  such  actions  beautiful  must  make 

In  all  men's  eyes,  and  none  will  hence  mistake 
you. 
[The  Serpent  disappears. — The  Scene  changes  to  a 
Magnificent  Fairy  Garden,  and  King  Emerald 
appears  surrounded  by  his  Court. 

Behold  your  spouse,  love  him  perhaps  you  can. 
Fid  Oh,  geminii!  a  jewel  of  a  man  ! 

Enter  Fairy  Magotine  r.  h.  with  her  elves, 
Mag.        My  patience  is  exhausted  ?   Where's  this  jade  ? 
How  now  ?    What's  here  to  do  ?     False  stars  ! 
betrayed ! 
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The  charm  dissolved !  the  serpent  cast  his  skin 
Fid,  He  has  jumped  out  and  you  may  now  jump  in. 

Ben.  Malicious  hag,  who  snares  for  others  set. 

Be  as  you  should  be,  caught  in  your  own  net! 
[Puts  the  net  over  Magotine. 

And  by  your  own  bad  spirits,  live  tormented  ! 
[To  Laidronetta.  [Magoiine  and  her  Elves  sink. 

By  Hymen  now  your  bliss  shall  be  cemented. 

Share  with  King  Emerald  his  island  throne, 

A  richer  jewel  it  could  never  own. 

Your  selfish  kin,  for  your  sake,  I  forgive, 

Approach  ! 
Enter  King,  Queen,  Bellotta,  Prince,  and  Count. 

And  mark  this  maxim,  while  you  live — 

H  mortals  would  be  happy  here  below, 

The  surest  way  is  making  others  so  '. 

FINALE.—"  Crown  Diamonds." 
Laidronetta. 
As  jewels  once  they'd  hearts  of  stone, 
But  now  restored  to  flesh  and  bone — 
They  tremble  least  from  wrath  or  whim, 
Your  breath  should  all  their  lustre  dim. 

Fairy  Benivolentia. 
We  tried  to  make  'em  precious  fine, 
Don't  from  'em  all  take  out  the  shine, 
Our  poor  stage  diamonds  don't  disdain, 
And  if  you  cut  'em,  come  again  ! 

Fidelia. 
Paste  though  they  may  appear, 
To  some  great  Pit-diamond  here — 
Let  then  your  pretty  dear 
Children  entertain  ! 

Laidkonetta. 
The  purest  gem  may  have  a  flaw, 
Perfection  none  yet  ever  saw, 
Though  all  that  glitters  isn't  gold, 
To  pass  for  such  the  mass  is  bold. 

Fidelia. 
Then  let  the  candour  gain  applause, 
Of  Jewels  who  confess  their  flaws, 
1  own  my  gill,  nay  more  admit, 
I  mean  jour  gold  to  pay  for  it. 

Ale. 
Paste  though  they  may  appear,  &C. 

Brilliant  Discovery  of  the  Crown  Jewels. 
tableau — FiNrs. 
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THE  QUEEN  OF  THE  FROGS 


ACT  I.— SCENE  I. 

Interior  of  a  Besieged  City. 

Troops  discovered  defending  it.  As  the  curtain  rises  an  assault  it 
being  made — Cannon. 

Espado,  Allebardo,  Arquebusado,  Antirumo  and  Officers. 

SOLO  AND  CHORUS.—"  Sturm  March." 

Louder  the  thunder  storm  of  battle  roars ! 
Down,  down,  down  upon  the  foe  it  pours  ; 
Faster  the  whistling  bullets  on  them  rain. 
Bang  !  bang !  blaze  away  again,  again  ! 
March  and  form,  and  charge  and  wheel, 
Spare  for  neither  shot  nor  steel. 
Talk  of  Concerts,  Promenades, 
Here's  the  true  "  Sturm  March,"  my  blades : 
Here  the  Band  and  here  the  Ball, 
Make.-;,  at  least,  more  noise  than  all ! 

Enter  at  Flourish,  2  e.b.h.  King  Fuxminoso  &  Soldiers 

King.      Bravo !   brave  army !  very  much  bravo  ! 

Thrice  have  we  beaten  back  the  haughty  foe ! 

Thrice  hath  he  striven  here  his  foot  to  fix, 

And  by  his  motion  thrice  has  taken  nix ! 
Esp.  [l.]  But  still  we  weaker  grow,  instead  of  stronger, 

And  can't  keep  on  a-beating  him  much  longer. 
King.       I'll  fight  till  off  my  bones  the  flesh  is  hacked  ! 

Hang  those  that  talk  of  fear  ! 
Esp.  If  when  they're  whacked, 

The  fools  don't  know  it,  and  for  mercy  sue, 

What's  to  be  done  ? 
King.  Why,  whack  'em  till  they  do  ! 
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Open  the  gates,  and  let  us  make  a  sally, 
Upon  the  rogues,  before  they've  time  to  rally  ! 

Princess  \  ^-^/'ithout  L-  3  E0  Stop  *  stop!   stop! 

King.        What  cry  was  that  ? 

Esp.  Methought  the  squalls 

Of  female  Women ! 
King.  Ha !  within  these  walls, 

My  wife  !  my  child  !  by  what  event  untoward  ? — 
Oh  now  indeed  I  feel  I  am  a  coward ! 

Enter  Queen  and  Princess  3  e.  e.  r. 
My  Dulcibella! 
Queen,  [l.]     _  Oh  !  my  Fulminoso  ! 

To  risk  your  life  I  will  not  let  you  go  so  ! 
Can't  you  look  on,  as  other  Monarchs  do, 
And  see  your  subjects  fight  ?  Ah  !  why  should  you 
Expose  yourself  to  all  those  horrid  things, 
That  pay  no  sort  of  reverence  to  Kings, 
But  woidd  as  quickly  crack  your  precious  crown, 
As  knock  a  little  duck-legged  drummer  down. 
Let  scores  of  little  duck-legged  drummers  fall, 
It  is  their  business — but  not  yours  at  all ! 
Princess,  [e.]  If  you  are  deaf  to  dear  mama's  appeals, 

See  at  your  feet  your  only  daughter  kneels  !    [kneels. 
Cut  while  you  can  this  cut-throat  occupation, 
And  join  at  once  the  Peace  Association, 
King,  [c]  Come  Mars  and  case  my  heart  in  threefold  buff, 

Or  both  my  ears  with  thy  gun  cotton  stuff! 
Princess.  Father ! 
King.  Away ! 

Queen,  [kneeling.']  Husband ! 

King.  Arise ! 

Queen.  No !  never 

Here  on  our  knees  we'll  both  remain  for  ever ! 
King.       For  ever ! 
Queen.  Yes  !  for  ever  and  a  day— 

Unless  .you  melt. 
King.  To  melt's  to  run  away, 

And  Fulminoso  wasn't  born  to  fly, 
1  could'nt  do  it ! 
Queen.      }  .,:,.■■.*,",«  i 

Princess  $  If  you  d  on[J  tvJ  •  [Alarm-  Canttoa.J 

My  liege  the  Enemy  again  advances ! 
King.       Ha !  then  in  gentle  force  my  only  chance  is. 
Tear  us  asunder— with  the  greatest  care ! 

Princess  I  faint !  \ 

Queen,  I  ditto,     [falling  into  the  arms  of officers. J 

Ki7ur.  Hence  my  treasures  bear, 


To  the  strong  tower  upon  the  forest  borders, 
And  keep  them  safely  there,  till  further  orders. 
[Officers  bear  out  the  Queen  and  Princess,  2  e.  l.  h. 
King.      Now  to  the  field,  and  give  the  foe  no  quarter, 

Be  bricks,  my  boys,  and  never  mind  his  mortar ! 

King. 

AIR— "  Guillaume  Tell" 

Follow  your  leader,  boys,  to-day, 
Soon  they  shall  find  'tis  no  boy's  play  ; 
Into  the  foe  we'll  soundly  pitch, 
Gentlemen  all,  behave  as  sich. 
I  am  for  deeds,  and  not  for  speeches, 
To  the  assault  come  on  who  dares. 
They  who  attempt  to  mount  our  breaches, 
Hang  me,  if  I  would  be  in  theirs ! 

Follow  your  leader,  boys,  to  day,  &c 
[Exeunt  King,  Officers,  Soldiers,  2  e.  s.  u 

SCENE  II.— A  Forest 

Thunder,  Lightning,  a  crash  heard  without,  Attendants  fly  in 

terror  across  the  stage,  i.  2  e.  b.  pursued  by   Wild  Beasts, 

Roaring. 

Enter  Queen  and  Princess,  l.  h.  2  e. 

Queen,  [e.1  Ah  !  me !  misfortunes  never  come  alone  ! 

Forced  from  my  husband,  fighting  for  his  throne. 

Caught  in  a  dreadful  storm,  we  fly  for  shelter 

Into  this  fatal  forest,  helter  skelter, 

Scared  by  the  lightning,  off  the  horses  bolted, 

Upset  our  coach,  and  out  we  both  were  jolted ! 

And  now  deserted,  here  are  left  to  die, 

Or  be  some  horrid  monsters  eaten  by ! 

Princess  [l.]  To  meet  that  fate  I  should  not  be  so  loath, 
If  the  same  monster  would  but  eat  us  both. 

Queenn.    Affecting  proof  of  my  sweet  child's  affection, 
And  which  removes  a  part  of  my  objection. 

Princess. 

AIR — "  Are  you  angry,  Mother." 

Are  they  hungry,  Mother,  oh,  oh,  oh,  oh. 
Is't  the  hour  they  peckish  grow  ?     Oh,  oh,  oh. 
When  I  see  their  teeth  so  white — 
When  I  think  how  they  can  bite — 
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I  into  my  shoes  shall  shrink, 
And  the  heart  within  me  sink  ! 
Horrid  monsters,  why  can't  they, 
Just  on  one  another  prey 
When  they're  hungry,  as  we  find, 
Creatures  do  of  human  kind  ! 

Princess.  But  are  there  really  wild  beasts  in  this  wood? 
Queen.     So  I  have  generally  understood. 

Lions  and  Tigers,  Panthers,  Bears  and  Boars, 
And  all  sorts  of  fierce  creatures  on  all  fours — 
Fiercer  than  any  great  Van  Amburgh  knew. 
Or  Gordon  Gumming  ever  said  he  slew. 
But  whether  serious  such  report  or  jocular, 
Our  demonstration's  likely  to  be  ocular. 
[Roar. — The  Head  and  fore  pares  of  a  Lioness  are  seen  [l.  c] 
through  an  opening  among  the  Trees 
Princess.  [r.J  Ocular  !  oh  !  look  yonder,  Mother  see ! 

Two  fiery  eyes  that  glare  on  you  and  me ! 
Queen,  [r.]  A  Lioness  !  She  will  come  out  next  spring. 

We'll  die  together  !     [Clasping  Princess  in  her  armsJ] 

[Music. — The  Lioness  disappears,  and  in  its  place  is  seen 

Leona  the  Enchantress,  attired  in  a  wild  but  splendid 

dress,  with  the  sfciri  of  a  Lion  on  her  shoulders  and  armed 

with  a  Bow  and  Quiver  of '  Arrows.~\ 

Leona.  [l.]  You'll  do  no  such  thing 

At  present 
Queen,  [r.]  Wonder  takes  away  my  breath  ! 

Leona.     You  are  condemned  to  something  worse  than  death. 
I  am  the  Fairy  Lioness — my  name 
Leona,  nightly  through  this  wood  for  game, 
I  hunt,  and  when  I  catch  such  birds  as  you, 
I  bear  them  thus  my  brazen  caverns  to. 

[Music.     Scene  changes  to 

SCENE  III. 

The  Brazen  Caverns  of  the  Enchantress  in  the  centre 
of  the  Earth. 

Bank  on  r,.  h.  2  e.     Rock  3  e. 

Leona.  [l.]  Here  for  your  lives,  you  shall  remain  my  slaves  ! 

Queen  [crossing  to  c] 

Such  conduct  is  more  brazen  than  your  caves. 

Leona.  [l.]  Hah  !  you  are  bold  indeed,  to  break  a  jest, 
At  such  a  moment — none,  too,  of  the  best, 
But  you'll  have  time  a  better  here  to  make  : 
Behold  the  monsters  guarding  yonder  lake 


Leona, 


Of  Quicksilver. 

Queen,  [a]  And  guard  it  well  they  may, 

Or  from  such  frights  'twould  quickly  run  away! 

They  were  all  mortals  once,  with  forms  like  thine 

Kings,  Queens,  and  Princes — enemies  of  mine, 

Besides  a  score  or  two  of  Dames  of  fashion 

Who  had  for  Lion  hunting  such  a  passion, 

To  any  foreign  brute  they'd  go  their  knees  on, 

Provided  he  was  newly  caught  that  season, 

Nay,  any  Donkey  could  their  favour  win, 

"Who  wore  by  accident  a  Lion's  skin. 

Just  Fate  the  Fairy  Lioness  enables, 

To  trun  upon  them  their  own  supper  tables, 

And  make  them  grin  and  tumble,  bray  and  roar, 

As  they  made  other  monsters  do  before. 

I  never  Lionized  a  creature. 

No! 
Therefore  no  change  of  form  you'll  undergo — 
But  dress  my  dinner,  and  your  daughter  there 
Shall  be  my  lady's  maid,  and  dress  my  hair. 
I  dress  your  dinner  !    I  ne'er  learned  to  cook. 
But  you  will  soon.     I'll  lend  you  Soyer's  book. 

Princess,  [k.]  I  dress  your  hair  ! 

Leona.  I  wear  it  very  plain, 

And  when  a  Lioness,  I  have  no  mane. 
But! 

But !  no  buts  !  or  Til  make  butts  of  you, 
And  with  these  arrows  pierce  you  through  and  through. 
And  yet  not  kill !     So  you,  Cook,  to  your  kitchen, 
And  you,  (to  Princess)  come  make  a  witch  look  more 
bewitching ! 

Leona,  Queen  and  Princess. 

TRIO—"  We  meW 

Leona. 

We  met,  'twas  in  a  wood, 

And  you  strove  both  to  shun  me. 

Queen. 

I  felt  I  couldn't  move, 

For  your  eye  was  upon  me  ! 

Princess. 

You  spoke,  my  blood  ran  cold, 

As  your  deep-toned  voice  uttered — 


Queen. 
Leonz. 


Queen 
Leona 


Queen 
Leona 
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Leona. 

Come,  come,  you  don't  perceive, 

On  which  side  your  bread's  buttered. 

If  well  you  dress  my  hah-,  (to  Princess) 

I  may  not  often  beat  you. 

Improve  my  bill  of  fare  (to  Queen) 

And  perhaps,  I  mayn't  eat  you. 

To  work  yourselves  betake, 

And  without  any  pother, 

Or  your  bones  I  will  break  (to  Princess) 

And  pick  those  of  your  mother. 

Queen  and  Princess. 

All  hope  we  must  forsake, 
And  our  feebngs  must  smother, 

Or     3  y  ur  C  bones  she  will  break, 
I  my  5 

And  pick  those  of  ]  ^our  I  mother ! 

[Exeunt  Leona,  and  Princess  k.  h 
Queen.  [l.J  From  bad  to  worse  !  when  will  my  misery  end, 
Since  fate  forbids  e'en  death  to  be  my  friend  ? 
Cook  to  a  Lioness !  what  degradation ! 
Without  the  power  to  change  my  situation. 
No  wages  either  !  nothing  but  the  run 
Of  that  black  kitchen,  wherein  hope  is  done 
To  rags,  and  leaps  with  desperation  cure 
Out  of  the  frying  pan  into  the  fire ! 

Queen. 
AIR — "  My  lodging  is  on  the  cold  ground." 

My  lodging  is  all  under  ground, 

Where  I  can't  get  a  peep  at  the  sky, 

And  there's  no  one  to  help  I'll  be  bound, 
"  Help  "  ever  so  loud  should  I  cry. 

In  a  mess  on  a  railway  as  vainly  might  shout, 

Some  poor  pent  up  desolate  elf, 

For  whatever  the  danger  he  couldn't  get  out, 

Or  alarm  any  one — but  himself. 

The  Croak  of  a  Raven  is  heard,  r.  h. 

Sure  'twas  a  Raven's  boding  croak  I  heard, 

[Raven  appears  on  Mock  r.  h. 
Yes,  jonder  perches  the  ill-omened  bird ! 
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What  has  he  in  his  talons  ?  a  poor  Frog, 
Which  he  has  evidently  prigged  for  proo-! 
I'll  strive  to  save  it  from  the  ravenous  raven ! 

[Takes  up  a  stone  and  flings  at  bird-. 
Drop  that !  you  great  black  ugly  croaking  craven ! 
[Music. — The  Raven  drops  the  Frog  and  flies  off  l.  h. 
He  has  !  but  it  came  down  with  such  a  flop, 
I  fear,  poor  frog,  you've  taken  your  last  hop. 
]  No,  I'm  all  right !  a  thousand  thanks  to  you. 
It  speaks ! 

Of  course  when  I  am  spoken  to. 
Did  you  come  out  of  iEsop's  Fables  ? 

No! 
Are  you  the  Frog,  that  would  a  wooing  go  ? 
Nay,  I'm  a  lady  Frog,  and  must'nt  woo, 
Save  in  leap  year. 

They're  all  leap  years  with  you. 
Excuse  me,  heaven  knows  I've  no  heart  for  joking. 
Well,  though  a  Frog,  I'm  not  much  given  to  croaking, 
And  would  assist  you,  as  I  feel  your  debtor, 
I'm  a  half  fairy,  my  name's  Grenouiletta. 
Half  Fairy  !  well,  when  hope's  so  nearly  dead, 
Even  half  a  Fairy's  better  than  no  bread. 
My  power  has  limits. 

Like  Don  Ferdinando, 
Perhaps  you  can  do  no  more  than  you  can  do  ? 
Exactly,  but  in  what  I  can,  you  may 
Command  me,  for  your  generous  act  to-day. 
Oh!  then  restore  to  my  dear  husband's  arms 
Me  and  my  child  ! 

I  fear  Leona's  charms 
Are  yet  too  potent,  but,  I'll  go  and  find 
The  magic  wreath,  which  I  have  left  behind 
In  an  unlucky  moment,  or  that  Raven 
Could  not  have  borne  me  from  my  peaceful  haven. 

[Exeunt  Frog  r.  h. 

Enter  Princess  r.  h. 

Princess,  [r.]  Oh  !  mother  !  we  are  in  a  pretty  pickle  ! 
Our  dreadful  mistress  would  her  palate  tickle 
With  some  new  dish,  and  fancies — ope'  your  eyes ! 
Nought  but  a  vol  au  vent  of  butterflies  ! 
I  am  to  catch  'em.     Where,  'tis  hard  to  say, 
For  not  a  butterfly  e'er  flew  this  way. 
And  you're  to  cook  them,  which  will  be  still  harder 
To  do,  if  there  be  not  one  in  the  larder. 


Frog,  [r 

Qneen. 

Frog. 

Queen 

Frog. 

Queen. 

Frog. 

Queen. 

Frog. 


Queen. 

Frog. 
Queen. 

Frog. 

Queen. 

Frog. 
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Queen,  [t,.]  And  if  not  done  ? 

Princess.  She  threatens  torments  fearful ! 

Our  cup  of  woe,  she  hints,  is  not  yet  near  full. 
Queen.     I've  not  a  word  left  to  throw  at  a  dog, 

My  only  hope  is  in  my  friend  the  Frog ! 
Princess.  Your  friend  the  Frog  !  wonders  will  never  end, 

Where  did  you  pick  up  such  a  funny  friend  ? 

[Grenouilletta  re-appears  in  a  female  form,  but  preserving 
the  colour  of  the  frog  in  her  dress,  she  has  a  wreath  of 
Roses  on  her  head,  comes  down  r.  u. 

Gre.  [r.]  It  was  for  luck,  you  gave  that  bird  a  topper. 
Queen,  [l.]  Grenouilletta ! 

Ore.  I've  my  crown  on  now. 

Queen.     And  much  more  like  a  Fairy  look,  I  vow  ! 
Gre.         Behold,  I  bring  you  what  will  glad  your  eyes, 

A  swarm  of  beautiful  fat  butterflies. 

[Butterflies  appear,  3  e.  r.  h. 

Attracted  by  my  wreath  of  magic  roses, 

Have  hither  followed  their  unhappy  noses  ; 

Fling  over  them  your  veil, 

[To  Princess,  who  crosses  to  r.  h.  and  flings  the  veil  over 
them,  then  places  butterflies  on  Rocky  bank  c. 

Now  with  a  song, 
We'll  see  if  we  can  make  a  Vol  au  vent. 

CONCERTED  PIECE  {to  its  own  Air.) 

Patty  cake,  patty  cake,  baker's  man, 
Make  me  a  patty  as  fast  as  you  can, 
Make  it,  and  bake  it,  and  serve  it  up  clean, 
And  there'll  be  a  vol  au  vent  fit  for  a  Queen. 

[During  the  Song,  the  Princess  withdraws  the  veil,  and  the 
Vol  au  vent  appears  on  a  handsome  dish. 

Gre.  [c]  Promises  are  like  pie  crust,  made  to  break, 

But  I  to  keep  my  promise,  pie  crust  make. 
Princess,  [r.] 

A  patty  made  in  pity  of  our  plight ! 
Queen,  [l.]  My  heart  still  pit-a-patty  goes  with  fright! 
Leona.  [within  R.  h.  1  e.] 

What  ho  !  my  slaves ! 
Qre.  Leona  comes  this  way ! 

At  hop  and  hide  'twere  prudent  I  should  play. 

[Exit  r.  h. 
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Enter  Leona,  r,  h.  cross  to  c. 

Leona.  [c]  Well !  is  my  dinner  ready  ? 

Queen,  [l.]  As  you  wish— 

I  was  just  going  to  bring  up  the  dish. 

[Takes  it  off  Bank. 
Leona.  [taking  it.] 

As  I'm  a  Fairy  Lioness  of  taste, 

Delicious  butterflies  !  and  tine  pufTpaste ! 

And  you  professed  you  nought  of  cooking  knew ! 

Why,  I  declare  you're  quite  a  Cordon  bleu  ! 

While  dainties  such  as  these  you  can  produce, 

To  eat  you  I  should  be  iudeed  a  goose. 

Its  savour  makes  me  hungry,  I  declare  ! 

I'll  in,  and  take  the  Lioness's  share. 

Leona. 

AIR—"  0  what  pleasure." — Midas. 

O  what  pleasure  will  be  mine, 

On  this  dainty  dish  to  dine ! 

There's  no  richer  pie, 

Than  a  Butterfly, 

Made  of  Emperors  fat  and  fine. 

[Exit  with  dish,  R.  h.  1  k. 

Queen.     Saved  for  the  present — but  she  soon  will  learn, 
I'm  scarcely  cook  enough  a  spit  to  turn. 

Princess.  We  can't  expect  a  frog,  so  kind  and  clever, 
To  stay  and  do  the  cooking  here  for  ever. 

Enter  Grenottiixetta,  r.  h. 

Gre.  [r.]  No— but  I'll  tell  you  what  the  Frog  will  do, 

Hop  off  the  brave  King  Fulminoso  to, 

Whom  by  this  time  his  foes  have  ceased  besieging, 
Queen,  [l.]  Would  you  be  so  excessively  obfeeging  ? 
Gre.  I  will,  and  all  your  story  to  him  tell, 

Tis  he  alone,  1  find  can  break  the  spell  ; 

If  he  love  you  enough  the  deed  to  dare. 
Queen.      If  he  do  not,  then  I  don't  wish  him — there  ! 
Gre.         Scratch  him  a  line  upon  this  leaf,  to  shew 

[Cross  to  c.  gives  leaf. 

I've  your  authority — your  hand  he'll  know. 
Queen,  [writes.] 

'Tis  done  !  oh  !  most  beneficent  of  Frogt, 

I  fear  upon  you  we're  a  pair  of  clogs. 
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Gre.         Not  in  the  least,  [cross  (ol]  Such  work  to  me  is  play. 
'Twill  be  a  game  of  leap  frog  all  the  way. 

[Grenouilletta  sinks  down  l.  h.  trap. 
Princess,  [r  ]  If  she  should  change  her  mind  upon  the  road  ! 
Queen.     She  would'nt  be  such  an  ungrateful  toad ! 

Princess  and  Queen. 
DUO— "A  Frog  he  mould." 

Princess. 

This  Frog  she  would  the  journey  go, 

Heigho,  says  Rowley, 
Whether  my  mother  would  let  her  or  no, 

With  her  rowley,  poley, 

Gammon  and  spinach, 

Heigho,  says  Anthony  Rowley. 

Queen. 

Off  she  set  with  her  opera  wreath, 
Heigho,  says  Rowley, 

Which  she  look'd  remarkably  well  beneath. 
With  her  rowley,  poley,  &c. 

Princess. 

If  she  finds  my  pa  at  home, 

Heigho,  says  Rowley, 
Through  fire  and  water  to  us  he'll  come, 

With  his  rowley,  poley,  &c. 

Queen. 

But  oh,  if  inclined  on  a  sov'reign  to  sup, 

Heigho,  says  Rowley, 
The  Lioness  sees  him  and  gobbles  him  up ! 
With  his  rowley,  poley,  &c. 

Princess. 

Then  there'll  be  an  end  soon  to  you  Ma  and  Me, 

Heigho,  says  Rowley, 
And  I  wouldn't  give  much  for  the  little  Frogee, 

With  her  rowley,  poley,  &c. 

{Exeunt  b  h.  1  e. 
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SCENE  IV. 


Chamber  in  Fulminoso's  Palace. 

March  —  Enter  Fulminoso,  Espado,    Allebabdo,    Arqcb- 
busado,  and  Guards,  l.  h. 

King. 

AIR — "  When  great  lords  and  ladies." 

Lo !  King  Fulminoso, 

To  strains  pomposo, 

Crowned  with  laurels  hither  comes  ! 

'Midst  triumphal  marches, 

Triumphal  arches, 

Bells  and  bonfires,  guns  and  drums  ! 

Yet  Fidminoso, 

Feels  rather  so  so 

In  spirits  far  from  high, 

Like  that  sad  person, 

Major  Maepherson, 

He  sighs,  but  can't  tell  why ! 

But  what  though  tiat 

I  chance  to  be 

Care  killed  a  cat, 

But  shan't  kill  me, 

King  Fulminoso 

's  beat  all  his  foes  so, 

Care  at  Jericho  he  means  to  see. 

King,  [c]  Now  is  the  winter  of  our  discontent, 

Made  glorious  summer  by  this  great  event ; 

And  all  the  clouds  that  lowered  on  our  house, 

Gone  to  the  bottom  of  the  ocean — souse  .' 

But  what  though  victory  our  arms  have  crowned, 

What  though  we've  given  our  foes  a  drubbing  sound. 

What  though  in  triumph  we  have  thus  marched  home, 

What  though  the  good  time  coming  now  seems  come, 

Still  there  i^  something  wanting  to  our  joy, 

Still  in  our  happiness  is  some  alloy. 

What  is  it  that  so  weighs  upon  our  soul  ? 

Puts  out  our  pipe,  and  bitter  makes  our  bowl  ? 

Can  any  one  remember  any  thing 

We  have  forgotten  ? 

Esp.  [l.]  Most  victorious  king 
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I  nothing  know  of  consequence — unless 
The  absence  of  the  Queen  and  the  Princess. 

King,  [star lino.] 

Can  it  be  ?  yes !  no  !  ah !  it  must !  how  rum  ! 

My  wife  !  my  daughter  !  why  of  course  !  "  them's-um  !" 

They  are  the  lumps  of  sugar  that  I  miss, 

When  to  my  lips  I'd  raise  the  cup  of  bliss  ! 

They  are  the  stars  I  lack  at  close  of  day, 

When  I  would  blow  a  cloud  of  cares  away  ! 

Why  haste  they  not  to  hail  our  glad  return? 

Esp.         Alas !  great  sir,  sad  news  have  you  to  learn. 

King.       Sad  news  ?  speak  quickly  !  you  my  heart  appal ! 

Esp.        We  hav'nt  got  no  news  of  'em  at  all ! 

King.       No  news  is  good  news — how  can  that  be  sad, 
Which,  if  not  good,  at  least,  cannot  be  bad. 
On  with  thy  tale. 

Esp.  Alas !  my  tale  is  ended 

They  went  over  the  bridge. 

King.  And  the  bridge  bended  ? 

Esp.        No,  on  their  journey  they  were  safely  started 
But  ne'er  arrived. 

King.  Lost !  stolen  !  strayed  ! 

Esp.  Departed, 

If  not  deceased,  with  all  the  folks  that  followed  them, 
Either  the  vrild  beasts  or  the  earth  has  swallowed  them . 

King.       Oh! 

Atlebardo.  [r.]  The  king  swoons  ! 

Esp.  The  colour  flies  his  cheek  ! 

Allebardo.  Take  comfort,  sir  ! 

King.  Of  comfort  no  man  speak  ! 

Let's  talk  of  undertakers  and  their  bills — 
Prohibit  further  sale  of  Parrs  life  pills. 
Let' s  sit  upon  the  ground,  and  tell  strange   stor  es 
Of  ghosts  and  bogies,  and  phantasmagories — 
Of  kings  and  queens,  who've  been  by  wicked  fairies 
Once  on  a  time,  played  all  sorts  of  vagaries — 
Of  sad  princesses,  left  without  a  rag  on, 
To  be  devoured  by  a  frightful  dragon — 
Of  others,  off  by  fiery  griffins  carried 
Against  their  wills,  to  dwarfs  or  giants  married 
All  wretched. 

Esp.         Nay,  Sir,  some  found  food  for  laughter, 
And  almost  all  lived  happy  ever  after. 

King.       I'll  hang  the  slave  who  dare  my  face  before 
Talk  about  being  happy  any  more  ! 
None  in  my  kingdom— east,  west,  north  or  south, 
Shall  laugh,  save  on  the  wrong  side  of  his  mouth. 
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As  for  myself,  floored  by  this  blow  so  cruel, 
Til  starve  upon  the  thinnest  water  gruel. 
Moistening  with  sorrow's  heavy  wet  my  clay, 
'Till  down  my  dust  with  my  own  tears  I  lay. 

Enter  Antibumo,  2  e.  l.  h. 

Anti.        Hal  ha!  ha!  ha! 

king.  That  traitor  seize  for  one. 

And  hang  him  instantly  !     [Espado  seizes  him.] 

Anti.  For  what? 

King.  >      _  For  fun! 

Which  is  a  grave  offence  against  our  laws  ! 

Anti.         You  won't  pass  sentence,  'till  you've  heard  the  cause. 
It  would  have  made  a  cat  laugh,  or  a  dog, 
I'm  bid  to  crave  an  audience  for  a  frog  ! 

King.       A  frog  ! 

Anti.  That  talks  likes  any  rhetorician, 

And  comes  in  state  upon  a  special  mission. 

A  ing.       From  whom  ? 

Anti.  Her  majesty  the  Queen. 

King.  She  lives ! 

Anti.        She  does. 

King.  New  life  to  me  that  sentence  gives, 

And  I  revoke  the  one  I  passed  on  you. 

[Espado  releases  him.] 
Admit  the  Envoy  with  all  honour  due, 
Gladly  we'll  hear  the  news  this  frog's  to  tell  come, 
And  all  the  world  may  laugh  again,  and  welcome ! 

King. 

Am—"  Whipsy  aiddlesey." 

We'll  in  state  receive  the  Frog, 
Whipsy,  diddlesy,  dandelin" 
To  hear  it  speak  I'm  all  agog, 

With  a  harum  scarum  diddlecumdarum, 
Whipsy,  diddlesy,  dandelin. 

Bandy  legs  and  yellow  hose, 

Whipsy,  diddlesy,  dandelin  ! 
A  flounder's  mouth  and  never  a  nose, 

With  a  harum  scarum,  &c. 

Such  a  figure  of  fun  can  ne'er  be  meant, 

Whipsy,  diddlesy,  dandelin  ! 
Any  Monarch  on  earth  to  represent, 

With  a  harum  scarum,  flre. 
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And  yet  though  at  first  it  makes  one  stare. 

Whipsy,  diddlesy,  dandelin ! 
To  see  a  frog  Charge  d'  ^f aires, 

With  a  harurn  scarum,  &c 

The  charge  may  be  less  on  the  public  purse, 

Whipsy,  diddlesy,  dandelin ! 
And  affairs  be  devil  a  bit  the  worse, 

With  a  harum  scarum  diddlecumdarum, 
Whipsy,  diddlesy,  dandelin ! 

Exeunt  King,  Officer,  Guards,  dancing  1  b.  e.  h. 

SCENE  V. 

Hall  of  Diana  in  the  King's  Palace. 
Statues  of  Diana  and  her  Nymphs  on  Pedestals. 

March. — The  Frog  isbrought  on,  on  Palanquin,  3.  b. l.  h.,  borne 

by  four  frogs,  and  attended  by  other  Frogs  richly  attired  and 

bearing  golden  bulrushes. 

Enter  King,  attended,  1  e.  e.  h. 

King,  [l.]  You  bring  us  tidings  of  our  consort  dear, 

Speak,  gentle  frog — for  you  can  speak  I  hear. 

Gre.  [b,  under  Palanquin.~] 

First,  mighty  king,  we  pay  our  reverentials, 
And  secondly,  deliver  our  credentials. 
Page  {Frog)  hops  to  King,  and  delivers  the  leaf  on  which 
the  Queen  has  written. 

King.       My  Dulcibella's  hand  !  there's  no  mistaking, 

The  precious  pothooks  of  my  darling's  making. 
reads.']     "  Dear  Husband,  this  comes  hopping"  hopping  !  well, 
Of  course  it  did—"  that  you  will  break  the  spell, 
"  Excuse  the  spelling,  and  all  faults  you've  found, 
"  As  I'm  in  haste,  and  scratching  under  ground  " 
How  I  underground !  explain  this  wondrous  riddle  ! 
Is  not  my  Queen  on  earth  ? 

Gre.  No,  in  the  middle. 

King.       The  middle  of  the  earth  !  who  dare  consign  her 
To  such  a  pit !  my  queen  is  not  a  minor, 
Whate'er  my  daughter  is — ah !  say,  my  other 
Darling — is  she  as  deep  as  her  dear  mother  ? 

Gre.         Yes,  they  are  both  down  in  the  world  at  present, 
A  situation  very  far  from  pleasant. 
The  centre  of  the  globe 

King.  In  Leicester  square  ? 

Gre.         No,  the  great  globe  itself. 

King.  Frog !  have  a  care  ! 
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Great  as  my  wonder  is  at  your  garrulity, 
If  you  o'erstep  the  bounds  of  my  credulity, 
Out  of  my  kitchen  my  French  c^oks  I'll  call, 
And  have  a  fricasee  made  of  you  all! 

[Music. — The  Frog  disappears  Grenouelliita  rises  from 
Palanquin. 

Gre.        Indeed !  how  say  you  now  ?  we  fairy  Elves 

Much  better  than  French  cooks  can  dress  ourselves  ! 

Is  this  dish  to  your  taste,  or  would  you  wish 

That  I,  in  turn,  you  and  your  court  should  dish  ? 
King.       By  no  means,  fair  and  most  illustrious  fairy, 

In  every  sense — plenipotentiary 

Your  excellency  none  would  dare  to  doubt. 

But  tell  me,  how  am  I  to  set  about 

Bringing  my  wife  and  daughter  up  to  town  ? 
Gre.         To  fetch  'em  have  you  courage  to  go  down  ? 

If  so,  assist  you  in  the  work  I  can. 
King.       I  dare  do  all  that  may  become  a  man — 

A  married  man — a  husband — and  a  father! 

Who  dares  do  more  is  none  ! 
Gre-  _  That's  plucky,  rather, 

So  take  this  ring- 
King.  A  plain  one  of  pure  gold ! 

"With  such  a  ring,  a  man  may  make  too  bold 

Who  has  a  wife  already. 
Gre.  Fear  you  not, 

That  will  but  lead  you  to  the  wife  you've  got. 

Of  wedded  love  the  type — in  a  true  hand, 

No  sorcery  its  magic  can  withstand. 

The  Queen  and  Princess  touch  with  that  fond  token, 

And  the  vile  spell  will  instantly  be  broken. 
A !/*£-.       On  this  adventure  I'm  in  haste  to  go — 

Which  is  the  road  ?  [Trap  opens.] 
Gre.  Your  faithiul  ring  will  shew. 

[Stage  opens. 
King.       Ha !  the  earth  opens  at  my  feet ! 
Gre.  No  doubt, 

That's  the  way  in. 
King.  Humph  !  which  is  the  way  out  ? 

Gre.  Do  you  retract,  upon  consideration  ? 

King.        Not  I — I  merely  asked  for  information. 
Gre.  Down  to  the  centre  of  this  earthly  ball 

There  are  ten  thousand  steps. 
King.  I'll  take  them  all ! 
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Gre.         A  lioness  will  spring  upon  you. 

King.  Let  her ! 

Gre.         She  may  change  to  a  woman. 

King.  All  the  better  ! 

Gre.         In  either  shape,  a  fury  you  will  find  her. 

King.        I'll  make  her  fancy  old  nick  is  behind  her. 

Gre.  Go  on  and  prosper  then  !  the  spell  destroy, 

And  e'en  these  statues  here  shall  dance  for  joy. 
King.       I'm  sorry  that  to  see  them  I  can't  stay, 

But  don't  let  that  prevent  you — dance  away ! 

[Music. — King  descends.  Stage  closes  over  him.  Gre 
nouilelta  touches  the  Statues  on  either  side  of  the  stage 
they  become  animated. 


BALLET. 


END  OF  FIRST  ACT. 
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ACT  EL— SCENE  I. 


The  Foot  of  the  Giant's  Staircase  of  Ten  Thousand  Steps 
Leading  to  the  Centre  of  the  Earth. 

Enter  Leoxa. 

Leona.     Accursed  fate  !  I  feel  'tis  near  the  hour 

Which  tolls  the  knell  of  all  my  magic  power. 

Close  on  me  follows  the  undaunted  king, 

Guided  and  guarded  by  his  golden  ring. 

Against  this  most  invulnerable  male, 

My  magic  arrows  are  of  no  avail. 

I  made  a  sad  mistake,  in  bringing  down 

To  this  estate,  the  partner  of  his  crown. 

But  who  could  have  conceived  a  cara-sposo, 

Was  to  be  found  on  earth  like  Fulminoso  ? 

Since  Orpheus  for  his  wife  went  to  the  deuce, 

The  custom's  fallen  quite  into  dis-use ; 

And  if  to  take  such  journeys  men  are  prone, 

It  is  for  other  wives — and  not  their  own. 

He  comes  !  and  makes  me  tremble,  I  confess, 

Both  as  a  lady — and  a  Lioness.  [Retires  e.  h.  Caver>>. 

King  Fuemixoso  enters,  e.  h.  Cavern. 

King.       This  way  the  noise  was  !  Monster,  shew  thy  mug ! 
If  thou  escapest  me  by  some  humbug 
My  wife  and  daughter's  ghosts  will  haunt  me  still. 
Where  is  this  Lioness,  that  I  must  kill  ? 
She  that's  the  beast  and  beauty  rolled  in  one, 
For  such  a  one  am  I  to  fight  or  none ! 

Enter  Leona,  l.  h. 

Leona.  [e.]  Behold  her !  but  I  will  not  fight  with  thee  ! 

King,  [u.]  Then  yield  !  and  to  that  great  Men&gerie, 

Which  fashion  Hocks  to  in  the  Regent's  Park, 

I'll  send  thee  'mongst  the  monsters  there  of  mark ; 
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Soon  to  put  out  of  joint  with  Belles  and  Beaux, 
The  Hippopotamus's  ugly  nose. 
I'll  have  it  advertised  in  all  the  Press, 
'f  Here  may  you  see  the  Fairy  Lioness  !" 
Leona.     I  will  not  yield  to  be  a  Sunday  show 
With  any  Hippopotamus  I  know. 
Though  you  have  come  to  my  hall  door,  vile  king, 
Not  only  with  a  knock,  but  with  a  ring  ; 
Still  will  I  try  the  last — lay  on,  you  muff, 
And  hang  me  if  I  don't  yet  work  your  buff. 

[They  Jlght. 
King  and  Leona. 

DUO-"  German  Polka." 

Leona. 

Strike  a  female  unprotected, 
Who  such  usage  had  expected? 
See  a  warrior's  sword  directed, 
'Gainst  a  woman  in  distress. 

King. 

To  my  gallantry  appealing, 

Let  me  as  a  man  of  feeling, 

Beg  you'll  take  the  blows  I'm  dealing, 

Only  as  a  Lioness. 

Leona. 

Ugh  you  wretch,  I'll  scratch  your  eyes  out  ! 

King. 

There  indeed  the  woman  flies  out. 
Come  !  peccavi  who  first  cries  out, 
Shall  be — what  I  won't  express. 
Fight  or  fly,  one  thing  or  'tother, 
I've  no  time  for  all  this  pother. 

Leona. 

You're  a  monster ! 

King. 

You're  another ! 
So  have  at  you,  sorceress. 
Leona.     Come  to  the  scratch,  ye  monsters  of  the  lake, 
Of  this  fool  hardy  mortal  mince  meat  make. 
[Music — Leona    rushes  off  n.  h.   various  monsters  issue 
from  the  Cavern  and  attack  the  King,  he  beats  them 
off,  H.  H. 
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Re-enter  Leoxa. 

T^ona.     His  ardent  spirit  is  all  proof  above ! 

What  if  assailed  on  the  weak  side  of  love  ? 
I'll  raise  up  with  her  never  dying  snakes, 
The  green-eyed  monster  jealousy — which  makes 
The  meat  she  feeds  on  !     She  shall  act  her  part, 
And  try  to  stab  this  husband  to  the  heart. 
If  in  that  point  invulnerable  found, 
I've  no  hope  left  above,  or  underground. 

He- enter  King,  2  e.  r.  h. 

Besotted  mortal !  why  these  perils  dare 
For  one,  who  long  hath  ceased  for  thee  to  care  ? 
By  other  homage  for  thy  loss  consoled, 
A  favoured  lover  in  her  arms  behold  ! 
[The  Bocks  open,  and  discover  a  Crystal  Tower,  in  which 
the  Queen  is  seen  embracing  a  young  Prince. 

King,  [e.]  My  Dulcibella  false  !  I'll  not  believe 

My  eyes,  which  you  may  by  your  skill  deceive. 

My  heart  assures  me  she  is  no  such  thing — 

And  I  shall  know  the  false  coin  by  the  ring — [Chord. 

[Stretches  out  his  hand  with  the  ring  towards  the  Castle,  and 
the  Prince  immediately  changes  to  the  Princess.] 

My  daughter  !— a  fair  rival !  [Rocks  close.] 

Leona.  Fiends  !  confusion  ! 

King.      True  love  can  not  be  duped  by  such  delusion, 

Release  them  sorceress — thy  arts  are  vain, 
Leona.     No !  still  some  fragments  of  my  power  remain. 

[Music — The  Scene  draws  off  and  discovers 

SCENE  in. 


The  Quicksilver  Lake- 

Leona.     Pent  in  that  Crystal  Castle,  they  shall  float 
On  yon  Quicksilver  lake,  as  in  a  boat 
Thy  ring  must  touch  it,  'ere  the  Crystal  break 
C,.A  [Musk. 

Shift,  silver,  shift — thus  I  my  last  shift  make. 

[Exeunt,  l.  h. 
[Music. — The  King  goes  to  Rock  b.  h.  and  endeavours  to 
touch  Castle,  it  glides  to  the  l.  h.  King  crosses  to  l.  h.  and 
tries  to  touch  it  there— it  then  glides  to  then,  h. 
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King,  Queen  and  Princess. 
TRIO— "  0  Pescator:' 

King. 

Of  this  false  lake  to  get  the  middle  in 
The  way  to  know  I'd  give  a  lot  o'tin, 

My  brains  in  vain  I  spin, 
Though  a  most  mercurial  Hero, 
Till  the  Quicksilver's  at  Zero, 
I  cannot  go  in  to  win. 

Queen  and  Princess. 

We're  sick  of  sailing  this  glass  vessel  in, 
It  keeps  so  disagreeably  wabble-ing — 

Our  heads  around  quite  spin, 

Can't  you  find  some  way,  O  dear,  O, 

We  feel  really  very  queer  O. 
Bottled  up  like  beer  or  gin  ! 

Queen.     Dearest  of  husbands  !  tell  me  howd'ye-do  ? 

King,  [l.]  Not  much  the  better,  love,  for  seeing  you 
In  that  glass  case. 

Princess.  Or  rather,  this  glass  slipper. 

King.       A  cunnin?  craft,  which  acts  as  its  own  skipper. 

Queen:    If,  as  tbe  proverb  says,  all  things  give  place 
When  but  a  single  lady's  in  the  case 
Surely  politeness  should  as  far  be  carried, 
When  there  are  two — one  single  and  one  married. 
And  yet  through  all  the  pains  I've  had  to  pass, 
I've  found  none  harder  than  this  pane  of  glass. 

King.      It  is  indeed  a  painful  Exhibition 

To  which  there  is  no  getting  an  admission 
At  any  price. 

Enter  Dragon,  t..  h.  2  e. 

Dra.  [l,.]  Come,  how  much  would  you  stand, 

If  I  should  give  you  now  a  helping  hand  ? 

King,  [a  ]  A  helping  hand — why — looking  at  its  claws 
Before  I  take  it,  I  must  beg  to  pause. 

Dra.         Well,  I'll  propose  the  terms  then,  if  you  like, 
And  you  may  or  may  not  the  bargain  strike, 
I'll  bear  you  to  that  Castle  on  my  back, 
And  you"  shall  get  your  friends  out  in  a  crack. 
If  when  the  spell  is  broken,  you'll  give  me 
That  rino',  which  then  to  you  will  useless  be. 
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Ring:       1  will. 

Dra.  Upon  your  honor  ? 

King.  Shining  bright. 

Dra.         Up  with  you,  and  sit  fast ! 

King.  Go  on,  all  right. 

[Exeunt  King  and  Dragon,  L.  H.  2  E 

[Re-enter  Drago>"  icith  Kj>g  o«  2?s  ZwcA",  3  e.  e.  h.     TAe 

King  touches  the  Castle  with  the  Ring;  the  Castle,  Lake 

and  Mountains  vanish,  and  the  Ki>g,   Qoeen,  Princess 

and  Dbagox  are  left  in 

SCEXE  rv. 
The  Gardens  of  the  Palace. 

King,  [c]  My  wile,  my  lite,  my  love,  my  everything! 

Dra.  [n.  c.J  Sorry  to  trouble  you,  but — 

King.  Oh!  the  ring, 

'Tis  yours  immediately — a  thousand  pardons. 
Queen,  [h.  Looking  about  her.] 

Why  I  declare,  they're  our  own  Palace  Gardens* 
Dra.         Yes !  you're  at  home,  and  I  feel  quite  so,  too. 
King.       We're  so  obliged  to  you,  I  hope  you  do. 
Queen.      Would  you  take  anything  to  eat  or  drink  ? 
Dra.         Well,  as  you're  so  polite — I  will,  I  think, 

But  I  am  rather  dainty  in  my  feeding. 
Queen.     As  should  become  a  dragon  of  good  breeding.  ^ 

King.       Whate'er  I  can  command — flesh,  fowl,  or  fish, 

I  pledge  my  word  to  jjratify  your  wish ; 

So  call  for  what  you  like, 
Princess,  [r.]  Oh  !  yes  pray  do, 

Dra.         Then  Princess,  shortly  I  will  call  for  you. 

[Music — Puts  Ring  on  her  finger,  and  exits  2  E.  L.  fi. 
Princess.  For  me  !  what  ean  the  hideous  monster  mean  ? 
King.       I've  not  the  slightest  notion,  have  you  Queen? 
Queen.      I  have  a  horrid  notion  that  the  creetur, 

Means  he  will  either  marry  her  or  eat  her. 
King  and  } 
Princess.  \  Mar7  ! 

Queen      That  ring  he  has  on  her  finger  stick, 
Princess.  And  I  can't  get  it  off" again — worse  luck. 
King.      lie  would'nt  surely  to  her  hand  pretend  ! 

I"vc  no  objection  to  him  as  a  friend  ; 

But  as  a  son-in-law,  the  thing's  absurd,  » 

Nut  to  say  monstrous. 
Queen.  Monstrous  is  the  word  '. 

If  he  should  call,  we  must  all  be  denied, 
Princess.  I'd  rather  be  his  bride  cake,  than  his  bride. 


Queen.     He  cannot  have  his  cake,  and  eat  it  too, 
King.      I  can't  imagine  he  would  either  do  ; 

If  he  propose,  he'll  meet  with  a  rebuff, 

And  as  to  eating,  that's  of  course  all  stuff. 
Queen.     What !  when  to  grant  his  wish  your  pledge  is  fresh, 

Whether  it  be  for  fish,  or  fowl,  or  flesh  .' 
King.       He'd  never  snap  at  hasty  words  like  those, 
Queen.      He'd  snap  at  anything  on  earth  he  chose. 
King.       Let's  drop  the  subject  for  these  subjects  loyal, 

Who  haste  to  greet  their  Queen,  and  Princess  Royal. 

Enter  Lords,  Ladies,  Officers,  &c,  and  Antirumo,  l.  h. 

Anti.        Your  majesties  have  in  most  happy  time, 
Returned,  for  hither  from  a  distant  cUme  ; 
Comes  an  Ambassador. 
King.  The  Frog  again  ? 

Anti.         Oh  !  no  sire,  one  of  quite  a  different  strain, 
With  a  proposal  from  Prince  Nonpareil, 
For  the  Princess  Carissima. 
King.  A  Merveille ! 

Into  our  presence  straight  the  Envoy  show, 

[Exit  Antirumo,  L.  h« 
Proposal  could  not  come  more  apropos  ; 
What  luck !  my  dear,  you  know  Prince  Nonpareil. 
Queen.     By  name,  of  course  my  love,  exceeding  well, 
Of  great  King  Pippin  he's  the  eldest  son  ; 
And  of  all  persons,  just  the  very  one 
A  parent  for  his  daughter  would  pick  out, 
From  all  the  heir  apparents  round  about. 
King,  [to  Princess.] 

I  hope  he'll  to  our  daughter's  liking  prove. 
Princess.  [r.J 

I'll  look  to  like,  if  looking  liking  move, 
But  no  more  deep  will  I  endart  mine  eye, 
Than  your  consent  gives  strength  to  make  it  fly. 
King,  [c]  That  girl  talks  like  a  book  ! 
Queen,  [e  ]  Beyond  all  praise, 

One  seldom  hears  such  language,  now  a  days. 
King.       Behold  the  Envoy ! 

Enter  Prince  Nonpareil  attended,  introduced  by  Autihumo, 

E.    H.    3    E. 

Princess.  Heavens  !  what  do  I  see  ? 

Prince  Nonpareil  himself, 

What  he  ? 

Bless  me  ? 
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Prince  [l.]  Discovered,  then  away  with  all  disguise ; 

Princess,  a  captive  to  those  wond'rous  eyes, 

[Crosses  to  R. 

Which  have  my  heart  and  mystery  pierced  through, 

I  kneel,  my  own  ambassador  to  you. 
King  [l  c.J  A  stranger  thus  at  the  first  sight  to  guess, 

The  gift  of  second- sight  she  must  possess. 
Queen.      A  clairvoyance,  which  makes  uncommon  shady, 

Madame  Robin  and  the  Mysterious  Lady. 

Queen  and  Princess. 

DUO—"  HamleL" 

Queen. 
O,  how  could  you  his  Highness  know, 
From  any  other  one  ? 

Princess. 
By  his  portrait,  to  him  though 
They've  scarcely  justice  done  ! 

"  To  morrow  is  St.  Valentine's  Day" 
I  saw  it  last  St.  Valentine's  Day, 

In  the  Fairy  Pictorial  Times, 
And  I  thought  of  all  men  I  should  like  him  best, 

To  be  my  Valentine. 

Queen      Then  all  your  duty  and  your  complaisance, 
Was  but  a  copy  of  ymir  countenance. 

King.       And  that  fine  speech  about  your  eye  endarting, 
Only  your  eye  and  Miss  Elizabeth  Martin. 

Prince,     Nay,  chide  her  not,  if  you  approve  her  choice. 

Queen.      Oh  !  in  your  favor,  sir,  you've  every  voice. 

Prince.    Then  as  a  pledge  of  union,  deign,  sweet  fair,  . 
On  this  white  hand  a  union  pearl  to  wear, 
Richer  than  that  which  ten  successive  kings, 
In — ha  !  what  have  we  here !     Talking  of  rings, 
What  ring  is  this — so  like  a  wedding  one — 
Upon  your  wedding  finger  ? 

Princess  [Aside.'}  I'm  undone. 

King  [rfside]  Confound  the  Dragon. 

Queen.  [Aside.]  How  can  this  be  parried? 

Prince.    I'm  on  the  rack,  are  you  already  married? 

Queen.      No  !  in  the  garden  some  one  must  have  dropped  it, 
My  daughter  found,  and  on  her  finger  popp  d  it. 

King.       Just  slipped  it  on ; 

Prince.  Then  slip  it  off  again. 

Pri/tcess.  I  would  with  pleasure,  but  I've  tried  in  vain. 
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My  finger's  swollen  round  it,,  but  I  hope 
Before  the  clay's  out — 

Q**n.  Try  a  little  soap  ! 

King.       If  that  won't  do,  why  we  must  get  a  file, 

And  file  it  off     But  come,  in  the  meanwhile 
Let  us  be  merry.     Ho  there  L  music  !  wine  ! 

[Exit  Astibumo,  B.i*i. 
This  very  day  the  contract  we  will  sio-n  ? 
[The  Queen,  Princess  and  Prince  sifn-a.     Four  At- 
tendant? with  wine  and  refreshment,  r  h. 

King.      As  in  a  Ballet  I  have  seen  a  swain 

Express  in  pirouettes  his  amorous  pain* 
Why  should  not  I  the  joy  my  bosom  fills 
Give  vent  to  in  a  new  set  of  Quadrilles. 
I  mean  in  song— not  dance — for  dancing  suits,. 
Neither  my  inclination — nor.  my  boots. 

King, 

SONG— "Paris  Quadrilles." 

Pantalbn !    Yes,  a  whofe  set  of  quadrilles  I  will  sing,. 
Since  not  a  dab  at  dancin?  ; 
There'll  be  at  hast  something  new  in  the  thing, 
Hare  enough  to  day  ! — 
Chaine  Anglaises  !  Ghaine  des  Dames. ! 
Figures  quite  entrancing, 
But  why  they  call  this  Pantalon, 
'Twould  be  hard  to  say. 
But  plague  o'such  interrogations, 
What  care  we  for  derivations  ? 
Folks  to  pleasure  speedings 
Don't  waste  their  time  in  reading, 
"  Notes  and  queries"  on  the  way. 

I/Ete  !     Merrily  the  belles  will  be  soon,  set  ringing,. 
Home  his  bride  the  bridegroom  bringing  ; 
Maidens  in  their  path  sAveet  roses  Hinging, 
Slimmer  flowers  befit  "L'Ete." 
First  advancing,  then  retreating, 
Then  the  self-same  steps  repeating, 
Hand  in  hand  the  dance  completing. 
Most  symbolic  I  must  say. 

*'En  avantdeux,''  headlong  go  the  loving  Miss  and  Mastery 
"  Chasse-ing  "  and  "  Traverse- ing  "  risking  a  disaster 
"  Balance  ing"  till  a  "  tour  desmains  "  ties  them  up  faster; 
Sometimes,  than  either  suits  the  lady  or  the  cavalier. 
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La  Poule !     Good  gracious,  stop, 
I  had  quite  forgot  the  Dragon ; 
In  he  may  drop — 
And  to  every  one's  alarm, 
Join  in  the  hop, 

Whilst  a  leg  we're  left  to  wag  on. 
And  off  then  pop, 
With  the  bride  under  his  arm  ! 
His  figure  here  I  dread  to  view, 
His  tail  is  not  a  "  deni  queue," 
He'll  bolt  the  chick,  and  then  as  cool- 
Ly  gobble  up — La  Poule ! 

Trenise  !    Hence  with  loathed  melancholy, 
Let  us  all  be  jolly, 
Strike  up  "Nix  my  Dolly!  " 
Thus  to  yield  to  fear  is  folly, 
So  Hey  !  For  Pastorale  or  Trenise  ! 
Either  will  lead  to  the  Finale. 
So  choose  which  e'er  you  please  ; 
Do  pretty  in  "  La  Pastorale," 
Or  try  the  tender  in  "  Trenise," 
"With  fal  la  la  la  de  ral  la, 

Hence  with  loathed  melancholy,  &c. 

Finale  !     In  this  there's  nothing  new, 

Quadrilles  must  end  as  all  things  do ; 

And  this  song  finish  too, 

No  doubt  you  think  'tis  time. 

Indeed  I  hope  in  your  surprise, 

To  find  'tis  the  Finale. 

You'll  be  too  glad  to  criticise 

The  reason  or  the  rhyme. 

So  scrape  anew  the  fiddle  string 

For  those  who  dance  but  cannot  sing, 

I've  sung  my  song  and  said  my  say 

And  thus  I  march  away. 

[After  Song,  King  seats  himself  K.n, 

DANCE. 

Enter  Antirumo,  I  E.  E.  h. 

Anti.        My  liege !  my  liege  ! 

King.       How  now !  what  means  this  panic  ? 

Have  you  beheld  his  majesty  satanic? 
Anti.         Something  that's  put  me  in  a  friszht  as  great* 

There  is  a  Giant,  sir,  outside  the  gate. 


King.       With  all  my  heart,  he  may  remain  outside.  ] 

Queen.      Don't  let  him  in  ! 

Anti.  I  could' nt  if  I  tried. 

There  is  no  gate  which,  even  on  all  fours 
He  could  creep  through. 

King.  And  wherefore  at  our  doors 

At  such  a  time  impertinently  knocks  he  ? 

Anii.         The  Princess  he  is  come  to  wed  by  proxy. 

Princess.  Wed  me ! 

King.  By  proxy  ! 

Queen,  [aside.]  In  my  shoes  I  shake  ! 

Prince.     Proxy  for  whom  ? 

Anii.  The  Dragon  of  the  Lake. 

Who  says,  if  for  his  rib  he  cannot  win  her, 
He'll  come  and  pick  her  bones  to-day  for  dinner 

Queen.      I  told  you  so  I 

King.  Explain  this  fearful  mystery. 

Queen.      Learn  of  this  magic  ring  the  fatal  history 
To  this  vile  Dragon  'twas  a  promised  gift, 
For  having  given  his  majesty  a  lift, 
When  in  great  need  of  one,  I'm  bound  to  say, 
But  such  a  trick  with  it  as  this  to  play 
Is  conduct  which  I  do  consider  really, 
As  even  for  a  Dragon  much  too  scaly. 

Pmicess.  I'd  sooner  die,  than  form  such  an. alliance! 

Prince  [to  Anti.~\ 

Fling  in  his  teeth,  Prince  Nonpareil's  defiance. 

King.       Not  so  !  if  fighting  might  the  matter  settle, 
Of  Fulminoso  none  can  doubt  the  mettle. 
But,  oh  !  I  pledged  my  royal  word  to  grant 
Offish,  fowl,  flesh,  whatever  he  might  want, 
And  though  not  fish  nor  fowl — she  is  a  specimen 
Of  flesh  and  blood  that  deeper  makes  the  mess  I'm  in. 
[The  Giant  appears  over  the  tops  of  the  Trees  v.  e,  b.  h. 

All.  The  Giant ! 

■    [All  exeunt  in  terror  except  the  King-,  Queen,  Prince  and 
Pbincess.] 
Giant.  Hollo  !  there  !  it's  getting  late  ! 

Pray,  how  much  longer  am  I  here  to  wait  ? 
Queen,  [i..]  You  must  exeuse  a  little  hesitation 

Just  put  yourself  Sir,  in  our  situation. 

How  should  you  like  to  see  your  daughter  clawed  up 

By  a  fierce  Dragon,  to  be  chained  or  chawed  up  ? 
Giant.       I  never  had  a  daughter,  so  can't  say. 
King,  [ci  £  |  You  have  no  children,  butcher  !  go  awayf 
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Giant.      Not  'till  I  get  an  answer,  "  yes"  or  "no"? 
Is  that  young  woman  coming  for  to  go  ? 
Or  do  you  mean  I'm  to  go  for  to  come 
Back  with  my  lord  the  Dragon  Fee  Fo  Fun)  ! 

King.       How  shall  we  answer  t 

Princess,  [r  c]  Sir,  let  me  replyi 

To  save  your  honor,  Tin  content  to  die. 
I  am  not  bound  to  be  the  Dragon's  wife. 
Your  promise  gives  him  power  but  o'er  my  life. 
Return  huge  monster,  to  thy  treacherous  lord 
Say  that  King  Fulminoso  keeps  his  word — 
That  I  his  daughter,  scorn  to  make  excuses 
And  he  may  come  and  eat  me,  when  he  chooses. 

Giant.      Prepare  then,  for  to-night  on  you  he'll  sup. 

[GrANT  disappears. 

King.  Heroic  girl! 

Queen.  And  she'll  be  gobbled  up  ! 

King.  Before  our  eyes  ! 

Queen.  And  we  have  got  no  other! 

King.  What  a  sight  for  a  father  ! 

Queen.  Or  a  mother  ! 

King.  Oh  !  full  of  scorpions  is  my  mind,  dear  wife, 

Prince.  Is  there  no  way  to  save  her  precious  life  ? 

Queen,  [l.}  No  friend  to  help  us- ! 


Music — Grenouilletta  rises,  l.h.  trap. 

Gre.  Yes,  one  friend  most  truer 

Though  you've  forgotten  me,  I  hav'nt  you. 

Queen.      Grenouilletta  !  oh,  I  blush  for  shame. 

King.       The  Frog !  I  feel  awfully  to  blame. 

Queen.      Deep  as  we  are  already  in  your  debt, 

Prove  you  forgive,  although  you  don't  forget. 

Gre.         I  come  to  do  so,  for  in  helping  you, 

I  helped  myself  more  than  I  thought  to  do ; 

The  Fairy  Lioness's  spell  destroyed, 

I  gained  the  power  she  before  enjoyed. 

No  longer  a  half  fairy,  be  it  known, 

I  take  full  elfin  rank  in  Queen  Mab's  own, 

Vice  Leona,  now  dismissed  her  service. 

King.       My  heart  spins  round  like  any  dancing  dervise. 

Gre.         First  [crosses  to  r.]  from  this  maiden's  hand  I  pluck 
the  ring, 
By  fraud  placed  there,  through  your  rash  promise,  king. 
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Now  mark  my  words,  when  strikes  the  witching  hour, 
In  which  we  fairies  have  the  greatest  power — 
The  Princess  to  the  marshy  valley  lead, 
And  send  the  Dragon  word  to  come  and  feed  ; 
That  act  performed,  your  hononr  bright  secures, 
If  he  don't  eat  her,  that's  no  fault  of  yours. 

Queen.      If !     Can  there  be  an  "  If  ?"     Oh,  then,  if  so, 
There  is  much  virtue  in  an  "If,"  we  know. 

Gre         Prince  Nonpareil,  you  would  her  champion  be  ? 

Prince.    Against  the  world  ! 

Gre.  Then  through  it  follow  me. 

Fa  i  by. 

AIR — "  Follow,  follow  o'er  the  Mountain. 

Follow,  follow,  of  this  planet, 

But  the  surface  here  you  see  ; 
You  will  find  the  world  more  hollow, 

Than  you'd  fancy  it  could  be! 
In  my  subterranean  lodgings, 

All  the  depth  of  it  you'll  sound  j 
And  the  Dragon's  artful  dodgings, 

Deep  enough  be  to  confound. 

Follow,  &c. 
[Prince    and  Grenouilletta   exit  R.n.      King,    Queen, 
and  Princess  exit,  i*h. 


SCENE  IV. 

The  Foot  of  the  Giant's  Staircase,  &c» 

{Same  as  First  Scene  of  this  Act.) 

Fnter  Gkrxovilleitta  and  Pkince  b  h.  1  e. 

Prince  [b.]  Where  are  we  ?^ 

Gre.  [l.]  In  the  centre  of  the  earth, 

Where  all  its  bidden  wonders  have  their  birth  } 

The  Fairy  Lioness's  ancient  seat, 

Now  my  abode. 
Prince.  No  doubt  a  snug  retreat  i 

But  rather  dull,  and  if  I  may  say  dingy. 
Gre.       The  former  occupant  was  quite  as  stingy 
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As  she  was  wicked.    I  shall  have  it  burnished 
As  bright  as  day — each  chamber  newly  furnished, 
And  with  conservatories,  baths  and  dairies, 
Make  it  a  model  lodging  house  for  fairies. 
But  to  our  present  business.    In  that  cupboard, 
Which  once  belonged  to  Mother  Bunch  or  Hubbard, 
(I'm  not  quite  certain  which,  it's  so  long  back,) 
You'll  find  the  arms  with  which  immortal  Jack, 
Made  shorter  by  so  many  heads  the  giants; 
The  sword  of  sharpness  and  the  cap  of  science, 
The  coat  of  darkness  and  the  shoes  of  speed. 

Prince.    To  fight  the  Dragon,  just  the  thing  I  need, 

f  Crosses  to  t>.  H 
The  shoes  of  swiftness  to  the  spot  will  take  me, 
The  fairy  coat  invisible  will  make  me  ; 
So  that  while  he  can't  see  to  take  my  measure, 
I'll  poke  him  up  and  cut  him  down  at  pleasure. 

Gre.  [a  ]  Also  a  phial,  which  contains  a  juice, 

That  can  a  transformation  strange  produce. 

Prince  [n.]  'Tis  here.     But  who  the  change  must  undergo  ? 

Giv.        Put  on  your  cap  of  knowledge,  and  you'll  know. 

Prince  [Putting  on  cap] 

Ha,  bless  me,  why  this  Dragon,  Fee-Fo-Fuin. 
Is — 

Gre.  Not  a  word  at  present, 

Prince.  Ma'am  I'm  mum ! 

For  I  perceive,  why,  though  a  potent  elf, 
You  could'nt  settle  this  affair  yourself. 

Gre.         It  was  impossible. 

Prince.  Of  course,  because — 

Gre.        Hush  !  till  in  death  you've  locked  the  Dragon's  jaws, 
Then  to  the  public  you  may  give  the  key, 
Of  this  unpenetrable  mystery. 

DUO — Faiex  and  Prince  Nonpareil. 
Fairy. 

In  Fairy  dike  fashion  I've  armed  you  to  be, 

The  Champion  of  her  you  would  die  to  set  free ; 
Away  to  her  rescue — the  foul  Dragon  flog, 

With  a  hop,  skip  and  jump,  in  three  leaps  of  a  frog. 
Prince. 
A  fairy  like  you  sick  of  flattery  must  be, 

And  need  no  fine  speeches  from  mortals  like  me ; 
Think  I've  said  all  I  should  say,  and  hence  let  us  jog, 

For  I  can't  stoop  to  toady,  a  Fairy  or  Frog. 
[Exit  Grenouilletta,  b.  h.  1  e.  Prince  Nonpareil,  l.  u.  1  s. 
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SCENE  V— The  Marsh. 

Stump  of  Tree,  c 

Enter  2  e.  e.  h.  Two  Officers,  Six  Guards,  Princess,  Six 
Guards,  King.  Queen,  and  Attendants,  &c. 

Queen.     This  is  the  spot,  the  middle  of  the*  marsh, 

Here  stands  the  stump,  to  which,  by  sentence  harsh ; 
In  honor  we  are  bound  this  lamb  to  bind, 
Poor,  poor  lost  mutton. 

Princess.  Mother  I  don't  mind. 

I  am  prepared  the  heroine  to  play, 
Remember  Perseus  and  Andromeda  ; 
Or  the  fair  Sabra  and  St.  George  !  indeed 
Tis  plain,  for  aught  that  I  could  ever  read, 
Could  e'er  by  tale  or  history  discover, 
The  course  a  Dragon  never  yet  walked  over, 
To  walk  oif  with  the  stake  of  a  Princess — 
But  either  he  got  into  some  great  mess  ; 
Or  else  was  stuck  through  body,  bones  and  gristle, 
Or  else  his  head  cut  off,  clean  as  a  whistle  ; 
Or  if  there  was  one  thing  on  earth  that  nettled  him, 
More  than  another—  it  turned  up  and  settled  him. 

King.       She  is  as  wise  as  brave,  she's  given  us  hope  enough, 
To  hang  the  Dragon,  let  us  give  her  rope  enough. 

[They  bind  her  to  the  stake. 

Lords,  Ladies,  Officers,  Attendants,  Guards,  Enter  r.  &  h. 

King.      Where  shall  we  stand,  the  dread  result  to  note  ? 
Queen.     Upon  a  mountain's  top,  the  most  remote 

And  inaccessible,  by  shepherds  trod, 
King,  [aside.] 

To  tread  what's  inaccessible  is  odd. 
Queen.     We'll  stand  to  see  what  fortune  out  will  shell, 

And  so  one  last  embrace — and  then,  farewell. 

King,  Queen,  Princess  and  Court. 
CONCERTED  PIECE—"  French  Air." 

King. 

Yes,  farewell  for  we  must  go. 

An..  j 

Oh! 


So 

King. 
Say  good  bye  to  your  Papa! 

All 
Ah! 

QuEEN. 

And  to  fill  the  cup  of  woe, 

All. 
Oh! 

Queen. 

Bid  adieu  to  your  mamma 

All. 
Ah! 

King. 
Should  the  Dragon  win  the  day  I 

All. 
Eh! 

King. 

And  you  down  his  gullet  go, 

All. 
Oh! 

King. 

Dearest  child  I  hope  you  may — 

All. 
Eh! 

King. 
Choke  him,  e're  you  get  too  low, 

All. 
Oh! 

[Exeunt  King,  Queen  and  Court,  l.  h. 

Princess.  They've  tied  me  to  the  stake,  I  cannot  fly, 

The  Dragon  can  though,  and  will  soon  be  nigh ; 

But  in  the  Frog  I  trust,  as  heretofore, 

My  Nonpareil  is  sound  too,  to  the  core, 

Both  at  their  post  will  be  in  time,  I  know, 

And  with  two  such  good  heartstrings  to  my  bow, 
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fl  '  \        I  fear  no  more  this  dragon,  than  the  people 

In  Cheapside,  fear  the  one,  on  Bow  Church  Steeple  1 
Methought  I  heard  a  noise,  perhaps  the  Frog, 
Is  here  already  at  her  post  incog. 

Princess. 

SCENA— "  She  ivore  a  lOrea'th  of  roses." 

She  wore  a  wreath  of  roses, 

My  sight  when  first  she  met} 

A  face  so  sweetly  smiling 

No  frog  had  ever  yet. 

She  said  with  much  politeness 

And  in  the  softest  tone, 

That  she'd  return  with  grateful  heart 

The  kindness  to  her  shown. 

Well,  this  is  just  the  moment, 

I  wish  I  could  see  now,. 

With  that  wreath  of  magic  roses, 

Upon  her  fairy  brow. 

"Zampa" 

But  let  that  still, 

Be  as  it  will, 

My  Nonpareil  will  guard  from  ill 

His  Princess  dear, 

So  naught  I  fear, 

But  thus  the  dragon  dare  ! 

«  Cymon." 

Come  on,  come  on,  I  dare  yon  to  come  on! 

I  dare  you  !  I  dare  you  !  I  dare  you  to  come  on? 

Enter  Dragon,  l.  h.  2  fi.  cross  to  r.  h. 

Dra.        Oh !  you  do,  do  you  ? 

Princess.  Ah  !     [screaming. \ 

Dra.  Then  why  these  cries  ? 

jJrincess.'Naj,  if  you  take  a  body  by  surprise. 

£)ra.         I  take  a  body  any  way  or  how, 

When  I'm  as  hungry  as  I  am  just  now. 

So  down  the  red  lane,  as  the  children  say, 

You  go  directly. 
Princess.  Help,  Frog,  while  you  may  I 
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JWusic. — Prince  Nonpareil   wearing   the   invisible   coat    and 

bearing  the  sword  of  sharpness,  enters  r.h.  and  catches  hold  of 

Dragon's  tad. 

Dra.         Furies  and  fire,  vh  )'s  pulling  at  my  tail  ?. 
Prince  [k  ]  If  you  desire  to  know,  Prince.  Nonpareil; 
Princess  [c  ]  It  is  his  voice,  but  I  can't  get  a  sight  of  him. 
Dra.         No  more  can  I,  or  Id  make  but  one  bite  of  him. 
i'ruice.    But  you  shall  feel  me.     There,  and  there  and  there. 

\_Cutliiia  and  stabbing  him. 
Dra   \Qrossing  to  n  h.,  followed  by  Nonpareil. 

Ob,  I'm  an  undone  Dragon  ;  mercy,  spare 

My  life,  and  take  my  money. 
Prince.  Monster,  no, 

Go  where  all  wicked  Dragons  ought  to  go. 
[7'Ae  Dragon  falls  and  dies.     The  Prince  flings  off  his 

c<  at,  and  appears  to  the  Princess,  whom  he  releases. 

Vi  toria  !  my  love  again  is  free. 
Princess.  Victorious,  my  love  again  I  see  ! 

Fnter  King  and  Queen,  l  h. 

King.       Hurrah!  hurrah!  you  polished  him  off  neatly, 
Queen.      Never  was  dragon  cut  up  more  completely. 
hivg.       You've   pierced   his   waterproof  great- coat   of  scale 
through, 

And   made   a  hole  that  you  might  drive   the   mail 
through. 
Prince.    Ah,  I  forgot,  I've  not  done  with  him  yet, 

There  is  a  nude,  out  through  that  hole  to  let. 
Princess  What  marvel  next  ? 
Prince.  Come  forth  thou  magic  phial, 

Thus  of  thy  potent  charm  I  make  one  trial. 
[Sprinkles  the  contents  on  the  body  of  Dragon,  and  Prince 

Lizardo  rises  out  of  it. 
Iaz.         And  to  my  great  relief  I'm  free  to  say, 
Queen-  [l.c] 

Ah  handsome  youth !  where  did  you  spring  from,  pray  ? 
Liz.  Out  of  that  Dragon's  hide,  wherein  I  led 

A  horrid  life,  for  one  well  born  and  bred, 

Compelled — to  serve  a  wicked  Fairy's  ends — 

To  live — I  Mush  to  say — upon  my  friends. 

Restored  to  habits  now,  that  more  befit  me, 

I  mean  to  live  for  them — if  they  permit  me. 
Prince.     Although  prepared,  of  course,  for  this  event, 

It  gives  me  wonder  great  as  my  content, 

To  see  yon  here  before  us. 


GREXOU I  LI-ETTA  ElltCTS  R.    H     2    E. 

Gren.  [r  c]  I've  no  doubt, 

But  the  whole  secret  now  may  be  let  out. 
This  is  the  Prince  Lizardo  -who,  one  day, 
Fell  in  the  Fairy  Lioness's  way — 
And,  for  he  would'nt  doat  the  cruel  hag  on, 
She  turned  him  into  that  detested  Dragon  ! 

King.  [l.  c]  Ah !  I  suspect— Prince !  you're  a  lucky  dog ! 
To  you,  our  friend  is  not  cold  as  a  Frog  ! 

Gren.       Well  I  confess,  sir,  spare  a  Fairy's  blushes, 
Here  as  the  Emperor  of  all  the  rushes 
I  hope  to  crown  him. 

Scene  changes  to 

LAST  SCENE. 

Nuptial  Bower  of  the  Queen  of  the  Frogs 

Princess.  See !  where  from  them  springs 

A  Fairy  Palace  ! 
King.  With  two  Dragon  wings. 

Gren.       Enter  in  triumph  ! 
Queen.  Softly  there,  my  friend  ! 

That  must  on  other  sovereign  powers  depend. 
King.       For  such  a  plunge,  this  pit  may  be  too  deep, 

A  Frog  like  you,  should  look  before  you  leap. 
Queen.  \to  audience] 

"  Do  as  you  would  be  done  by,"  is  a  rule 

As  golden  as  was  ever  taught  at  school. 
King.       Let  the  Frog  save  us,  as  we  tried  to  save  her. 
Queen.     By  jumping  here,  at  once,  into  your  favor. 

FINALE—"  Green  grow  the  Rushes  0." 

Princess. 
Remove  our  cares  with  kindly  hand, 
And  view  whatever  passes  O, 
In  this  our  mimic  fairy  land, 
But  through  good  nature's  glasses  O, 
Come  here  in  masses  O, 
Patrons  of  all  classes  O  ; 
And  fill  our  rows  to  overflows, 
With  merry  lads  and  lasses  O. 
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Queen. 

When  all  the  world  shall  crowding  be, 
The  monster  Exhibition  O  ; 
Form  Monster  Meetings  here  to  see, 
Onr  Monsters  in  addition  O  ! 
French,  Yankee,  Russian  O, 
Swiss,  Dutch,  and  Prussian  O  ; 
Come  fill  our  rows  to  overflow's, 
And  never  mind  the  crushing  O. 

King. 

Let  no  stern  critics,  us  poor  frogs, 
Come,  like  King  Stork  to  diddle  O  ; 
Be  nice,  good  natured  dear  King  Logs, 
And  play  "  frog  in  the  Middle  "  O  ! 
l\i  tol  de  riddle  O, 
We  11  dance  and  sing  and  fiddle  O ; 
Come  till  our  rows  to  overflows, 
All  round  and  down  the  middle  O. 

Princess,   Prince,   Grenouilletta,  Lizardo,    King 
Queen,  r.  and  l. 


y_ 
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SEVEN    CHAMPION'S 

OF 

CHRISTENDOM. 

ACT  I.— SCENE  I. 

The  Brazen  Castle  of  the  Enchantress 
Kalyba. 

Grand  March  and  Chorus — "  La  Tentation" 

Enter    the   Demoniac    Household  and    Guards   of    the 
Enchantress,  and  lastly  Kalyba. 

CHORUS— March  in  "La  Tentationr 
March — march  —march  ! 
Hither  come  all  who  take  Kalyba' s  wages  ! 
Cloven  foot  guards  and  infernal  young  pages. 
Hurrah  !  hurrah  !  hurrah  ! 
Merrily,  merrily,  merrily,  merrily  march  ! 
Blow  your  long  horns 

And  make  your  serpents  clamourous  — clamourou* 
Batter  your  drums 
And  flourish  your  cymbals  so  gay 
Spite  of  her  scorns, 
Of  Kalyba  still  amorous,  amorous  ! 
( )rmandine  comes  ! 
In  state,  a  kind  visit  to  pay , 

Oemandine  enters  in  a  car  drawn  by  Fiery  Dragons. 

Kal.      Welcome,  great  Ormandine!  and  say,  what  is  it 
Procures  us,  sir,  the  honor  of  this  visit? 
Seek  you  to  solve  some  problem  in  our  art, 
Or  such  assistance  as  1  can  impart? 
Or  finding  you  had  half  an  hour  to  spare, 
Did  you  drive  hither,  just  for  change  of  air  ? 
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Orm.     The  potent  Calyba  is  far  too  wise 

To  ask  such  questions,  and  require  replies. 
She  knows  the  motive  of  my  coming  well, 
And  what  events  the  hostile  stars  foretell ; 
Or  else  the  scandal's  true  that  I  have  heard, 
And  love  has  made  her  blind  ! 

Kal.  Love!  How  absurd  ! 

What  will  the  idle  gossips  whisper  next? 
No — for  your  visit  this  is  a  pretext, 
By  jealousy  inspired — come,  disgorge 
Your  spleen  in  two  words. 

Orm.  So  I  will — Saint  George  ! 

Kal.      Of  course — if  cause  so  plain  J  could  not  see, 
Accounted  blind,  /  should  deserve  to  be ! 
And  now,  supposing  all  you've  heard  is  true, 
Permit  me  to  inquire — what's  that  to  you  ? 

Orm.     Ungrateful  Kalyba!  what  is't  to  me? 

Think'st  thou,  unmoved,  thy  ruin  I  could  see? 
Is  it  not  written  in  the  starry  skies, 
That  Seven  Champions  shall  in  Europe  rise  ? 
Whose  valiant  deeds  shall  sweep  the  earth  of  evil, 
And  one  of  them  p'ay,  with  yourself  the  devil. 

Kal.      It  is — and  need  1  tell  you  what  I've  done, 
Have  I  not  kidnapped  every  mother's  son? 
Did  1  not  from  their  cradles  have  them  caught  up, 
And  here  in  solitary  dungeons  brought  up  ; 
Spell-bound,  their  weary  lives  away  to  pass, 
In  chains  of  adamant  and  walls  of  brass. 

Orm.     Save  one — who  roams  within  your  castle  free — 

Kal.     Within,  I  grant ;  but  still  my  captive  he, 
As  fast  as  either  of  the  other  six. 

Orm.     No,  you  are  his — and  in  an  awkward  fix. 

You'll  find  yourself,  as  sure  as  you  stand  there, 
If  of  that  deep  young  dog  you  don't  take  care  ! 

Kal.     tear  not — such  care  of  him  I  mean  to  take, 
That  you  shall  not  a  victim  of  him  make. 
So,  from  your  double  face  pull  off  the  vizard, 
And  stand  confessed,  a  jealous  pated  wizard  ! 
Who  hates,  because  I  love  the  b^autfon*  boy. 
And  would  your  rival,  not  my  foe  destroy. 

Orm.     I  tell  you  danger  in  the  stars  I've  read  — 

Kal.      Add  to  your  information,  "  Queen  Anne's  dead  !" 
Trot  back  to  Tartary,  most  sage  Manchoo, 
Such  is  my  counsel,  in  return  to  you. 
I'm  truly  grateful  for  your  friendly  warning, 
And  wis'h  you — very  heartily— good  morning! 


iJrm.    Farewell,  for  ever,  Kalyba!  I  «.<e 

You'll  catch  a  Tartar,  but  'twill  not  me  ! 

[Music — Ereunt  OiiMASviyE  Guards,  fyc 

Kal.      No  doubt  he  meant  that  speech  to  be  pathetic, 
That  Tartar  is,  to  me,  tartar  emetic  ! 
Let  him  once  more  but  dare  to  interfere, 
And  I  will  send  him  off  with,  in  his  ear. 
The  most  gieantic  flea  tha'  ever  skipped, 
Or,  like  a  syllabub,  may  I  be  whipped  ! 
Now  to  refresh  my  spirit  with  the  sight 
Of  my  young  hero,  who  so  longs  to  fight ; 
I  must  for  him  a  box  of  soldjprs  find, 
To  pitch  into,  whenever  he's  inclined. 

{Uproar  without.] 
Heyday  !  who's  kicking  up  that  dreadful  row  ( 
Somebody's  pitching  in  to  some  one  now  ! 
Speak  !  who  is  being  pounded  in  a  mortar  ? 

Page.   It's  Master  George,  madam,  punching  the  porter ! 

Kal.      The  porter!  what,  a  giant? 

Page.  He  don't  care — 

He'd  punch  old  Nick  himself,  if  he  were  there! 

[Giant  looks  over  the  wall,  crying. 

Giant,  Ow  !     If  you  please,  I  wont  stop  in  my  place 
If  that  young  scamp's  to  go  it,  ai  this  pace, 
Because  I  said  the  gate  he  must'nt  pass, 
He  up  and  called  me  a  great  stupid  ass 
And  when  I  tried  to  push  him  back,  ecod,  he 
Knocked  almost  all  the  breath  out  of  :ny  body, 

Kal.  [Aside]  The  brave  young  rogue.     [Aloud]     Well — 
There,  don't  make  that  nei>e ! 
The  lad  has  spirit,  and  boys  will  be  boys ! 
But  'twasn't  pretty  of  him,  I  admit — 
Go  back,  sir,  to  your  lodge — I'll  see  to  it ! 

Giant.  Mind,  ma'am,  if  you  can't  make  him  more  compliai.t, 
You'll  please  to  find  yourself  another  giant. 

Kal.     Begone  !  [Exit  Giant,  grumbling. 

One  would  suppose,  to  hear  that  sot, 
There  was  no  other  giant  to  be  got! 
I  know  of  twenty,  taller,  stouter,  near 
To  whom  that  porter  would  but  seem  small  beer ! 
Tell  Master  George  to  come  to  me. 

Enter  St.  Geohge,  r  h. 

St.  Geo.  [Entering]  Behold  him. 

Kal,     What  eyes  he  has — I've  not  the  heart  to  scold  him. 
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St.  Geo.  Now,  what  d'ye  want  me  for  ? 
Kal.  One  moment,  dear — 

My  pet  is  too  impetuous,  1  fear — 
You've  struck  my  porter — 
St.  Geo.  Well  then — why  did  he 

Prevent  my  going  out,  ihe  world  to  see? 
Kal.      He  had  my  orders,  love— and  did  his  duty. 
St.  Geo.  I  don't  care— see  if  I  don't  spoil  his  beauty. 
Kal.      Nay,  the  poor  body  you  have  punched  enough — 
St.  Geo.  Id  puncH  his  head  if  I  was  tall  enough! 
Just  let  him  wait  till  I  grow  up,  that's  all, 
And  won't  I  serve  him  out! 
jfffj^  You'll  make  me  call 

My  spirits  up,  to  bind  you  over,  boy, 
To  keep  the  peace, 
St.  Geo.  Your  spirits  I'll  destroy, 

War,  war,  no  peace— I'll  be  a  soldier — 
Kal.  Stay. 

St.  Geo.  St.  George  for  England — forward— charge— hurra, 
Kal.      Be  a  good  bov,  and  Kalyba  but  stay  with, 

And  you  shall  have  a  sword  and  shield  to  play  with. 
St.  Geo.  A  helmet,  too  ? 

Kal.  A  beautiful  and  bright  one — 

St.  Geo.  With  crimson  feathers — I  won't  shew  a  white  one ! 
Kal.     Enter  my  armoury— choose  what  you  will.  [Aside.] 
Arm'd,  I've  no  doubt  he'll  look  more  killing  still. 
[  Waves  her  wand.     The  gates  at  back  open  and 
discover  the  armoury. 
St.  Geo.  Oh,  what  a  jolly  lot  of  swords  and  lances, 
And  all  the  things  one  reads  of  in  romances; 
Here  is  a  suit,  that  seems  just  made  to  suit  me ! 
Kal.  [Aside.]  And  you're  a  beau,  Love  made  I'm  sure  to 
shoot  me ! 
Without  my  leave,  he  has  with  my  heart  levanted 
The  witch   bewitched,  the  enchantress  quite  en- 
chanted. 
[Aloud  to  him.]  Too  captivating  captive,  I  surrender 
At  indiscretion.     Lo,  to  thee  I  surrender 
My  magic  wand— use  all  its  wond'rous  powers, 
Reiyn  paramount  within  these  brazen  towers, 
Let  pleasure  hold  there  a  perpetual  orgie, 
For  Kalyba  and  her  sweet  Georgy  Porgy ! 
St.  Geo.  [Taking  wand.] 

Insidious  sorceress,  asjainst  your  charms 

I'm  armed  in  proof,  though  a  mere  child  in  arms ! 


For  neble  deeds  ordained,  a  youth  precocious; 
Long    have  I   marked,    and    loathed    your   win- 
atrocious  ! 
First  will  I  use  ray  power  to  set  free 
My  six  companions  in  captivity, 
Equipped  for  battle,  gallant  friends,  appear. 

I  Waves  tcand\ 
Flourish — Enter  the  other  Six  Champions  in  completi 

Armour, from  \,1and"$  entrances,  v..  and  i*. 
Kal.     Furies  and  fire,  I've  made  a  blunder  here. 

Give  me  my  wand  again,  vile  traitor! 
St.  Geo.  Never  J 

You've  cut  this  wicked  stick  of  yours  for  ever, 
And  so  will  I,  as  soon  as  I  have  done  with  it! 
Your  hour  has  come,  and  I  know  what's  o'clock. 
Thus  to  their  base  I  make  your  turrets  rock ! 

[The  Castle  changes  to   Rocks.      St.   George 
touches  a  portion,  and  a  chasm  appears. 
Between  us  you'll  observe  there  is  a  split; 
Do  me  the  favour  to  walk  into  it. 
You  ne'er  meant  these  good  knights  should  see  the 

day! 
Good  night  to  you,  ma'am ;  turnabout's  fair  play! 

[Kaeyba  enters  the  Rock,  which  closes  on  her. 
So,  that  account  is  closed !    My  brave  young  Paddy, 

[To  St.  Patrick. 
Your  hand  ;  and  your'?,  my  bonnieHighland  laddie, 

[To  St.  Andrew. 
My  dauntless  David,  and  my  trusty  Tony, 

[To  St.  David  and  St.  Anthony. 
My  Spanish  don,  and  my  gay  Gallic  crony, 

[To  ST.JAMEsafltfST.  Denis. 
Your  hands  !    May  all  our  nations  thus  be  found, 
Linked  in  true  friendship,  whilst  the   world   goes 

round, 
But  come,  there's  business  for  us  all  to  do ; 
And  more,  perhaps,  than  we  can  well  get  through. 
There  never  was  a  time  when  gallant  knights 
Were  more  required,  to  set  the  world  to  rights  ! 
Monsters  of  all  sorts  are  abroad,  in  heaps, 
From  monster  meetings  down  to  monster  sweeps- 
Giant  oppressors  upon  foreign  shores, 
Horribl"  brutes,  aud  most  prodigious  bores, 
Rapacious  harpies,  who  on  minors  prey 
Syrens,  who  sing  the  souls  of  men  away  1 
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Fatal  delusions,  moral  anH  political, 
That'vex  the  Globe  and  make  theTimes  mote  critical; 
Go  forth  then,  Champions,  over  land  and  water. 
Defend  the  right,  and  give  the  wrong  no  quarter? 

St.  George. 
AIR. — Lucia  di  Lammermoor. 
Through  the  world  be  your  bright  swords  gleaming, 
And  your  standards  proudly  streaming  ! 
Fast  before  your  wrath  shall  vanish 
All  the  snares  that  man  betray. 
Of  ambition  the  wild  frenzy  curbing, 
Dark  sedition's  plans  disturbing  ; 
Quacks  expose  and  traitors  banish ! 
Truth  to  conquest  points  the  way, 
Combat  and  conquer — come  is  the  day  ! 

Each  to  his  task,  and  be  renowned  in  story  I 
Saint  George  for  England,  to  increase  her  glory .' 

[Exit  a.  u. 
St.  And.  Andrew  for  Scotland,  to  swell  her  exchequer ! 

[Exit  k.  b. 
St  Dav.  David  for  Wales — to  look  after  Rebecca! 

[Exit,  R.  H. 
St.  Den.  Denis  for  France — who's  had  some  awkward 
rubs, 

From  the  wild  men,  who  sway  terrific  clubs. 

[Exit,  R.  H. 
St.  Ant.  And  Anthony  for  Italy — I  hope 

To  find  some  Romans  left,  if  not  a  Pope  ! 

[Exit,  L.  H. 
St.  Jam.  Saint  James  for  Spain — intriguers  vile  to  banish, 
Spaniards  who  feel  for  nothing,  but  the  Spanish ! 

[Exit,  i.  h. 
St.  Pat.  Saint  Patrick  then  for  Ireland,  I  suppose, 

But  what's  to  be  done  with  it — Heaven  knows  ! 

[Exit,  L.  H. 
SCENE  11. 

An  Oasis  in  the  Deserts  of  Arabia. 

In  the  centre  a  .Mulberry  Tree. 

Enter  Saint  Denis,  l.  h. 

St.  Den.  Well  may  they  call  this  Araby  the  blest! 
I've  found,  as  yet,  no  wrong  to  be  redrest. 
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Soft !  here  comes  one  in  such  a  shabby  weed, 
He  wants  redressing  very  much  indeed! 

Enter  Aile-de- Pigeon,  r  h. 
Who  are  you,  friend,  your  name  and  station — say  ? 
Aile-de-P.  Aile-de-Pigeon.  from  Pans— Perruquier. 
St.  Den.  A  Perruquier!  what  brought  you  to  a  nation 

W  here  wigs  are  never  worn  ? 
Aile-de-P.  Fraternization. 

I  sailed  from  Marseilles  with  a  bold  crusader, 
Of  whom  i  knew  no  more  than  Abdel  Kader. 
But  1  had  u,ouey — he  had  not  a  sous, 
And  so  'twas  sailed  I  should  pay  for  two. 
St.  Den,  And  what  was  he  to  do  for  you  in  turn  ? 
Aile-de-P.  Why,  that  exactly  I  could  never  learn, 

Whilst  the  cash  lasted. 
St.  Den.  And  when  that  was  flown 

Aile-de-P.  He  had  flown  too— and  so  I've  never  known. 

St.  Den.  Pauvre  Pigeon !  and  these  rags  which  I  view 

Aile-de-P.  Are  his  old  clothes,  he  took  mine,  which  were 

new. 
St.  Den    Take  both  your  money  and  your  clothe*— the 

thief! 
Aile-de-P.  Pardonnez  moi— the  crime  in  his  belief 
Wras  mine — all  property  is  counted  theft, 
No  man's  all  right,  till  he  has  nothing  left. 
St.  Den.  Is  this  the  new  philosophy  of  France? 
Against  it  will  St.  Denis  break  a  lance  !  ' 
Aile-de- Pigeon,  your  champion  here  you  see 
From  Paris — you  sure  must  know  St.  Denis! 
Aile-de-P.  St.  Dennis  !  sir,  of  you  I've  often  read, 

But  always  thought  till  now,  you  wore  your  head 
Beneath  your  arm. 
**■  Den-  An  image  merely  friend, 

To  shew  you  must  not  on  your  head  depend. 
In  countries,  where  to  speak  without  a  scoff, 
Its  one  day  heads  up — and  the  next,  heads  off! 
Bui  come,  if  to  take  service  you've  a  mind 
I  want  a  squire — 
Aile-de-P.  Sir,  you're  very  kind, 

J  'm  tired  of  equality,  a>d  so 
Jump  at  proposal,  made  so  apropos  ! 
V.  Ucn.  I'll  get  you  into  better  habits  soon, 
But  I  have  travelled  far,  this  afternoon 
And  need  some  slight  refreshment  and  repose 
Yon  branches  proffer  shade,  and  food  disclose 
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Gather  me  some  of  that  rich  temping  uuu, 
The  whilst  I  make  a  pillar  of  the  root. 

[Music — Ailb-dk  Pigeon  gathers  some  mulber- 
berriesas  Saint  Dbms  seats  himself  under  the 
tree,  Ai  i  b-de. Pigeon  hands  him  doivn  some  of 
he  fruit  ;  but  the  instant  Saint  Dennis  hat 
tasted  it,  he  disappears,  and  a  stag  is  seen  in 
his  place. 
Aile-de-P.  [retreating  hastily  from  the  tree.] 

Misericorde!  what  dreadful  change  is  here  ? 
Uh,  my  dear  lord  !  now  more  than  ever  dear  ! 
Since  in  a  deer-skin  you  have  wrapped  your  woes, 
And  tears  run  trickling  down  your  poor  dear  nose. 
What  vile  magican  has  thus  changed  your  features, 
And  made  you  take  up  a  four-footed  creature's! 

Aile  de  Pigeon. 
AIR. — Maitre  Corbeau. 

Oh,  that  such  a  beau !  such  a  buck,  I  should  say  ! 

A  greater  buck  than  ever  should  become  to-day, 

And  just  as  he  began  to  "  parlez  bon  Francais," 

Be  turned  into  a  dumb  brute  who  nothing  can  say  : 

Not  even  tra,  la,  la,  la,  &c. 

And  yet  I  don't  know  why  I  astonishment  should  show 

At  any  turn,  however  sudden,  here  below, 

For  after  all  the  changes  in  Paris  I've  heard  ring, 

Tin  re's  nothing  mightn't  turn  out  in  less  time  than  you 

could  sing 
The  air  of  tra,  la,  la,  la,  &c. 

Voice,  [from  tree.]  Listen ! 

Aile-de-P.  Ha!  listen  ! — well,  I  do,  who  spoke  ! 

Voice.  The  tree ! 

Aile-de-P.  The  tree  !  come,  that  is  a  good  joke  I 

Its  some  one  locked  up  in  a  trunk. 
Voice.  You're  right ! 

A  vile  enchanter  did  it  out  of  spite; 

But  lose  no  time — go  rind  a  rose,  and  make 

Your  master  eat  it,  and  the  spell  will  brtak. 
Aik-de-P.  A  rose!  I'll  never  re;t,  nil  one  1  find  ! 

[Hunting  Horns  in  the  distance. 

But  haik  !  the  hunter's  horns  are  on  the  wind  ! 

Oh  !  quickly  hide  your  horns,  my  dearest  master, 

Ur  I  foresee  some  terrible  disa»ttr. 
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Voice.  Go  seek  the  rose,  and  leave  the  deer  to  me, 

My  boughs  are  bent  on  sheltering  him  you  see. 
[The  boughs  of  the  tree  grudually  dr^op  over 
the  Stag,  and  conceal  him 
ile-de-P.  Sensitive  plant,  you  are  a  friend  in  season, 

I'll  trust  your  leaves,  althc  ugh  your  fruit  is  treason. 

[Eocit,  v.  B.  R.  H. 
Enter  Katchim  and  Huntsmen,  l.  n.  v.  z. 
CHORUS.— Guillatone  Tell. 
We  all  went  out  a  hunting, 
The  break  of  day  before, 
In  hopes  to  stop  the  grunting 
Of  a  most  enormous  boar  ! 
Tantarara !  tantarara ! 
But  he  made  it  soon  appear — 
Tantarara — tantarara ! 
We'd  got  the  wrong  pig  by  the  ear — 
Till  a  young  knight 
To  our  delight 

Into  his  sparerib  poked  a  spear  ! 
Enter  Slaves,  Art-i-chok,  and  Zuliemah  in  a  Utter  or 

pulanquin. 
Kat.     Commander  of  the  faithful,  mighty  caliph, 

Your  servants  hope  for  ev^r  that  you  may  live, 
And  they  to  see  you — 
Art.  Speak ! 

Kat.  Great  sir,  without 

Your  leave,  I  dare  nor. 
Art.  Get  on,  or  ,tfet  out. 

Kat.     The  orders  of  my  Sovereign  aie  fulfilled, 

The  boar  that  bothered  us  so  long,  is  killed  1 
jlrt.     By  whom  ? 
Kat.     A  scantier  knight,  who  came  incog, 

And  went  against  him — the  entire  hog. 
Art.     Set  him  immediately  our  face  before — 
Kat.     Dread  Sovereign,  whh:h — the  stranger  or  the  boar? 
Art.     Both,  for  each  might  be  both — 
Kat.    Approach ! 
Music — Enter  Arabs,  bearing  the   head  of  a  gigantic 

Boar,  and  followed  by  Saint  Jami;.s. 
Kat.     BehoM, 

Oh,  Kim: !    he  trophy  and  the  victor  hold ! 
To  bt>  rewarded  Mandsomely,  declaim  . 
Art.       What  ;irt  thou? 
St.  Jam.  Caliph,  I  am  c.illed  Saint  James, 
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Champion  of  Spain. 
Art.  By  Mahomet's  grandmother. 

He  is  an  infidel ! 
St.  Jam.  You  are  another ! 

The  deed  is  done,  and  1  demand  the  prize  ! 
Art.      Seize  him,  and  bind  him  to  yon  tree— he  dies! 

{They  obey . 

St.  Jam.  I've  killed  a  great  boar,  but  this  is  a  greater! 

Is  this  your  gratitude,  you  Pagan  traitor? 
Art.      For  the  short  time  you'll  draw  it,  spare  your  breath  ! 

We'll  grant  one  favor — you  may  choose  your  death ! 
67.  Jam. Then  by  a  maiden's  hand  let  me  be  shot! 
Kat.      How  very  sentimental — is  it  not? 
Art.     Agreed.     And  fortunately  here's  our  daughter; 

She's  a  toxopholite  of  the  first  water! 

Zuliemah,  darling,  take  your  bow  and  arrow, 

And  shoot  him  ao  you  woula  a  young  cock  sparrow  1 
ZuL      Alas,  dear  father,  see  my  arm's  not  steady, 

For  he  has  shot  me  through  the  heart  already ! 

Oh,  pardon  him,  or  see  your  daughter  fall 

On  her  own  dart!      [Suiting  the  action  to  the  nord. 
Art.  Stop,  thai  won't  do  at  all ! 

ZuL     Between  your  vengeance  and  youi  daughter  choose  ! 
Art.      Oh,  my  paternal  fondness  you  abuse  ! 

Release  the  infidel,  and  let  him  go. 
St.  Jam.  [To  -Zuliemah]  To  you  I  dedicate  the  life  I  owe. 
^Srt.     That  dedication  is  not  by  permission ! 

Hence,  of  your  life  take  off  this  new  edition  ! 

March ! 

{Exeunt  Akt-i-chok,  Zuliemah,  and  Suite. 

St.  Jam.  Cruel  fate!     He  takes  my  life  away, 

In  taking  her,  with  whom  for  life  I'd  stay. 

St.  James. 

AIR. — habelle. 

Oft  have  I  pondered  on  Peris  and  Houries. 

The  stars  of  Arabian  Nights, 
But  this  fair  Pagan  more  beautiful  sure  is 

Than  any  such  false  "harem  lights." 
No  gazelle — no  gazelle — no  gazelle 

Has  such  eyes,  as  of  me  took  the  measure ; 
She's  a  belle — she's  a  belle — she's  a  belle 

1  could  ring  with  the  greatest  of  pleasure, 
Zuliemah !  Zuliemah ! 
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Enter  Leporello,  1  e.  B<  h. 
Lep.     Senor ! 
St.  Jam.         Hah ! 
Lep.  May  you  live  a  thousand  years! 

My  mistress,  Zuliemah,  'twixt  hopes  and  fears, 
Sends  you  these  flowers3  which  in  their  orthography, 
Mean  she  will  fly  with  you  through  all  geography. 
Cutting  the  Koran,  as  she  cuts  her  tether, 
And  so  emhrace  vour  faitu  aud  you  together! 
St.  Jam.  Delicious  flowers,  back  to  that  fairer  flower, 
And  beg  she'll  name  the  day,  and  fix  the  hour! 
First  at  St.  James's  Church  we'll  tie  the  kHOt, 
Then  off  to  Spain,  as  fast  as  we  can  trot. 
Lep.     To  Spain  !     Oh,  St.  J  ago. 
St.  Jam.  Hold,  good  fellow. 

Are  you  a  Spaniard  ? 
Lep.  Sir,  Vm  Leporello, 

St.  Jam.  How,  Leporello!     What  the  very  zany, 

Who  lived  some  time  ago  with  Don  Giovanni ! 
What  wind  has  blown  you,  pray,  so  far  from  Seville  ? 
Lep.     Why,  when  my  master,  sir,  went  to  the  devil, 
1  can't  say  I  felt  inclined  to  follow  him  ; 
So,  soon  as  I  had  seen  the  trap-door  swallow  him, 
I  bolted,  and  to  Barbary  went  over. 
St.  Jam.  What  made  you  to  that  barbarous  land  a  rover? 
Lep.      Alas,  senor,  in  many  things,  to  me, 

Spain  seems  more  barbarous  than  Barbary, 
Kept  by  her  own  flies  in  peipetual  blister, 
By  turns  Christino,  Carlist,  Progresista, 
Whilst  liberty  in  strong  convulsions  lingers, 
Morachs  make  matches,  but  to  bum  their  fingers, 
With  fluctuating  funds,  and  constant  fetters, 
Mock  patriots,  and  bona  fide  debtors, 
Tis  hard  to  say  who've  most  care  on  their  shoulders, 
Those  held  in  bond?,  or  those  who  are  bond  holders. 
St.  Jam.  Castile  is  famed  for  honor  still  I  hope  ? 
Lep.      Castile,  at  present,  is  more  famed  for  soap. 
St.  Jam.  Fine  tempered  blades  Toledo  s*ill  displays? 
Lep.     They're  not  quite  so  good  tempered  now-a-days. 
St.  Jam.  Poor  Spain,  a  champion  yet  horn  wreck  may  save 
But  first,  to  liberate  my  fair  enslaver !  [her, 

Lep.      Leave  me  alone  for  that,  good  senor  mine, 
I've  had  some  practice  in  the  eloping  line  ; 
I'll  aid  her  to  decamp  from  watch  and  warders, 
And  be  your  aid-de-camp  till  further  orders. 
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,DUO.—» St.  Jambs  and  Lepobbixo. 
AIR. — Giovinetti. 

pjj    >  away  to  the  lady  and  say  'tis  /  m^  \  glory 

To  bear  her  from  her  Saracen  Pa, 

"As  the  bul-bul  is  true  to  the  rose,"  the  old  story,  old 

story, 

You)  , 

>  can  say  to  her  et  coetera,  et  coetera, 

That  we'll  start  by  the  next  ship  will  sail  if 
The  start  we  can  get  of  the  caliph, 

And  happy  to  be  /  ^\  can't  fail  if 

Beloved  by  the  fair  Zuliemah,  Zuliemah  1 

[Exit  Lepohkjulo 

Enter  Aijle-dk  Pigeon,  b.  a.  v.  a. 

Aile.     I've  beaten  every  bush  to  find  a  rose ; 

Not  e'en  a  dog's  one  in  the  desert  grows! 

VY  onders  of  wonders !   who  is  this  I  see  ? 

My  master  retransformed — great  Saint  Denis. 
St.  Jam.  Saint  Denis!  no,  I  am  Saint  James  of  Spain, 

What  know  you  of  my  friend  in  arms? — explain. 
AHe.    Oh,  sir,  to  save  him,  you  bv  fate  are  sent,  suie! 

He's  had  the  most  remarkable  adventure! 

He  took  a  fancy  to  some  ripe  mulberries, 

But  they  turned  out  to  be  vile  black-art  cherries. 

Changed  to  a  stag,  behold  the  gallant  knight! 

[Parting  the  boughs,  and  shewing  the  stag. 
St-  Jam.Vm  absolutely  daggered  at  the  sight! 

What  can  restore  his  blood  to  circulation, 

In  human  form,  from  this  state  of  stagnation  if 
Aile.    Eating  a  rose — there's  one  in  that  bouquet  ! 
St.  Jam-  The  rose  my  love  gave  with  her  heart  away! 

Yet,  in  such  a  cauje,  to  hesitate,  were  sin  ! 

[Gives  rose  to  Aiee-de  Pigeon   who  gives  it  to 
the  Stag. 

Jiile-    Eat,  sir,  and  jump  for  joy  cut  of  your  skin. 

[The  Slag  disappears,  and  St.  Denis  is  seen  in 
his  place. 

St.  Den.  My  brother  champion,  and  my  liberator. 
Hit.  Jam.  Of  this  vile  deed,  who  was  the  per^etiator ' 
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Voice.  [From  the  tree.] 

Let  me  out,  and  I'll  tell  you  in  a  minute> 
St.  Jam.  A  talking  tree  ! 

Aibt.  There  is  some  Miss  Tree  in  if! 

St.  Jam.  Then  let  her  out  by  all  means. 
St.  Den.  So  I  would  man, 

If  I  but  knew  the  way. 
Voice.  Then,  like  a  good  man, 

Don't  spare  the  tree,  but  fell  it  at  a  blow, 

With  your  good  sword. 
St.  Den.  "  Mont  joie  I11  then,  be  it  so ! 

It  seems  ungrateful  to  the  boughs  that  hid  me, 

But,  by  their  leaves,  I'll  do  just  as  you  bid  me. 
[Music.     He  strikes  the  tree  with  his  sword—  it  sink* 
and  discovers  the  Princess  Mora. 

Pri.      Thanks,  noble  champion,  a  Piincess  am  I, 
The  daughter  of  the  King  of  Thessaly, 
Boxed  up  for  seven  years  alone  to  pine, 
Because  I  boxed  the  ears  of  Ormandine, 
A  necromancer  then  at  court  the  fashion, 
Who  dared  confess  to  me  his  lawless  passion. 

Enter  Ormandine,  l.  u.  e. 

Orm.    W ho  ventures  mighty  Ormandine  to  name? 

Ah  !  fiends  and  fire,  'tis  lucky  that  I  came. 
St.  Den.  Fair  Princess,  I  your  champion  am  for  life. 

Away ! 
St.  Jam.  Stop  ! — I  would  also  take  a  wife. 

Enter  Leporeeeo  and  Zulibmah,  r.  h. 

Lep.     And  here  she  is,  sir,  ready  to  be  taken  ! 

Zut.      Oh  !  fly  my  love,  before  my  father  waken  !  [going. 

Orm.    Not  quite  so  fast 

St.  Den.  'Sdeath  !  clear  the  course,  sir,  or — 

Orm.    You  are  a  saucy  one,  but  I'm  a  sorceror. 

Prin.   Tis  Ormandine  himself  ! 

•S7.  Jam  The  wzard  slay! 

Orm.    Fiends  of  the  deseit,  hearken,  and  obey. 

Simmoon  and  sand-storm  darken  earth  and  >ky, 
And  sweep  my  captives  off  to  Taitary  ! 

[Music.  Storm,  fyc.  tfie  Knights,  their  Ladies, 
and  Attendants  are  borne  off  by  Orman  din  h 
*nd  Storm  Fiends. 
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SCENE  III. 
Hail  in  the  Ciant's  Castle. 

Arch  in  centre,  closed  by  curtains. 

Enter  Lazzarckne,  l.  h. 

Lax.     Who'd  serve  a  giant  ?   There  can  be  no  doubt, 
The  way  to  serve  him,  is  to  serve  him  out! 
And  so  I  would,  beiore  he  was  much  older. 
Had  nature  made  me  a  (rifle  botdei. 
Put  I  confess  'hat,  in  mv  composition. 
Courage  has  been  a  singular  omission  ; 
And  in  my  cranium,  as  described  by  Gall, 
Combativeness  I  cannot  find  at  all! 

Lazzaroe. 
AIR. — Non  piu  mesta. 
I'm  of  that  opinion  quaintly  told 
In  verse,  called  Hudibrastic. 
Which  persons  who  are  over  bold 
Profess  to  think  sarcastic. 
'Tis,  "  that  he  who  fights  and  runs  away 
May  live  to  fight  another  day  ;" 
Whilst  he  who  is  battle  slain 
In  future  counts  as  Zero. 
Then  who  a  doubt  can  entertain 
That  prudence  proves  the  hero  ! 
For  he  who  is  in  battle  slain 
Can  never  rise  to  fight  again ; 
Whilst  he  who  fights  and  runs  away 
The  field  again  may  trot  to, 
Unless,  as  in  case,  I'd  say 
He  would  much  rather  not  to. 

Here  comes  the  lady,  who,  with  voice  and  iute. 
Lulls  every  night  to  sleep,  the  monstrous  brute  ! 
One  of  the  King  of  Thrace's  seven  daughters, 
The  other  six  are  swans,  on  yonder  wateis  ; 
Poor  spell-bound  birds,  with  no  hopeiheir  release  of, 
Their  only  crime,  they  wouldn't  be  made  geese  of. 

Enter  Una,  r.  h. 

Una.     Good  Lazzarone!  I'm  in  such  a  flurry — 

Where  is  the  Giant  ? 
Liz.  Gone  out  in  a  hurry — 
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Called    for  his  seven-leagued    boots,   before    I'd 

black'd  'em, 
And  pulled  them  on  so  hard,  he  almost  crack'd  'em ; 
Put  on  his  great,  sjreat  coat,  that  wasn't  brushed, 
Shouldered  his  awful  club,  ind  out  he  rushed  ! 

Una.     Thai's  some  relief — for  know  to  my  amazement, 

I  saw  just  now,  whilst  peeping  from  my  casement. 
The  nicest  young  man  standing  in  the  garden, 
Who  most  politely  bowed,  and  begged  my  pardon; 
But  having  heard  ot  our  sad  situation, 
He'd  come  to  offer  us  emancipation. 

Liz.     Emancipation!  a  poor  silly  youth, 

Who  wouldn't  fill  the  giant's  hollow  tooth  1 
Dissuade  him,  madam,  from  the  rash  endeavour, 
Or  we  shall  be  in  a  worse  scrape  than  ever ! 

Una.     No  !  for  this  beating  heart  with  love  is  quite  full 
I've  let  him  in — 

Laz.  You  have  !  for  something  frightful  I 

Enter  Saint  Anthony,  r.  h. 

St.  Ant.  For  something  handsome,  rather  say,  you  lout, 
For  I'm  let  in  to  let  this  beauty  out! 
Words  1  have  none,  to  speak  my  admiration, 
Saint  Anthony  ne'er  had  such  a  temptation. 

Laz.     Saint  Anthony ! 

St.  Jiwt.  Of  Italy. 

Laz.  Evviva ! 

Oh,  then  in  you  I  must  be  a  believer! 
From  Naples,  I — Povero  Lazzarone, 
Forced  by  stern  fate  from  mirth  and  maccaroni; 
Slave  to  a  monster,  who  delights  to  beat  me, 
And  tell  me  to  be  thankful,  he  don't  eat  me  ! 

St.  Ant,  Destroy  the  wretch  ! 

Laz.  It's  easy  to  say  do  it, 

His  skull's  so  thick,  no  pick  axe  could  break  through 
it! 

Una.     His  heart's  so  hard,  no  dagger  need  he  dread  ! 

Laz.     His  neck's  so  stiff,  you  can't  cut  off  his  head, 
Whilst  yours  he'd  twist  as  easy  as  a  pigeon's ! 

St. Ant.  I  bring  a  wond'rous  charm  from  happier  regions, 
The  gunpowder  of  intellectual  progress, 
That  floors  the  giant,  and  eats  up  the  ogress; 
Lay  to  it  but  the  train  i  f  education, 
And  fire  it  with  the  spark  of  emulation, 
A  blaze  of  light  these  gloomy  walls  will  rend, 
And  put  to  brutal  ignorance  an  end ! 
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Una.    Quick,  where's  the  charm  ? 

St.^Snt.  Already  in  the  mine, 

Beneath  his  chair,  placed  there  by  hands  divine, 

I'll  lay  the  train,  and  wake  the  electric  spark 

That  shall  achieve  your  liberation. 

[Tno  loud  knocks. 
Una.  Hark! 

Laz.     Oh,  murder,there's  his  thundering  doubleknock, 

It  gives  my  nervous  system  such  a  shock  ! 
Una.     He  has  come  home  to  supper, 
St.  Ant.  Let  him  sup. 

After  his  blow  out,  shall  come  his  blow  up. 

[Music.     They  retire. 

[The  curtains  of  the  centre  arch  open,  and  dis- 
cover Giant,  seated  at  a  table. 
Giant.  How  now !  my  supper,  slaves,  I'm  hungry — zounds, 
Why  isn't  it  on  table,  lazy  hounds? 
Quick,  or  I'll  gabble  you  up,  one  and  all ! 

[Slaves  enter  nith  supper,  uhich  they  place  on 
table. 
I've  walked  a  thousand  miles,  to  make  a  call 
On  my  friend,  Ormaudine,  to  talk  about 
These  seven  young  vagabonds,  but  he  was  out, 
Confound  it!     I'm  not  easy  in  my  mind — 
Where'er  1  go  some  of  these  boys  I  find 
Are  seiting  folks  agog  for  knowledge,  freedom, 
Peace,  commerce,  and  all  things  to  good  that  le.. 

'em! 
There'll  be  an  end  soon  of  these  dear  dark  ages, 
War  be  unknown,  and  labor  gain  fair  wages, 
No  slaves  to  trample  on,  no  weak  to  plunder — 
Whai's  to  become  of  all  great  rognes  I  wonder  ? 
Laz.  [Aside  and  peeping.']  I  long  to  see  what  will  become 

of  one ! 
Giant.  What,  ho !  you  slaves,  there,  take  away,  I've  done. 

[Slaves  remove  plates. 
Where's  Una  ? 
Una.  [Advancing,  l.  h.]  Here  my  lord, 
Giant.  I  want  my  nap  ! 

Sing. 
Laz.  [Aside.']  It  will  be  your  dirge,  I  hope,  old  chap 
Una.     What  shall  1  sing,  sir? 

Giant.  S 'mething  very  grand — 

That  means,  which  nobody  can  understand, 
And  consequently  everybody's  praising ; 
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How  fa<t  I  sleep  through  it,  is  quite  amazing. 
Una.  [Aside.]  I'll  sing  a  ballad,  taught  me  by  my  mother, 
The  stupid  brute  don't  know  one  air  from  t'other! 

Una. 
NATIONAL  BALLAD— TV  its  own  air. 
"  Hush  a  bye  baby  upon  the  tree-top, 
When  the  wind  blows  the  cradle  will  rock  ; 
When  the  bough  breaks  the  cradle  will  fall, 
Down  tumbles  baby  and  cradle  and  all." 
Hark,  how  he  snores  ! — asleep  already  fast. 
Laz.     There  is  a  match  for  him,  I  hope,  at  last. 
Una.    Now  at  a  blow,  Sir  Knight,  our  bondage  end. 
St.  Ant.  Here  goes ! 
Laz.  And  up  goes  our  extensive  friend  ! 

{An  Explosion.     The  Giant  and  the  building  dit- 
appear,  and  the  Scene  changes  to 

Coral  Grotto  and  Fairy  Lake, 

Six  Swans  are  discovered  on  the  Lake,  with  golden  crowns  on 
their  heads,  and  golden  collars  and  chains  rowid  their  necks. 

Laz.     Saint  Anthony  for  Italy !  bravo ! 

'  Twas  a  toss  up,  but  we  have  won  the  throw. 
Una.     Oh,  gallant  champion,  crown  your  noble  deed. 

See  where  my  sisters  for  their  freedom  plead. 
Laz.    Their  swan-like  necks  are  yet  as  free  from  red  scars, 

As  swans-down  boas,  bought  at  Swan  and  Edgar's! 

But  when  foul  Ormandine  learns  what  you've  done, 

With  swan  shot  he'll  bring  swans  down  every  one! 
St.  Ant.  Alas  !  fair  maiden,  useless  here  my  aid  is, 

I  have  no  power  to  help  those  poor  young  ladies ! 
[  Trumpet  without.] 

A  trumpet !  who  comes  hither — friend  or  foe  .' 
Laz      Oh,  Signor!  such  great  news! 

[Bagpipes.] 
St.  Ant.  Those  sounds  I  know- 

Enter  Saint  Andrew,  Bagpiper  and  King  of  Thrace. 

St.  And.  Your  friend  and  brother ! 

Una.     And  1  know  that  face  ! 

My  royal  father  ! 

St.  And.  Yes,  the  King  of  Thrace. 

Wandering  within  a  wilderness  hard  by, 
I  found  him  piping  his  paternal  eye; 
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And  piling  the  poor  old  Pagan's  pucker. 
Proposed  to  give  his  sevf  n  daughters  succour: 
Provided  lie  would  change  for  our's  his  creed, 
To  which  he  for  himself  and  heirs  agreed. 
You,   my  brave   friend,    the   Giant's  goose  have 

cooked, 
I  to  re-dress  his  swans  by  fate  am  booked  ; 
Instead  of  Pag  in  foul,  be  christian  fair! 
Sink  swans — and  rise  the  darling  ducks  you  were! 

CHORUS.  [Invisible  Spirits.'] — Scots  who?  hae. 

Swans  that  bitter  tears  have  shed, 
Swans  that  weary  lives  have  led, 
Sink  into  your  watery  bed 
And  shake  your  feathers  there  ! 
Now's  the  time  of  day,  my  flowers, 
Of  Ormandine  we  brave  the  powers  ; 
Rise  at  this  command  of  ours, — 
Ladies  !  as  you  were  ! 

The  Lass  of  Gowrie. 

See,  they  rise  in  all  their  charms  ! 

They've  dropped  their  wings,  and  shoulder'd  arms, 

While  Scotland's  ancient  music  warms 

To  life  the  fairy  waters. 
Starting  from  their  grottoes  round, 
Wondering  nymphs  with  lillies  crown'd, 
Dance  to  that  inspiring  sound, 

As  they  were  Scotland's  daughters ! 

[Music — the  Swans  sink,  and  in  their  place  Six 
Princess's  appear,  gorgeously  attired,  and 
seated  in  Mother  of  Pearl  Shells. 

DANCE 
Of  Water  Nymphs 


BND    OF    ACT    FIRST. 
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ACT  IL— SCENE  I. 
Egyptian  Ruins  in  the  Valley  of  the  Kile. 

Egyptian  Herdsmen  and  Peasantry  discovered. 

CHORUS— (Rodreell.) 

Ul !  ul !  ul !  our  hearts  are  full 
Of  grief  this  fine  May  morning, 
The  Dragon's  got  a  prize,  this  lot 
Poor  people's  daughters  scorning. 
Ul  !  ul !  ul !  that  Fate  should  cull 
The  flower  of  Egypt's  fair,  O  ! 
A  precious  row  the  Sultan  now 
Will  kick  up  in  Grand  Cairo  ! 

Enter  Charley  Wag,  l.  h. 

Cha.     Your  pardon,  good  ladies  and  gentlemen  all, 

May  I  ask  why  so  loudly  you  keep  up  the  bawl? 
I'm  a  straneer,  you  see — just  arrived — not  a  native, 
So  I  beg  you'll  be  candid  and  communicative. 
Her.     Why  where  could  you  drop  from,  I  should  like  to 
know  ? 
If  you  yet  have  to  learn  the  sad  cause  of  our  woe  ; 
Did  you  never  hear  tell  of  the  terrible  Dragon, 
Whom  no  mortal  ever  as  yet  put  a  gag  on  ? 
For  many  long  years  thH  detestable  glutton, 
Out  of  flocks  of  our  sheep  took  his  large  chops  of 

mutton ! 
Then  pounced  on  our  shepherds,  till  scarce  you'd 

a  man  see, 
And  now  to  our  maidens  he  has  taken  a  fancy; 
And   thinks  nothing  forsooth,  worthy  his  mastica- 
tion, 
But  the  daintiest  fair  he  can  find  in  the  nation. 
Cha.     I'm  astonished — not  at  your  alarm— or  your  haste. 
But  to  think  that  a  Dragon  should  have  such  good 

ta<te J 
Eur  if  1  were  a  cannibal,  such  as  this  blade  is, 
I  should  certainly  preference  give  to  the  ladies; 
But  can't  you  find  some  one,  for  love  or  for  cash, 
Who  could  manage  to  settle  this  epicure's  hash  1. 
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Her.     Not  a  soul — so  by  lots,  the  poor  lasses  grow  thinner, 
For  a  damsel,  per  diem,  he  has  for  his  dinner  ; 
And  what  now  encreases  the  nations  distress, 
The  lot  has  to-day  fallen  on  the  Princess, 
Fair  Sabra,  the  Sultan's  sole  darling  and  jewel — 
Cha.     Delighted  to  hear  it  [all  express  surprise] 

Don't  fancy  me  cruel ! 
For  her  Highness,  believe  me,  I'm  Uuly  concerned, 
But  the  way   of  the   world,  by  experience  I've 

learned. 
Tnis  plague,  might  have  fasten'd  your  poor  human 

kind  on, 
And  maidens  have  murmured,  but  still  have  been 

dined  on  ; 
But  now  the  shoe  pinches  the  sultan's  own  poppet, 
Depend  on  it,  means  will  be  soon  found  to  stop  it. 
Her.     But  the  Sultan  himself  of  the  Dragon's  in  fear — 
Cha.     Well  !  I'm  happy  to  say  that   I  know  some  one 
here, 
Who  has  no  dread  of  any  monstrosity  living, 
And  will   soon  put  an  end  to  this  shocking  mis- 
giving ! 
Her.     Your  name,  sir,  pray  permit  me  to  enquire — 
Cha.     Your  humble  servant,  Charley  Wag,  Esquire. 

Charlet  Wag. 
AIR. — A  Master  I  have. 

A  master  I  have  and  I  am  his  man, 
Galloping  fearing  none ; 
A  master  I  have  and  I  am  his  man,  &c. 
To  put  down  the  dragon  he'll  hit  on  a^plan, 
And  tickle  his  toby  if  any  one  can, 
With  a  scaly,  inaily,  taily,  gaily, 
Spiry,  fiery,  wingery,  springery, 
Gobbling  greedy  one. 

From  England  we  came  by  the  overland  mail, 
Waghorny  quickly  done ; 

From  England  we  came  by  the  overland  mail,  &c. 
Where  the  sign  of  a  dragon  turns  nobody  pale  ; 
But  simply  inspires  a  thought  of  pale  ale 
With  its  whisky,  frisky,  worky,  jerky, 
Hoppery,  poppery,  spittery,  bittery, 
Frolicking  frothy  fun. 
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But  St.  George  is  the  foe  of  oppression  and  guile, 

Galloping  fearing  none ; 

But  St.  George  is  the  foe  of  oppression  and  guile,  &c. 

His  name  alone  gives  them  a  fit  of  the  bile, 

And  his  cannon  before  has  been  heard  on  the  Nile, 

With  a  haily,  saily,  navy,  gaily, 

Battering,  shattering,  sticking  'em,  licking  'em, 

Gallant  and  glorious  one ! 

So  "  cheer  up  my  boys,  'tis  to  glory  we  steer," 

Going  it  dingery  dong ; 

"  To  add  something  more  to  this  wonderful  year. 

Stop !  hang  it — I've  somehow  got  wrong, 

Those  are  not  the  right  words  I'm  sure  to  this  air ; 

But  they  mean  what  I  mean,  so  perhaps,  you  won't  care, 

In  a  jingling,  chiming,  crambo,  rhyming, 

l'attery,  clattery,  what  can  it  mattery, 

Charley  Wag  sort  of  a  song. 

Her.     Haste  with  these  hopes  to  chase  the  Sultan's  blues ! 

[Herdsmen  exeunt,  b  h, 
Cha.     Here  comes  St.  George  ! 

Enter  St.  George,  l.  h. 

Cha.  Well,  Charley,  what's  your  news  f 

Cha.     Sir,  there's  a  job  for  you,  just  in  your  way, 
A  beauty  to  assist,  a  beast  to  slay. 

St.  Geo.  I  mean  to  do  it — I  have  heard  the  tidings, 
And  hope  to  give  the  soundest  of  all  hidings 
To  this  vile  Dragon,  to  whose  breath  pestiferous, 
The  Serpentine  compared  is  odoriferous! 

Cha-     The  victim  shortly  to  her  fate  they'll  lead  on, 

She's  much  too  nice  for  such  a  brute  to  feed  on. 

St.  Geo.  The  tempting  morsel  from  his  jaws  I'll  snatch, 
Out  of  his  wicked  will,  himself  I'll  scratch  ! 
Go,  for  the  dragon,  keep  a  look  out  bright, 
And  let  me  know  the  moment  he's  in  sight; 
In  the  mean  while,  fair  Sabra  I  will  talk  with. 

[Exit. 

Cha      And  off,  no  doubt,  eventually  walk  with  ; 

We'll  pack  off  to  London  the  dragon,  when  stuff 'd 
He'll  make  as  good  gape  seed  as  ever  was  puff'd, 
And  m>re  worth  a  shilling  to  see  than  one  half 
Of  the  sights,  which   they  gull  with  poor  Johnny 
Bully  calf. 
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Charley  Wag. 
AIR. — 0  such  a  day. 
O  such  a  town,  such  a  wonderful  metropolis, 
With  mysteries  and  miracles  all  London  teems ; 
Humbug  has  there  got  the  snuggest  of  monopolies, 
Everything  is  anything,  but  what  it  seems. 
You  sleep  upon  an  iron  bed  and  fancy  it  a  feather  one, 
You  think  your  ceilings  carved  in  oak — why,  bless  you, 

it's  a  leather  one ; 
Your  marble  mantle-piece  turns  out  of  slate,  if  you're  a 

scrubber,  sir, 
And  paving  stones  are  made  of  wood,  or  else  of  india 

rubber,  sir  O  such  a  town,  &c. 

O  such  a  town,  such  a  classical  metropolis, 
Tradesmen  common  English  scorn  to  write  or  speak  ; 
Bond  Street's  a  forum — Cornhill  is  an  acropolis, 
For  every  thing's  in  Latin,  now,  but  what's  in  Greek. 
Here  is  a  Pantechnicon,  and  there  is  an  Emporium, 
Your  shoes  are  "  antigropelos,'  your  boots  of  "  pannus- 

corium ;" 
"  Fumi-porte  chimney-pots,"  "  Eureka  shirts"  to  cover 

throats, 
Idrotobolic  hats,  and  patent  aqua-scutum  over  coats. 
O  such  a  town,  &c. 

O  such  a  town,  such  a  picturesque  metropolis, 
Taste  is  polychromical  for  painting  wild ; 
Fresco's  for  peers   and  art-unions  for  the  populace, 
Schools  where  young  designers  learn  to  draw  it  mild. 
Dioramas,  Cosmoramas,  Cycloramas,  charming  ones, 
Mississippi  Panoramas,  four  miles  long — alarming  ones  ! 
A  national  collection,  where  they  never  ask  a  fee  at  all. 
Besides  the  Vernon  Gallery,  a  sight  no  one  can  see  at  all. 
0  such  a  town,  &c. 

O  such  a  town,  such  a  musical  metropolis, 

'Mid  so  many  bubbles  surely  some  must  squeak ; 

Two  Italian  Operas — one,  over  safe  to  topple  is, 

Shilling  concerts — shilling  balls,  and  Poses  Plastiques 

Ethopian  Serenaders,  Infantine  Precocities, 

Samuel  Halls  in  Cyder  Cellars,  growling  black  atrocities ; 

Every  public-house  allowed  to  clatter  keys  and  twiddle 

strings 
Whilst  the  poor  old  English  drama  sits  and  frets  herself 

herself  to  firldle  strings. 

O  such  a  town,  &c.  \JEaAt, 
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Music.  Enter  Guards,  u.e.r.  with  the  Princess  Sabra — 
they  attach  her  to  one  of  the  pillars  of  the  ruined  temple, 
and  Exeunt,  r.u.e.    Re-enter  St.  George,  l.  crosses  to  r. 

Sab.     Was  ever  Princess  in  so  sad  a  scrape? 

Were  I  unbound,  I'm  bound  not  to  escape. 
Come  quickly  death,  put  up  poorSabra's  hatchment 
Victim  of  this  unfortunate  attachment. 

St.  Geo.  Despond  not,  damsel,  for  St.  George  am  I, 
Beneath  this  sword,  your  scaly  foe  shall  die. 
My  flag  has  floated  Alexandria  o'er, 
And  Aboukir  has  heard  my  cannon  roar. 

St.  George. 

AIR. — British  Grenadiers. 

This  flag  at  Alexandria 

Was  borne  through  victory's  cheers, 

When  gallant  Abercrombie  led 

The  British  Grenadiers ! 

And  it  waved  above  a  hero, 

To  England  still  more  dear, 

In  the  thundering  row-de-dow-row-de-dow! 

In  the  Bay  of  Aboukir. 

Sab.      Will  you  espouse  my  cause? 

St.  Geo.  Aye,  if  I  may  so. 

And  after  you. 

Sab.  You're  very  kind  to  say  so, 

But  when  the  dragon  comes,  and  breathes  his  flame, 
Displays  the  claws  with  which  he'll  urge  his  claim, 
I  fear  you'll  very  disagreeable  find  it. 

St.  Geo.  I'm  a  stout  litde  fellow  and  don't  mind  it. 

St.  George. 

AlH—When  the  Lads  of  the  Village. 

When  the  dragon  I've  tickled  so  merrily,  ah  ! 

(Whose  behavour's  uncommonly  wrong) 
I  vow  unto  thee,  that  verily,  ah! 
Verily,  ah — verily,  ah — verily,  ah  ! 

Thou  and  I  shall  be  married  ere  long. 
Yea,  as  soon  as  the  brute  who  my  dear  would  devour, 

Unmistakeably  brown  shall  be  done ; 
Let  thy  Mameluke  daddy  look  ever  so  sour, 
Iu  the  church  we'll  be  shortly  made  one. 
When  the  dragon,  &c. 
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Re-enter  Charley,  u.  e.  r. 
Cha.     He's  coming. 
Sab.  What,  the  dragon  ? 

Cha.  I  believe  y oh, 

And  such  a  dragon,  sir,  I  don't  deceive  you, 
When  I  assure  you  he's  the  funniest  fellow, 
A  sort  of  green  and  yellow  Punchinello, 
Flapping  about  his  queer  shaped  legs  and  wings, 
As  if  his  body  were  all  full  of  springs. 
Now  up  on  four  legs,  now  on  two  he  prances, 
And  now  a  sort  of  college  hornpipe  dances, 
Whilst  up  beneath  his  arm  his  tail  he  twitches, 
As  sailor's  on  the  stage  their  little  switches. 
To  me  he's  more  amusing  than  alarming, 
I've  no  doubt  if  he  chose,  he  could  be  charming. 
Si.  Geo.  Here  is  the  fiddlestick  shall  make  him  caper 
To  a  new  tune  !     Oh,  thou  unthinking  gaper, 
Because  crime  gambols  folly's  garb  beneath, 
You  laugh  and  do  not  heed  his  claws  and  teeth ! 
This  dragon  is  the  foulest  fiend  on  earth, 
Of  pestilential  sophistries  the  birth. 
License  (the  name  by  which  he's  sometimes  known) 
Poisons  the  people,  undermines  the  throne, 
Assumes  of  liberty  the  glorious  dres?, 
Degrades  the  muses  and  pollutes  the  press. 
Never  may  England  suffer  from  it's  rage! 
St.  George  against  it  endless  war  shall  wage, 
This  loyal  sword  shall  the  \i\e  traitor  slay, 
Or  drive  him,  howling,  from  the  realms  of  day! 
Cha.     Gad,  there's  no  nonsense  about  my  young  master; 
He  means  to  fight  when  he  throws  up  his  castor, 
Rogues  must  look  out  when  England  lays  about  her> 
I  don't  know  what  the  world  would  do  without  her 
Sab.     The  dragon's  here  ! 
St.  Geo.  Fear  nothing  gentle  maid, 

Let  him  come  on  ! 
Cha.  Yes,  damme,  who's  afraid. 

[They  retire  up  R.  andi*. 
[Music.  Enter  the  Dragon,  u.e.r,,  dancing  a 
Hornpipe,  he  has  his  tail  under  his  arm,  and  uses 
an  eye-glass,  8(c.  He  approaches  Sabra,  very 
■politely  bows  and  is  about  to  attack  her,  when  he 
is  opposed  by  St.  George  and  Charley,  who 
attack  and  kill  him,  cutting  off  his  head  and  tail, 
Sec  Charley  releases  Sabra  Aloudshoutia 
heard.     The  Solda7i,  Guards  and  People  enter  r. 
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St.  Geo  Soldan,  receive  your  daughter  safe  and  sound, 
The  dragon  fiend  lies  breathless  on  the  ground. 

[Tioo   Guards  bear  off  the  body  of  the  Dragon 
headed  by  Charley,  2  b.l. 

Sol.      And  how  shall  we  }our  services  repay? 

St.  Geo.  By  this  fair  hand,  which  I  have  won  to-day, 
And  a  free  passage  to  the  Eastern  Indies, 
Where  I  must  go  and  kick  up  a  few  shindies. 

Sol.      Indeed ! 

St.  Geo.  Some  friends  of  mine  are  there  in  trouble, 

A  wizard  with  them  has  been  playing  double  ; 
He  has  clapped,  according  to  my  last  despatches, 
Two  of  my  knight  companions  under  hatches, 
Thrown  into  a  mesmeric  sort  of  trance, 
The  gallant  champions  both  of  Spain  and  France, 
And  may  more  mischief  do,  if  I  don't  stop  him, 
But  let  me  catch  him,  and  oh  won't  I  whop  him, 

SoZ.       Our  daughter  and  our  friendship  both  are  yours,     . 
England's  alliance  Egypt's  life  insures, 
Throughout  our  land  to  come,  to  stay,  to  go, 
For  self  and  friends  the  freedom  we  bestow. 

GLEE.— Red- Cross  Knight. 
Blow,  trumpets,  blow,  and  big  drums  thump, 

And  your  banners  wave  on  higb ; 
For  St.  George,  he  has  fought  like  a  slap-up  trump, 
And  has  won  the  victory  ! 
Let  his  praise  be  sung 
By  old  and  young, 
And  the  feast  eat  merrily. 

SOLO.— St.  Geoege. 

Oh !  I  have  come  from  St.  George's  Fields 

The  obelisk  hard  by, 
The  only  device  I  can  bear  is  my  shield's, 
The  Red  Cross  Knight  am  I. 

I  travelled  here  by  the  overland, 
And  have  won  the  victory 
O'er  the  dragon  so  dr  sad, 
Who  had  otherwise  fed 
On  the  hope  of  your  family. 
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CHORUS. 

Thou'rt  welcome  here  brave  Red  Cross  Knight, 

To  cross  o'er  our  Red  Sea ; 
To  make  free  yoirhave  sure  a  right 
With  those  whom  you've  made  free. 
So  all  in  Grand  Cairo  shall  rejoice 
That  you've  won  the  victory  ! 
And  your  praise  shall  be  sung 
By  old  and  young, 
And  the  feast  eat  merrily. 

[Exeunt  Soldan,  fyc.  1  and  2  e.r.h. 

SCENE  II. 

Bog  and   Forest  near  Crow-Patrick, 
County  SBonegall. 

Enter  Murphy,  u.e.l. 

Mur.     Och,  Winisthru  and  Philliloo,  and  all 

The  "  sthru's"  and  "  loo's,"  an  Irishman  can  bawl, 

What  will  I  do?  The  country  swarms  with  vermin, 

And  how  to  deal  with  'em,  I  can't  determine  ; 

They've  eaten  up  my  pigs,  the  dirty  creatures, 

And  now  by  dad  they've  got  into  the  potatoes  ! 

Let  fly  into  the  darling's  mealy  faces, 

And  given  'em  all  black  eyes  in  the  wrong  places  • 

If  I  had  anything  to  eat,  the  question 

I'm  sure  would  give  me  quite  an  indigestion. 

Murphy. 

AIR. — St.  Patrick's  Day  in  the  Morning 
A  plague  on  the  question  it  makes  such  a  pother, 
And  settle  it  seemingly  nobody  will ; 
This  party  proposes  some  measure  or  other, 
Which  t'other  insists  upon  scorning ; 
Still  they  keep  talking — talking,  talking — 
Still  they  keep  talking,  talking  on. 
There's  no  legislation 
Can  stop  agitation, 
And  if  one  goes  further, 
The  other  cries  "  murther!" 
We're  worse  off  than  ever — we're  ruined,  undone  ! 
Will  no  one  determine 
To  kick  out  the  vermin — • 
St.  Patrick's  day  in  the  morning. 
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And  sure,  because  I've  not  enough  to  fret  me, 
The  girls,  the  devils,  they  alone  won't  let  me  ; 
Aud  not  content  with  our  own  colleen  oges, 
Fate's  sent  a  lot  of  foreigneering  rogues. 
A  whole  half-dozen  on  the  coast  jist  landed, 
A  band  of  Hussey's  that  would  be  husbanded. 
Playing  at  hop-scotch  after  some  young  Scot, 
Who  did — I   don't  know  where — I  don't  know 

what ; 
But  after  changing  them  from  some  foul  shapes, 
Changed  his  own  mind  and  left  them  to  lead  apes. 
St.  Andrew,  faith,  they  call  him,  serve  'em  right, 
St.  Patrick  was  the  boy  for  them  to  fight ; 
Sure  he'd  have  never  left,  but  loved  a  score  of  'em, 
If  their  ould  mother  had  had  any  more  of  'em. 

Murphy. 

AIR. — Savourneen  deelish. 

O  sad  was  the  hour  when  St.  Andrew  departed, 
And  left  six  poor  maidens  with  hearts  fit  to  crack, 
'Twas  said  in  a  steamer  for  Ireland  he'd  started, 
So  after  him  hither  they  sailed  in  a  smack. 
At  first  they  thought  sooner  in  Scotland  they'd  find  him 
But  a  wise  man  declared,  and  implored  them  to  mind  him : 
When  the  banks  of  the  Tweed  he  had  once  left  behind  him, 
'Twas  seldom  a  Scotchman  was  known  to  go  back. 

Ant.— Paddy  VRafferty. 

But  before  they'd  come  here  they  had  better  gone  back 

again, 
For  its  taken  to  steer,  he  has,  on  a  new  tack  again  ; 
It's  a  bitterish  pill,  and  they're  crying  "  O,  lack  !"  again, 
But  its  "  Fly  away,  Gill,"  after  '•  Fly  away.  Jack,"  again  I 
Up  in  a  hurry  their  traps  they  must  pack  again, 
Off  they  must  scurry  on  board  their  old  smack  again, 
If  they  have  luck  they  may  hit  on  his  track  again.  _ 
If  not  the  poor  ducks  on  a  pond  may  go  quack  again. 
Hi  tol  tooleroloo,  &c. 

[Shrieks  and  cries  of  Help  !  help  !  2  E.  r.  a 

Mur.    Murder  in  Irish!  what's  this  hubbabno? 
The  foreign  females  in  an  Irish  slew  ! 
A  prey  to  wild  men  of  the  woods. 


» 


32 


[Hurried  Music— Enter  Six  Wild  Men  dragging  the  six 
daughters  of  the  King  of  Thrace\ 

Leave  go  ! 
Ye  villains  !  wigs  up:>n  the  green,  here  !  ho  ! 

[Music— He  attacks  the  Wild  Men  and  is  getting 
the  worst  of  it  when 

Enter  Saint  Patrick,  u.  e.  r. 

St.  Pat.  St.  Patrick  to  the  rescue ! 

[He  slajs  and  beats  the  Wild  At  en  off. 

Mar.  Eh!  what's  that? 

St.  Patrick  !     By  the  powers,  you  have  come  pat ! 
Oh!  ladies,  lalies,  down  upon  your  knees, 
And  help  me  bless  St.  Patrick/if  you  please. 
[They  kneel] 

St  Pat.  Nay,  my  good  fellow,  little  have  I  done — 

Star.    L'ttle !  you've  kilt  the  blackguards  every  one  ! 

M.  Pat.  Little,  I  mean,  to  what  I  hope  to  do, 
Of  Erin's  troubles  these  are  but  a  few  ; 
I  came  the  Emerald  Isle  of  all  to  clear, 
That  keep  her  foes  in  hope,  her  friends  in  fear : 
Out  of  the  srass  I'll  hunt  the  cunning  snake, 
That  lives  i:pon  the  mischief  he  can  make. 
Drive  from  the  sunny  bank  the  fierce  black  adder, 
Tnat  stings  half  frantic  men  to  make  them  madder 
Banish  the  bloated  toad  that  fat  has  grown, 
Squatting  upon  the  peasant's  cold  hearth-stone  : 
And  from  the  poor  patch  of  the  cultivator, 
Chase  the  devouring  aphis  devastator  ! 

Mur.    Kick  out  the  serpents  and  restore  the  murphies ! 
Oh  !  you'll  be  blest  wherever  bog  or  turf  is. 
Sir,  if  a  clearance  at  that  rate  is  made, 
It  will  be  something  like  a  rate  in  aid. 

St.  Pat.  And  you,  fair  stranger,  if  you've  no  objection, 
To  place  yourselves  beneath  my  poor  protection  ; 
I  know  the  object  of  your  visit  here, 
And  when  I've  seen  this  coast  of  evil  clear 
I'll  with  you  seek  the  brave  St.  Andrew  out, 
The  cautious  Scot  concealed  from  all  his  route ; 
But  I  suspect  he's  gone  to  Tartary, 
Where  two  brave  knights  in  magic  slumber  lie. 
This  four-leaved  shamrock  by  its  power  shall  do, 
Justice  to  Ireland  first,  and  then  to  you. 


St.  Patrick. 

AIR. —  The  Four-leave  i  Shamrock. 
I've  found  the  Four-leaved  Shamrock, 

And  with  its  holy  spell ; 
I'll  clear  of  vermin  venomous, 

The  land  I  love  so  well. 
The  pi  tgue  that  poisons  all  her  fooo\ 

Its  virtue  shall  destroy, 
And  Erin's  honest  heart  again 

Beat  hiijh  with  love  and  joy  : 
For  so  I'll  play  the  enchanters  part, 

And  scatter  bliss  around, 
That  not  a  thing  to  wound  or  sting, 

Shall  in  the  isle  be  found. 

{Exit,  u.  E.  L. 
Mur.    Justic  to  Ireland  !  Bannag'ner  that's  beating, 

Ladies,  I  hope  and  trust  you  don't  mind  waiting. 
St.  Patrick  is  a  gentleman,  good  luck  to  him, 
And  sticks  at  nothing  to  serve  those  who've  stuck 

to  him. 

Murphy. 
AIR,.-— St.  Patrick  uas  a  Gentleman. 

St.  Patrick  is  a  gentleman, 

And  comes  of  decent  people, 

He'll  build  a  church  in  Dublin  town, 

And  on  it  put  a  steeple. 

His  father  is  a  Callaghan, 

His  mother  is  a  Brady, 

His  uncle  is  an  Oollaghaun, 

And  his  aunt  is  an  O'Grady. 

So  blessings  on  St.  Patrick's  fist. 

For  he's  our  champion  Saint  O  ! 

He'll  give  the  snakes  and  toads  a  twist, 

He's  a  beauty  without  paint  O  ! 

AIR.—  While  Gazing  on  the  Moon's  light. 
And  Faith,  the  whiles  I'm  talking, 
Ye  see  the  fun  has  just  begun — 
The  snakes  and  toads  he's  walking 
Out  fast  as  iver  they  can  run. 
()ni  will  ye — I  bid  ye — 
Too  lung  you've  bothered  Erin,  dear  ; 
St.  Patrick  knows  a  trick 
Worth  two  of  that  ye'd  play  him  bei 
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Gat  into  the  Bay  of  Galloway, 
For  really  you  can't  compete  with  him ; 
And  give  the  great  Sea  Serpent  pray, 
My  compliments — if  you  meet  with  him  ! 

[The  reptiles  cross  the  stage  from  l.  to  R.  driven 
out  by  Saint  Patrick  followed  by  the  Prin- 
cesses and  Murphy. 

SCENE  III. 

Enchanted  Gardens  of  ©rmandine. 

In  the  centre  is  a  Loads/one  Roc/c,  out  of  which  protrudes 
the  hilt  of  the  magic  sword. — Dance  of  Spirits. 

Enter  Ormandfne  as  the  dance  concludes. 

Urm.    Vanish  !    [Exeunt  dancers  ]  enough  of  revelry  at 
present, 
Pleasure  I've  none  for  bodin^s  most  unpleasant ; 
But  two  out  of  these  Seven  Champions  hated, 
Have  I, as  yet, in  my  "lock-up"  located: 
I  am  not  sate  till  all  the  other  five, 
Are  in  my  custody,  dead  or  alive  ! 
My  art  has  raised  illusions  to  distract  them, 
And  by  this  magnet,  I  may  here  attract  them  ; 
And  throw  them  into  the  mesmeric  sleep, 
In  which  St.  Denis  and  St  James  I  keep. 
At  present  I  can  do  them  no  more  harm, 
Their  christian  creed  defies  each  Pagan  charm  ; 
Oh  !  but  for  that.  I'd  make  each  saint  a  martyr, 
And  hang  St.  George  up  in  his  own  blue  garter. 

[■A  Spirit  rises.] 
Now,  Spirit ! 

Spi.  From  Thibet,  ihe  great  Cham  s  court, 

I  have  hither  shot — 

Orm.  And  what  is  your  report? 

Spi.      Bearer  of  most  important  news  I  am, 

Made  for  his  prowess  champion  to  the  Cham  ; 
David  of  Wales,  has  pledged  his  knightly  word, 
To  try  the  adventure  of  the  magic  sword. 

Orm.     Lured   by   the   name,   no    doubt,    the   Cambrian 
boaster, 
Beceause  for  sport,  I  called  it  my  cheese-toaster ; 
Well,  let  him  try,  into  my  trap  he'll  fall, 
And  find  this  bait,  is  not  the  cheese  at  all. 
[Harp  heard  without.] 
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Hark,  to  those  chords !  they  speak  the  Welchman 

nigh, 
He'll  find  some  cords  much  stronger  by  and  bye. 
[Ormaxdixe  and  Spirit  retire,  u.  e.  l. 

Enter  Saint  David  and  Ap  Shenkin  with  a  harp. 

St.  David. 

AIR. — Jenny  Jones. 

I  come  from  the  court  of  the  great  Kara- Khan,  sir — 
His  champion  I  am,  though  St.  David  of  Wales — 
To  put  out  the  pipe  of  an  arch  necromancer 
Who  fills  with  his  vapours  this  sweetest  of  vales. 
I  own  that  a  glance  from  the  Cham's  lovely  daughter 
To  try  tliis  adventure  put  up  my  Welsh  blood ; 
And  as  my  better  half  I  hope  her  arms  to  quarter 
With  those  of  my  ancesters  up  to  the  flood. 

Deep  in  this  leafy  glen,  green  as  a  leek, 

The  wizard  holds  his  soirees  fantasiiques; 

Plays  all  his  tricks,  deprives  in  one  seance, 

His  hapless  audience  of  all  clairvoyance. 

Makes  all  mankind  his  victims  or  his  butt's. 

And  when  he  can  no  longer  shuffle — cuts. 

Deserted  now  seem  these  bewildering  bovvers, 

But  devils  in  a  bush  are  all  the  flowers ; 

And  bent  on  mischief  every  branch  and  bough. 

Despite  of  all  I  will  perform  my  vow  ! 

Where  is  the  magic  sword,  whose  trenchant  blade, 

Has  of  the  load-stone  rock  a  scabbard  made  ; 

And  so  defies  the  strength  of  mortal  arm, 

To  draw  it  forth  and  break  the  wizard's  charm. 
Ap  She.  It  is  here,  look  you  !  [pointing  to  it.] 

St.  Dav.  Aye,  I  see  the  hilt ! 

It  is  a  wicked  weapon,  by  the  gilt ! 

To  give  the  fiend  a  handle  would  be  hard, 

Witli  f>l?de  so  sharp,  I  must  be  on  my  guard  ; 
11  pluck  it  out — if  I  have  any  luck, 

At  hast  it  shall  not  be  for  want  of  pluck. 
[Attempts  to  pull  out  the  sword.] 

Ah  !  as  I  seize  it,  something  seizes  me, 
1  sink  in  slumber ! 

[Sinks  on  a  couch  which  moves  on  u.  e  k.  h. 
Orm.  [Advancing.]         JNabb'd  is  numbpr  three  I 
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Ap  She.  Pless  hur  and  save  hur! 

Grm.  Change  thy  human  habit. 

And  burrow  there  with  brutes  like  a  welsh  rabbit. 
[Ap  Shknkin  disappears  r.  u.  e.,  and  a  rabbit 
appears  in  his  place. 
Work  on  brave  spirits,  lure  them  one  by  one, 
Into  my  toils  'till  brown  each  wight  be  done  ! 
Through  yon  arcades  again  bright  armour  glances, 
'Tis  Anthony  of  Italy  advances  ; 
The  hated  spark,  who  with  his  nostrum  famous, 
Destroyed  that  dear  old  giant,  Ignoramus. 
One  of  my  spirits,  in  fair  Una's  shape, 
He  follows  blindly  and  shall  not  escape ; 
By  beauty's  semblance  lured,  he  duty  fled, 
Nothing  can  save  a  warrior  so  miss-led. 

Music — The  phantom  of  Una  enters  pursued  by  St. 
Anthony,  2  e.  l. 

St.  Ant.  Una,  my  love!  what  means  this  sudden  flight, 
Why  dost  thou  shun  thy  true  and  tender  knight? 
[Music — The  Phantom  points  to  tie  sword  in  the 
rock. 
What  dost  thou  mutely  point  at  ?     Ah  !  a  sword  ! 
Plunged  in  the  ground,  the  sign  of  old,  adored  ! 
By  the  wild  Scythians,  and  without  a  doubt, 
You  drew  me  in  here,  but  to  draw  it  out. 
Come  forth  !  [seizes  the  handle] 

What  stupor  steals  my  senses  o'er  ? 
[He  sinks  on  bank  which  moves  on  from  u.  e.  l. 
Una  disappears,  k   and  Spirit  appears  in  her 
place. 
Orm.    Featly  done  phanton  [Exit  Spirit]  Fast  is  number 
four! 
The  charm  works  well,  ha  !  what  may  this  forbode, 

[Looking  at  ring.] 
Why  pales  my  magic  carbuncle,  that  glowed 
With  joyous  fire?     Some  dangerous  combination, 
Of  hostile  powers — and  lo!  in  consternation 
My  spirits  come! 

Enter  several  Spirits,  r.  and  l. 

Spi.  With  evil  we'ie  beset, 

Three  dauntless  champions  have  together  met ; 
St.  George,  St.  Andrew,  and  St.  Patrick,  bound 
By  kmdred  ties,  and  each  for  arms  renowned  ; 
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Singly  their  valour  we  should  fearful  find, 

What  power  can  resist  the  three  combined? 
Orm.    Dissension  and  distrust  between  them  spread  ! 
Spi.      Faction  tried  that  in  vain — they  struck  her  dead. 
Orm.    Still  in  the  power  of  falsehood  we  are  strong, 

Let  dire  chimeras  rise  their  path  along  j 

Shadows  of  evil  oft  will  strike  alarm, 

When  evil's  self  would  fail ! 

Enter  St.  George,  St.  Andrew,  St.  Patrick,  with 
Charley  Wag. 

St  Geo.  Despair  thy  charm  ! 

Thus  in  the  name  of  truth  the  spell  I  break ! 
[Pulls  the  sword  out  of  the  rock— thunder  an 
lightning,  a  chasm  opens  at  the  back,  shewing 
a  subterraneous  vault,  into  which  Orm  an  dike 
and  Spirits  retreat — scene  closes. 
My  brave  companions  from  your  trance  awake  ! 
St.  And.  They  answer  not,  though 'tis  enough  to  make  'em 
St.  Pat.  Perhaps,  as  I  am  Irish,  I  could  wake  'era. 
St  Geo.  Upon  this  blade  some  characters  I  see  ! 
Cha.     Very  bad  characters  they'll  surely  be! 
St.  Geo.    [reading.']    ".Whilst  in   the  vault  seven  spirit 
lamps  shall  shine, 
Nought  can  destroy  the  power  of  Ormandine;" 
Then  if  they  shine  much  longer  'tis  my  fault, 
Into  the  vault  undauntedly  I'll  vault ! 
Follow  your  leader  Wag,  you  1  shall  want! 
Cha.    As  long  as  I  can  wag,  depend  upon't. 

[Music — St.  George  leaps  into  the  vault  fol- 
lowed by  Charley.  Fiends  oppose  them  with 
fiery  swords — they  force  their  way  through — 
the  Fiends  attack  Saint  Andrew  and  Saint 
Patrick,  who  fight  them  off  as  the  scene  closes. 

SCENE  IV. 

Vault  of  the  Seven  Lamps. 

Music— Enter  Ormandine. 

Orm.    I  have  retreated  to  my  last  retreat, 

My  arts  can  neither  terrify  nor  cheat  I 

The  downright  champion  of  the  ruby  cross. 

How  even  time  to  gain  I'm  at  a  loss ! 


38 

For  upon  all  my  mean  wiles  fast  he  stamps, 
My  only  hope  is  in  these  spirit  lamps  ; 
From  which  proceed  by  ignis  fatuui  fed, 
All  the  false  lights  that  have  the  world  misled  : 
Kept  in  a  smoke  and  smother  every  nation, 
And  may  eventually  burn  all  creation. 
'Till  every  one's  extinguished  fraud  may  juggle, 
And  against  truth  continue  the  old  struggle. 

Enter  Sr.  George,  l.  1  e, 

St.  Geo,  Then  as  St.  Andrew  says,  "  bide  but  a  wee  bit," 
Magna  est  Veritas  et  prevalebit. 
Guided  by  truth  I've  threaded  this  d?rk  maze, 
Tracked  your  sly  steps  thro'  these  intricate  ways  ; 
My  swords  keen  edge  I  know  you  cannot  feel, 
But  there's  a  power  sharper  eged  than  steel. 
"Which  can  push  humbug  from  his  highest  stool : 
Nothing  kills  quackery  but  ridicule  : 
Its  point  is  fatal  to  fie  boldest  cheat, 
Its  aqua  fortis  bites  the  counterfeit 
Its  scornful  fingers  snuff  out  folly's  new  lights, 
And  shew  up  all  pretenders  in  their  true  lights; 
Forward,   brave    Wag,  and   with   burlesque   and 

whim, 
Douse  of  this  artful  dodger,  every  glim.     [Exit*  l. 

Enter  Charley  Wag,  l. 


Charley  Wag. 
CHAUNT  AD  LIBITUM.— Alteration. 

Well,  with  which  to  begin — it  don't  matter  a  pin, 

For  they're  all  much  in  the  same  situation  : 

But  perhaps  this  of  Italy — flaring- up  bitterly, 

Is  the  most  likely  to  cause  a  conflagration, 

So  out  that  goes  pop — and  to  Spain  next  we  hop, 

Where  there's  smoke  enough  to  smother  the  whole  nation, 

And  keeps  the  poor  people  in  such  contusion, 

That  one  day  under  an  extraordinary  delusion 

They  actually  kicked  out  their  nearest  diplomatic  relation. 

What  might  have  caused  an  alteration — an  alteration, 

A  very  deplorable  alteration. 
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And  now  we  advance  to  our  lively  friend  France 
Who  has  lately  undergone  so  much  transformation — 
That  to  say  whether  she  stands  on  her  heels  or  her  hands 
Is  an  answer  she  really  might  not  be  able  to  give  without 

considerable  consideration — 
But  we've  nothing  to  do  with  it — and  so  I'll  not  trouble 

you  with  it — 
But  extinguish,  I  hope,  in  each  nation 
Every  sort  of  desire — to  kindle  any  fire 
Except  that  of  a  generous  emulation, 
Which  will  be  an  alteration — an  alteration — 
A  very  capital  alteration  ! 

As  to  England,  Scotland  and  Wales,  such  very  good  feel- 
ing prevails, 

That  to  put  out  the  little  farthing  rush  lights  of  fermen- 
tation 

That  left  on  their  shelves — would  go  out  of  themselves, 

Is  really  almost  an  act  of  supererogation. 

But  there  is  one  more — the  spirit  lamp  at  next  door, 

Which  keeps  the  whole  kingdom  in  such  a  state  of  in- 
llamniation, 

That  if  I  have  but  the  wit  to  put  out  that — you'll  admit 

I  am  more  up  to  snuff  than  any  former  administration ; 

For  it  will  make  an  alteration — an  alteration — 

A  most  desirable  alteration  ! 

And  hark  ! — by  that  token ! — the  spell  is  now  broken, 
So  to  finish  this  rather  long-winded  oration, 
I  have  <>nlv  to  request,  as  we  really  have  all  done  our  best 
To  add  to  your  amusement  and  edification. 
Then  when,  as  I  mean,  I  change  to  the  last  scene, 
Which,  I  think,  you  will  own  is  a  gorgeous  decoration. 
You'll  be   kind   enough  to   say,   in  your  usual  good- 
natured  way, 
That  the  scenery,  by  Mr.  Beverley, 
Eas  been  painted  very  cleverly — 
Ami   thai    the   piece,  taken  altogether,  meets  with  your 

full  approbation, 
For  in  jrour  favor  we  don't  want  any  alteration — altera- 
tion— 
Xo — Dot  an  atom  of  alteration. 

[As  he  puts  out  the  last   lamp — thunder — and 
Orma.ndi.nk  sinks. 
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The  Camp  of  the  Seven  Champions. 

[Grand  Tableau  of  St.  George  and  the  Dragon 
The  other  Champions  ranged  under  their  ban- 
ners, attended  by  Knights,  Ladies,  Sec.  during 
the  chorus  Fame  rises  over  St.  George. 


CHORUS. 
FINALE— Drum  Polka.  .    \        ,     , 

Bid  the  gallant  champions,  hail !         —>  •'•/'"    .      I 
Who. have  struggled  well  and  long,  v 

In  the  cause  that  should  prevail — 
Truth  and  right,  'gainst  fraud  and  wrong  ! 
Laurels  they  have  oft  before, 
Fairly  gathered  in  your  sight ; 
Let  them  gain  one  laurel  more, 
By  a  triumph  here  to-night. 
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THESEUS    AO    ARIADNE 


ACT   I. 

Scene  1.— THE  SEA-SHORE, 

Enter  D^dalus,  u.  e.  l. 

Deed.  My  gentle  Public — one  word  in  your  ear: — 
I  come  incog. — for  I  have  much  to  fear. 
In  former  times  my  name  was  very  famous  ; 
I'm  Daedalus — the  son  of  Eupnlamus. 
To  me  mechanics  owe  one  half  their  tools, 
Their  axes,  wedges,  wimbles,  levels,  rules. 
Don't  be  alarmed,  though  whatT  say  is  true, 
I  came  not  hither  to  make  tools  of  you. 
I  only  think  it  right  the  fact  to  mention, 
The  sails  of  ships  were  also  my  invention. 
And  one  day,  for  a  freak,  by  dint  of  stitches, 
I  made  myself  this  pa>r  of  satin — which  is 
A  novelty  in  dress— the  Greeks  can't  bear  'em, 
But  times  may  come  when  e'en  our  wives  will  wear  'em 
And  amongst  oilier  very  useful  things, 
I  made  myself  this  pretty  pair  of  wings  ; 
By  means  cf  which  I  'scaped  a  king  tyrannical, 
Who  found  my  genius  for  him  too  mechanical. 
I  mean  old  Minos  here — the  King  of  Crete, 
Whom  for  a  hundred  pounds  I  woeld'nt  meet — 
Except  in  this  disguise — in  which,  I  doubt 
If  my  own  mother  would  know  that  I  was  out. 
But  here  I  am — 'tis  fit  that  you  should  know  it, 
At  the  request  of  the  poor  trembling  poet. 
Just  to  explain  in  the  old  classic  way, 
The  more  intricate  portions  af  his  play. 
For  of  the  Labyrinth  you'll  heie  inspect, 
I  was  the  celebrated  architect; 
And  if  unguided  through  its  winding  ways, 
You  might  be  all  left  leal'y  in  a  maze! 
So  at  great  risk-—  for.M  nos  would  for  cPitai  , 
Hang,  if  he  cau-^ht  me  here  behind  the  curtain — 
I've  come  to  do  «>  i.onre  1  did  l/etore, 
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When  off,  the  Golden  Fleece,  Medea  bore 
Another  solden  prize  she  since  has  gained, 
And  on  a  Golden  Branch  her  fame  sustained. 
Again  she  hopes  to  hear  you  own  she's  won 
The  great  gold  medal  given  by  you  for  Fun. 
So  of  our  story  just  the  heads  I'll  through  go, 
And  from  your  memories  rub  the  classical  erugo. 

SONG. — "  I  remember,  I  remember." 

You  remember,  you  remember,when  you  read  Ovidius  Naso, 
A  seeond  Minos  ruled  in  Crete,  who  had  his  cruel  way  so, 
That  on  such  terms  he  forced  the  poor  Athenians  to  treat 
The  major  part,  with  all  their  heart,  wished  he  was  minus 

Crete. 
You  remember,  you  remember,  this  at  school    you  will 

allow. 
If  you  don't — pray  just  remember  that  you  don't  forget  it 

now 

You  remember  a  fine  labyrinth  I  built  him  for  his  sport. 
You  may  have  seen  one  if  you've  been  as  far  as  Hampton 

Court. 
A  monster  he  kept  in  it,  who  was  called  the  Minotaur, 
And  half  a  man  and  half  a  bull,  was  reckoned  quite  a  bore. 
You   remember,  oh   I'm  sure  you  do,  all  this  you'd  to 

translate, 
From  Ovid's  Metamorphoses,  in  Fable  2,  Book  8. 

You  remember   the  Athenians  then,  to  such  despair  Fate 

drove  'em, 
That  they  agreed  each  year  to  feed  this   "  semi  virumque 

bovem.'' 
Seven  fine    young  men,   seven  nice  young   maids,  'twas 

quite  enough  to  tire  'em — 
Consigned  per  annum  to  the  jaws  of  this  "  semi  bovemque 

virum." 
You  remember  the  quotation — 'tis  from  Ovid  as  before, 
You'll  find  it  in  his  Art  of  Love,  Book  2  verse  24. 

(A  Ship  appears  in  sight  ) 
Well — there's  the   ship   put  up   for  sail,  that  passes  the 

next  lot, 
And  in   it  comes  young  Theseus — but  stop,  here  begins 

the  plot, 
And  Minos  on  the  pier  appears  to  see  the  victims  land, 
Whence  arise  misunderstandings,  which  I  hope   you'll 

understand. 


For  remember,  I've  remembered  thus  far  to  remember  yo  u 
If  you  don't,  you  must  remember — I  can't  rind  you  me- 
mory too. 

[The  scene  moves,  and  the  coast  of  Crete,  with  Pharos  Sea- 
port, Palace,  and  other  buildinis  gradually  appear  ;  the  quay 
crowded  with  people,  guards  §c.  Minos  seattd.  surrounded 
by  his  court.  At  the  same  lime  the  ship,  which  has  passed 
over  the  back  of  the  stage,  enters  the  harbour,  and  Tiif.seus, 
with  six  other  Grecian  youths  and  seven  Grecian  yirls,  aie 
landed  in  charge  of  an  iffctr. 

CHORUS.     {Lombardi.) 

On  our  shore  see  the  victims  are  landing, 
Athens  sends  us  her  tribute  again. 
For  his  food 
To  the  monster  her  sons  over-handing 
In  return  for  Androgeus  slain. 
Very  good. 
Of  our  customs  no  doubt  they  are  haters, 

Thus  in  bond  to  be  seen  hurts  their  pride, 
And  ihongli  envying  e'en  our  tide-waiters, 
They  had  rather  be  waiters  untied, 
So  they  would. 

Officer,  j,.  c.  Oh,  son  of  great  Lycastes  !  hail  and  reign  ! 
To  teed  your  monster,  Athens  once  again 
In  duty  bound  commands  me  here  to  render 
Seven  lovely  virgins,  warranted  most  tender, 
And  seven  nice  young  men — for  a  small  party, 
On  whom,  no  doubt,  he'll  make  a  dinner  hearty  ! 

Minos,  r.  h.  Let  him  alone  for  that — he'll  soon  begin  it ; 
These  will  be  eaten  boys  in  half  a  minute  ; 
And  these  dear  little  ducks  be  pretty  pickings — 

The.   [hid  from  view  by  Grecian  youths.]  Before  they're 
hatched  'lis  wiong  to  count  one's  chickens. 

Min.  VV  hose  voice  was  that?     What  slave  is  so  facetious  ? 

Off  So  please  your  majesty,  it's  Master  Theseus. 

Min.  Who's  he  when  he's  at  home?    So  much  presumption 
Argues  a  Lamentable  lack  of  gumption. 

Off.  Dread  King,  he  is  the  son  of  old  Egeus. 
By  Ethra,  daughter  of  the  sage  1'ittheus. 
Who  from  great  Pelops — 

Min,  Bother  Pelops ! — say 

How  fell  the  lot  on  this  young  fellow,  eh? 

The.  [enter  u.  e.  r.]   It  didn't  fall— 1  came  a  volunteer .' 
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Min.  A  volunteer ! — There  must  be  something  queer, 

I  should  imagine,  in  his  upper  story. 

[To  The.]  On  what  fool's  errand  cam'st  thou  hither  ? 
The.  Glory ! 

Min.  An  errand  many  a  fool  before  has  run  of; 

And  one  that  I  have  ceased  to  see  the  fun  of. 

When  a  young  soldier  I  ha>l  just  your  view  of  it, 

But  an  oil  soldier  knows  a  trick  worth  two  of  it ! 

Answer  distinctly,  what  was  it  brought  you  here — 

What  did  you  come  for  to  go  for  to  do  here  ? 
The.  Relieve  from  this  poll-tax  a  groaning  nation 

And  in  Greek  bonds  defeat  your  speculation. 
Min.  Indeed  ! — and  how? 
The.  By  literally  taking 

The  bull  by  the  horns  ;  my  life  gainst  his  beef,  staking. 
Min.  To  use  a  common  phrase,  I  am  afraid 

'Twill  be  the  greatest  beefsteak  you  e'er  made  ; 

But  you  shall  have  a  speedy  opportunity 

Of  trying — and  if  you  scape  whh  impunity — 

Say  that  this  Minos  is  no  judge,  whate'er 

The  other  Minos  may  be — you  know  where. 
The.  My  brave  companions! — partners  of  my  toil, 

My  feelings  and  my  fame ! — The  sport,  I'll  spoil 

Of  this  inhuman  bull  in  human  shape, 

And  get  you  all  out  of  this  ugly  scrape. 

With  this  good  arm  I'll  bravely  tussle  for  you  ; 

M  There's  life  in  a  mussel !" — and  here's  muscle  for  you  • 
Min.  Off  to  the  station-house  with  every  sinner, 

Until  the  Monster  rings  his  bell  for  dinner! 

AIR. — Minos. — (Non  piu'andrai.) 

I've  no  doubt  you're  a  famous  bull-baiter, 
But  no  man  ever  made  a  bull  greater. 
Say,  good  bye,  to  your  Pater  and  Mater, 
For  you'll  never  see  them  any  more; 
Taken  to  the  Monster's  s'ation, 
For  his  special  mastication. 
Though  you  may  be  very  brave,  I 
Think  you  soon  will  cry  "peccavi," 
Introduced  to  the  Minotaur,  he 
Will  assuage  your  thirst  for  glory. 
Now  upon  the  horns  a  fixture, 
Of  this  man  and  Oxford  mixture, 
Now  in  air  ungraceful  sprawling — 
Now  to  earth  a  jelly  falling. 


Till  having  beaten  hollow  you, 
And  finding  more  to  follow  you. 
He'll  condescend  to  swallow  you, 
As  the  Red  Cow  did  Tom  Thumb  ! 

Chorus. 
"  Go,''  my  boy,  "  where  glory  waits  you," 
Since  for  glory  here  you  come  ! 
[Exeunt  Minos,  Guards,  fyc  R.  h.  Theskus,  Caplvcs 
and  Officer,  l.  h. 

Enter  D.^dalus,  u.  e.  l. 
Deed  [advancing}   I'm  sure  it  gieatly  would  distress  the 
ladies 
Should  such  a  brave  young  nr*n  dance  offto  Hades. 
To  a  bull's-horn  galop — or  make  a  feast 
For  any  such  a  monstrous  nasty  beast. 
But  there's  a  friend  at  court,  or  I'm  mistaken, 
Who'll  go  the  total  hog  to  save  his  bacon. 
Fair  Ariadne — the  king's  eldest  daughter, 
Was  at  her  window,  and  by  Jove  he's  caught  her. 

Enter.  Cupid,  u.  e.  r. 
Cup.  r.  No,  master Daedalus—  'twas  not  by  Jove. 
Deed.  l.  Discovered  ! 
Cup.  Don't  be  frightened— 'tis  but  Love. 

Who,  though  called  blind,  sees  all  disguises  through. 
Deed.  It  is  young  Love  ! — old  fellow,  how  d'ye  do  ? 

You  won't  betray  me1? 
Cup.  When  was  love  a  traitor  ? 

Deed.  Oh!  when  ?•— I  like  that!— 
(jUp  Sir,  I  am  a  hater 

Of  anything  like  treason.     Love  is  Truth 

If  man  be  false,  am  L  to  blame  forsooth. 

Tis  fancy,  and  not  Love,  that  makes  him  so. 
Deed.  Well,  there's  no  arguing  with  Love,  I  know. 

But  what  of  Theseus  I 
Cup-  Why  this,  you  stupid, 

' Twas  not  by  Jove  he  caught  the  wench — but  Cupid 

He  is  a  great  pet  with  my  mother,  Venus, 

And  to  protect  him  we  are  bound,  between  us, 

I  count  upon  your  aid. 
£)(pd.  O'1  mine  ! — the  deuce  ! 

But,  if  you  thiuk  that  I  can  be  of  use- 
Cup.  Lo!  Ariadne  comes  with  hei  fair  sister. 
Deed.  But— 
Cup.  No  buts— Love's  despotic  !  [Retires  l.h 
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Enter  Ariadne  and  Phcedra,  2  b.  r.  h. 
Ari.  [to  Daedalus.]  Here! — you  Mister — 

I  don't  know  what's  your  name— you  in  the  cloak. 
Deed.  L-  c.  I  beg  your  pardon — I  believe  you  spoke — 
Ari.  h.  c.  And  rightly  you  believe  -  I  spoke  to  you. 

Oh,  tell  me,  and  in  pity  tell  me  true  ! 

Who  is  the  leader  of  that  wretched  band 

Walked  off  in  custody  along  the  Strand  ? 
Deed.  His  royal  highness  the  Prince  Theseus  ! 
Ari  Alas!  his  fate  has  rendered  most  uneasy  us. 

Is  there  no  way  to  snatch  him  from  the  danger  ? 

Forgive  me — I'm  aware  you're  quite  a  stranger — 

But  there  is  something  in  your  voice  and  mien, 

Which  I  have  never  heard,  and  never  seen 

Before — 
Deed.  If  quite  a  stranger — pray  how  could  you  ? 
Phce.  You  would'nt  lend  a  hand  to  help  us— would  you  ? 
Deed.  Do  you  an  interest  also  in  him  take? 
Phce.  I  do — but  only  for  my  sister's  sake. 

Behold  the  scalding  tears  her  cheeks  that  blister; 

I'm  not  a  sister,  would  I  not  assist  her! 
Ari.  Harkye — you  needn't  mention  it  again; 

Of  mighty  Minos  we're  the  daughters  twain ! 

And  any  price  you'll  put  upon  your  aid. 

Down  on  the  nail  with  pleasure  shall  be  paid. 
Deed   To  business  then.     You  are  in  love— 
Ari.  I  own  it. 

My  heart  is  gone  ;   Fate  sent  that  boy  to  bone  it ' 

QUARTETTE.— <04  Life  by  the  Galley  Fire.) 
Ariadne,  Phcedra,  Daedalus,  and  Cupid. 

Ariadne. 
Oh  !  love  in  my  breast  a  fire 

Is  lighting  with  passion  wild, 
That  youth  in  the  Grecian  attire 

Exactly  suits  this  child. 
He  looks  such  a  smart  young  lad. 

And  he  cast  on  me  such  an  eye, 
That  I  really  think  I  should  go  mad, 

If  the  dear  little  fellow  should  die. 

Oh!  love  in  my  breast  a  fire,  &c. 

Phcedra,  D^dalus,  and  Cupid. 
Oh  !  love  in  her  breast  a  fire 
Is  lighting  with  passion  wild, 
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That  youth  in  the  Grecian  attire 
Exactly  suits  this  child, 
Yes  suits,  jusl  suits, 
Exactly  suits  this  child. 

Dad.  You  couldn't  meet  a  counsellor  more  meet, 

To  lend  a  hand  at  any  dextrous  feat. 

A  most  inventive  genius  I  possess. 
Ari.  By  your  direction,  then,  prove  your  address. 
P/ice,  If  of  the  labyrinth  we  had  a  plan — 
Deed.  To  give  you  that  I  am  the  very  man. 

For — 'twixt  ourselves — I  made  it — 
Both.  Made  it! — you! 

3ri.  This  is  indeed  important  news — if  true. 
Deed.  Upon  my  honour  I — You  are  sull  inciedulous. 

But,  sure  as  you  are  alive  tna'am,  I  am  Daedalus. 
Phce.  Oh,  Jupiter!  what  wonders  come  to  pass  ! 

You  Daedalus ! — 
Deed.  I  had  been  dead — alas ! 

But  for  these  wings,  which  bore  me  through  the  skies  ; 

But — apropos  of  wings— Time  also  flies. 

And  therefore  we  must  seize  him  by  the  forelock; 

Here  is  a  key  will  open  any  door-lock, 

Bramah— or  Chub  :  next,  tor  the  youth's  inspection, 

Here  of  the  labyrinth,  the  ground  plan  and  section. 

Also  a  ball  of  cotton-twist,  which  through 

Its  winding  ways  will  seive  him  for  a  clue. 

And  last— this  blade,  with  which,  if  he  have  pluck,  he 

May  first  the  bull's  throat  cut,  and  then  his  lucky. 

QUARTETTE.     (The  Boatman  s  Dance.) 
Ariadne,  Phcedra.  Cupid  and  D^daltjs. 
Ari.     )  With  joy  we'll  dance,  with  joy  we'll  sing, 
Phce.  \  The  brute  if  he  can  over  fling. 
Cup.  i  I  never  knew  a  pretty  girl  in  my  life, 
Dad.  \  But  she  wished  to  be  a  hero's  wife. 

SOLO.     Ariadne. 

Give  him  but  a  chance, 

O  give  but  a  chance,  O. 

He'll  tak>-  a  srghl 

At  the  Bull  to-night, 

Aud  to  home  with  his  pals  in  the  morning. 

Tutti.  0  !   O  !  away  he'll  row, 

Going  down  the  river  in  his  galley  0. 
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Scene  2.— A  PRISON. 
Enter  Theseus,  2  e.  l.  h. 

The.  How  long,  I  wonder,  in  this  horrid  limbo, 

Shall  I  be  left  to  stand  with  arms  a-kimbo. 

[Noise  of  key  turning  in  the  lock.     The  door  opens, 
and  Ariadne  appears  at  it.] 

They  come  to  lead  me  to  my  fate,  no  doubt. 
Jlri.  Are  you  at  home  ? 

The.  Would  I  could  say — I'm  out. 

Ari.  You  shall  say  so,  whate'er  the  consequences. 
The.  Mine  eyes  are  made  the  fools  of  ray  other  senses, 

Or  else  worth  all  the  rest!— Ill  bet  a  pony 

You  are  the  girl  I  saw  in  the  balcony. 
Ari,  I  am — and  daughter  of  the  king  of  Creta. 
The.  In  Creta  never  was  a  cretur  sweeter! 

A  flood  of  rapture  through  ray  system  rushes  ! 

Say,  is  it  love  that  brought  you? 
Ari.  Spare  my  blushes. 

The.  No — I  could  not  spare  any  thing  so  pretty. 
Ari.  I  pity  you,  and  love's  akin  to  pity  ; 

And  I  will  save  you  from  the  monster's  jaws. 
The.  Ha! — in  your  will,  honour  has  stuck  her  clause. 

I  cannot  profit  by  the  kind  bequest. 

I've  sworn  to  die,  or  ransom  all  the  rest. 
Ari.  But  if  I  brought  you  means  the  rest  to  ransom? 
The.  That  would  be  like  yourself — uncommon  haudsome. 
Ari.  Take  then  these  articles— mind  you  don't  lose  'em, 

And  follow  me!  I'll  tell  you  how  to  use  'em. 

Yet  stay— one  moment — for  my  heart  is  beating 

To  think  this  may  be  our  last  time  of  meeting. 

AIR. — Ariadne.     (Jeannette  and  Jeannot.) 

You'll  be  going  far  away  when  the  monster  you've  upset. 
And  toco  from  my  father  I  iustead  of  yam  shall  get. 
But  still  I'll  think  of  you  love  wherever  you  may  go, 
Can  you  look  me  in  the  face,  and  say  the  same  ?  no !  no! 
When  you've  killed    the  Minotaur,  and  no  longer  need 

my  aid, 
You'll  pretty  soon  forget  the  fine  speeches  that  you  made. 
With  some  lady  on  your  arm,  that  you  left  the  other  side, 
You'll  be  marching  off  to  church  with  her,  and  making  her 

your  bride. 
The.  By  all  the  gods  to  whom  I  am  related  ; 

r/y  Neptune,  who  was  once  nay  father  sUtsd. 
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By  Venui,  who  has  always  called  me  her  man 

By  mighty  Hercules,  my  cousin-german  ; 

By  Phoebus,  to  whose  *hnne  I  dragged  for  sticking 

The  Bull  of  Marathon  al'.ve  and  kicking  ; 

I  swear,  if  out  of  this  scrape  you  can  get  me, 

To  make  you  Mrs.  Theseus — if  you'll  let  me. 

AIR. — Theseus.     {Cheer  up  my  own  Jeannette.) 

Cheer  up — cheer  up — if  I'm  not  eat 

By  this  mad  bull,  we'll  go 
To  Athens,  dear,  across  the  sea 

And  there  ba  spliced  you  know. 
And  surely  you  need  not  be  told 

To  bear  this  truth  in  mind. 
That  if  we  go  together 

You  cannot  be  left  behind. 

There's  not  a  girl  on  Grecian  land 

That  ever  I  have  seen, 
Could  cut  out  you,  my  pretty  pet, 

So  kind  as  you  have  been. 
Nor  should  I  care  a  button, 

Had  fate  cast  the  lot  on  me, 
To  be  the  monster's  dinner,  love, 

If  my  desert  you'd  be. 

Jlri.  [Aside]  Methinks  the  gentleman  protests  too  much. 

But  sure  he'll  keep  his  word,  if  he  be  such. 

Oh !  yes  to  doubt  the  darling  were  a  sin. 
[Aloud]  Come  to  the  labyrinth,  go  in  and  win. 

DUO. — Theseus  and  Ariadne.     (Norma.) 

Then  we  together  will  live,  will  die, 

Hymen's  sweet  bonds  our  hearts  so  tight  in  ! 
First  fighting  boldly,  then  fighting  shy. 

Taking  French  leave  our  bark  so  light  in. 

Roused  is  <   !uy  J  Grecian  mettle, 

The  tough  bull's  hide  to  tan. 
Soon  s,     >  the  hash  will  settle 

Of  this  wild  Oxon  man. 

Scene  3.— THE  LABYRINTH. 
Enter  Theseus  with  the  clue,  2.  e.  l.  h. 
The.  Thus  far  into  the  middle  of  the  maze, 

Through  thousand  doors  and  thousand  winding  ways. 
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I  have  marched  on  without  impediment,    1 

And  cool  as  if  to  go  to  bed  I  meant, 

Instead  of  battle  with  a  monster  dread, 

My  life,  I  may  say,  hanging  on  a  thread. 

So  on  we  goes  again — to  fear  a  stranger! 

With  such  a  clue,  I  cotton  to  the  danger. 

But  here  I  take  it  does  the  monster  dwell, 

I'll  take  the  liberty  to  pull  his  bell. 

If  at  my  ring  he  will  but  ope  the  lock, 

I  warrant  you  he'll  answer  to  my  knock.         [Rings. 

The  Minotaur  appears  at  Gale  of  Building  in  the  centre. 

Mino.  R.  c.  Hollo  ! — what's  all  this  row  about,  I  wonder! 

The.  l.  c.  I've  come  to  call  you  out. 

Mino.  Lightning  aud  thunder! 

A  chap  like  you  tug  at  my  tintinabulum, 
And  that,  too,  just  when  I'm  in  want  of  pabulum  ! 
Run,  you  young  dog,  before  I  masticate  you. 

The.  I'll  run  at  you  like  a  bull-dog  and  bait  you  ! 
"  Monstrum  horrendum  et  informe  ingens," 
Prepare  to  get  the  soundest  of  all  swingeings! 
Beneath  my  blows  this  spot  you  shall  expire  on, 
Though  your  ox-hide  may  be  oxide  of  iron  ! 

Mino.  By  ox-eyed  Juno!  this  is  past  belief! 

Come  on! — you'll  not  require  two  rounds  of  beef. 

The.  I  thirst  for  glory — so  look  out,  Bull-calf, 
For  I  shall  pitch  into  your  half-and-half! 

Mino.  If  you  pitch— I  can  toss,  as  you  shall  find. 

The.  Calve's-head,  I  win  ; — ox-tail  you  lose — behind  ! 

DUO. — Theseus  and  Minotaur.     {Haydn's  Surprise.) 
Mino.      You  another  tale  shall  tell, 

These  two  horns  shall  sound  your  knell, 

And  to-s  you  up,  my  precious  swell, 

Therefore  mind  your  fool's  eye! 
The-         Short  your  ox-tail  I  will  cut 

And  slave  in  your  occiput. 

Spite  of  horns  you'll  be  my  butt, 

So,  sir,  mind  your  bull's  eye  ! 

[Exeunt  fighting,  r.  h. 

'Enter  Ariadne,  2  e.  l.  h. 

Ari  By  this  time  the  decisive  blow  is  struck; 
Either  the  monster  is  by  Theseus  stuck, 
Or  I  have  lost  my  slake  in  this  sad  broil ; 
Anxiety — thou  work'st  me  to  an  oil ! 
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So  stood  Eliza  on  the  wood-crown'd  height,  ' 
O'er  Minden's  plains,  spectatress  of  the  fight. 
With  this  exception — there's  no  height  for  me 
To  stand  on — so  the  Ight  I  cannot  see ! 

AIR. — Ariadne,     (il/y  Skiff  is  on  the  Shore-) 
I'm  going  to  sea  with  my  gallant  Theseus, 
Down  among  the  Greeks  in  the  Peloponesus, 
Happy  there  we'll  be,  so  fond  and  gay, 
Courting  till  the  break  of  day. 

Tra,  la,  la. 

Our  galley's  off  the  shore,  there  on  the  sea. 
Oh !  kill  the  Minotaur,  and  come  with  me  ; 
And  as  we  paddle  on,  my  song  shall  be, 
None  love  you  better  than  Ariadne. 

Tra,  la,  la. 

Enter  Theseus,  r.  h. 

The.  b.  The  tyrannous  and  blustering  bull  is  dead  ! 

And  we  are  free  and  easy  on  that  head. 
Ari.  c.  Victorious  and  unhurt! — oh.  joy  of  joys! 
The.  Release  the  other  Grecian  girls  and  boys, 

And  let  us  bolt. 
Ari.  To  that  I'll  be  no  bar — 

But  where  is  Phcedra  ? 

Enter  Phcedra,  l.  h. 
Plvce.  l.  Here ! 

there  you  are. 
My  sister — [introducing  her  to  Theseus]  with  us  we 
must  carry  her  too. 
The.  [crosses  to  Phcsdra]  If  you  insist  on  it— >-I'll   marry 

her  too. 
Ari.  R-  By  no  means !  we  will  find  a  spouse  in  Greece 

for  her. 
The.  [aside]  So  young— so  fair! — my  heart  will  have  no 
peace  for  her  I 
[Aloud}  Come ! 

[Enter  D^dalus,  l.  h.] 
Deed.  Stop  ! 
The.         For  what  ? 
Deed.  For  me. 

The.  For  you  ! 

Jiri  Oh — true  ; 

This  is  the  gentleman  lent  me  the  clue. 
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The.  Indeed  !     It  served  me  many  a'good  turn, 
And  he  deserves  the  others.     May  I  learn 
Your  pleasure,  sir?  [Crosses  to  D<zdalus.~\ 

Deed.  For  Athens  you'll  set  sail, 

But  in  so  long  a  run,  your  wind  may  fail ; 
And  I've  invented  something  that  will  do 
Instead  of  wind. 

The.  Steam  ? 

Deed.  No. 

The.  What  then? 

Deed.  A  screw. 

Which  through  the  water  will  with  speed  propel  you. 

The.  Zounds!  IN  eptune  wont  much  like  that,  I  can  tel!  you 
He's  not  so  fond  of  steam  his  kingdom  through  driving, 
And  I  suspect  he'll  never  stand  your  screw-driving. 

Deed.  Let  him  with  Eolus  no  tempests  brew ; 
If  either  grumbles,  just  put  on  the  screw. 
Behold,  [Enter  Captives,  L.  h.]  from  prison  I  have 

let  your  crew  loose; 
On  board — ere  Minos  dreams  there  is  a  screw  loose. 

[Music    exeunt    Theseus,    Ariadne,    Phcedba,  and 
Captives,  l.  h. 

Enter  Cupid,  l.  h. 

DUET.— Djedalus  and  Cupid.     {Billy  Taylor) 

Dad.  Master  Theseus  is  a  brisk  young  fellow, 

Full  of  mirth  and  full  of  glee, 

But  his  mind  I  can  discover — 

He'll  with  Phcedra  make  too  free. 
Cup.     Fiddle,  diddle,  dee! 

"  Make  too  free." 
Deed.   Ri  tol  de riddle  lol — well  you'll  see! 

He  will  break  his  first  engagement, 

All  along  of  that  wench  so  sly. 

But  if  it  gets  wind,  his  wife  Ml  dust  his  jacket 

When  she  discovers  his  treachery. 
Cvp.     Fiddle,  diddle,  di! 

"  Treachery! 
Deed.    Ri  tol  de  riddle  lol— wont  she  cry! 

Yes  !  when  the  poor  creature  she  comes  for  to  know 
of  it, 

She'll  very  much  upbraid  him  for  what  he  has  done. 
'  And  she'll  take  up  with  the  first  lieutenant 

On  half  pay — that  comes  under  her  thumb. 
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Cup.     Fiddle,  diddle,  dum 
"  Under  her  thumb \" 
Dad.   Wei),  that  rhyme  is  rather  rum ! 

Cup.  Well,  I'm  their  Bowswain — so  here  goes,  my  boy, 
To  pipe  all  handy — Winds  and  Waves,  a-hoy  ! 

[Waves  his  bow  and  Exits. 

The  Scene  changes  gradually  discovering  the 

SEA    SHORE. 

Groups  of  Nymphs,  Nereids,  Tritons,  Sec.  and  the 

GALLEY    UNDER    WEIGH, 

WITH 

Theseus,  Ariadne,  PuffiDfiA,  and  Cupid  on  board. 


.END  OF  THE  FIRST  ACT. 
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ACT    II. 

Scene  —A  GROTTO  ON  THE  SEA-SHORE  IN  THE 
ISLAND  OF  NAXOS. 

Enter  D.edalus,  (r.  h.) 

Deed.  Well,  there's  nothing  like  wings — as  you'd  find,  if 
you  wore  'em. 
Here  am  I,  in  the  island  of  Naxos  before  'em. 
Although,  ere  I  staned,  they'd  cleared  out  of  dock, 
I'm  sure  a  full  hour — "  by  Shrewsbury  clock." 
That  precious  young  scamp,  Master  Cupid  would  go 

with  them, 
And,  one  way  or  other  he'll  tamper,  I  know,  with  tliPtn 
Here  they  come,  sure  enough,  in  the  captain's  own  gig. 
With  Cupid  for  coxswain— and  there! — dash  my  wig! 
If  the  rogue  isn't  poor  Ariadne  divertintr, 
While  Theseus  with  Phcedra  is  shamefully  flirting! 
And  then  the  young  villain  says — oh,  dear  !  he  never 
Was  guilty  of  treason! — Well,  well, — If  I  ever! — 
However: — of  mine  it's  no  busiuess — that's  clear, 
Only  there'll  be  a  pretty  row  presently  here. 
And  how  to  ward  off,  or  to  heal  the  dissention, 
Is  something  beyond  e'en  my  powers  of  invention. 

Enter  Cupid,  r.  h. 
Deed,  So,  my  fine  fellow— you're  at  your  old  game ! 
Cup.  What  game  ? 
Dad.  Cross  purposes! — Oh,  fie  for  shame! 

To  think  of  shooting  Phcedra! 
Cup.  You  be  shot! 

Deed.  I'm  much  obliged  to  you— I'd  rather  not. 
Cup.  If  she  be  wounded,  'twas  by  accident; 

My  bow  was  not  at  all  on  mischief  bent. 
Dce'f.  I  wish  for  her  beau  I  could  say  as  much  ! 
Cup.  Besides,  I  told  her  not  the  string  to  touch. 
Deed.  Because  you  knew  she'd  then  be  sure  to  do  it. 

You're  a  nice  boy— I  don't  think  :  but  you'll  rue  it. 

And  so  will  Thpseus  for  his  vile  ingratitude, 

Fifty  degrees  out  of  all  decent  latitude. 
Cup.  Ingratitude  to  whom? 
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Deed.  His  life-preserver! — 

Fair  Ariadne,  who  with  so  much  fervour 
Loves  him.     But  I  will  give  her  warning. 

Cup.  •         '     You!— 

You'll  stop  the  piece,  remember,  if  you  do  ! 

Dcei.  The  piece! 

QUp,  Of  course  :  such  inconsiderate  chatter 

Would  end  the  plot. 

Dmd.  Ah,  that's  another  matter. 

DUO. — Djedalus  and  Cupid.     (Clari.) 

Deed.    Little  Love  you're  a  mischievous  boy, 
And  every  one's  peace  you  destroy. 
I  would  take  you,  yog  wicked  chap  you ! 
If  I  were  your  m  >ther,  and  slap  you. 

Together.  Fal  lal  de  ral,  &c. 

Cup.     Tis  false,  there  is  no  mischief  in  me, 
But  all  the  world  wishes  to  win  me, 
And  when  by  their  own  fault  they  lose  me, 
They  think  they  can't  too  much  abuse  me. 

Together.  Tra  lal  de  rail,  &c. 

Enter  Theseus.  Ariadne,  and  Phoedra,  e.  h. 
The.  c.  Sweet  Ariadne — I  am  sure  you're  weary. 

Suppose  you  take  a  nap  ! 
Art.  r.  h.  No  thank  you,  deary. 

Plm.  I'm  sure  you'd  better— I'll  watch  whilst  you  sleep. 
The  And  I  with  Phoedra  company  will  keep. 

In  this  deep  cave,  {crosses  toi.H  u.  e  )  dug  by  no 

mortal  hand, 
I'll  spread  my  paletot  for  you  on  the  sand, 
My  carpet  bag  shall  that  dear  head  sustain — 
Pirn  My  victorine  shall  be  your  counterpane. 
Ari.  Well— I  will  do  as  kindly  you  advise 

Fo  a  few  moments  I'll  just  shut  my  eyes. 
The.  [aside']  If  to  my  conduct  you'd  do  so  for  life 
1  could'nt  wi>h 'for  a  more  charming  wife. 
But  after  marriage,  any  bet  I'll  make, 
The  woman  will  be  always  wHe  awake. 
DUO. — Theseus  and  Ariadne.     {Lullaby.) 
/iri.      Softly  slumbering  near  the  ocean, 
Ariadne  now  will  lie; 
Whilst  her  love  with  fond  devotion. 
Soothes  her  with  a  lullaby. 

Lullaby,  lullaby,  kc. 
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The.     Softly  slumbering  near  the  ocean; 
Ariadne  now  will  lie  ; 
Having  not  the  slightest  notion 
Of  the  dodge  I  mean  to  try. 

Lullaby,  lullaby,  &c. 

The.  [aside']  She's  fast  already — I  must  not  be  slow. 

[Drawing  Phcedra  to  the  front  of  the  stage. 

I've  much  to  say  to  you. 
Phw.  You  don't  say  so ! 

The  Hush ! — you  can  guess  why  hither  I  have  brought  her, 
Phw.  You  said  you  must  put  in  to  wood  and  water, 

And  she'd  rest  here  to-night. 
Tlie.  And  when  go  hence  ? 

Phw.  To-morrow — as  she  purposes. 
The.  Nonsense ! 

Oh  never  shall  the  sun  that  morrow  see. 
Phce.  What  can  you  mean  ?     Is  this  our  home  to  be  ? 
The.  Thy  face,  my  Phcedra,  I've  but  in  to  look, 

And  find  that  it  much  better  suits  my  book, 

Than  Ariadne's. 
Phce.  Oh,  fie  !  you  can't  mean  it : 

Or  if  you  do,  1  wish  you'd  never  seen  it. 
The.  From  the  first  moment  that  you  met  my  sight, 

I  felt  that  it  was  over  with  me  quite  ! 

Your  image  took  the  place  of  her's  my  heart  in, 

You're  fair  as  day — she's  dark  as  Day  and  Maitin. 
Phce.  Remember,  'tis  my  sister  you  are  blacking; 

I  ought  to  blush,  but  feel  the  power  is  lacking. 
The.  Oh,  brush  with  me,  and  you  shall  shine  in  Greece, 

At  Athens'  highly-polished  court ! 
Plus.  Ah,  cease 

To  tempt  me  with  this  flummery  and  frippery, 

Young  men,  all  over  Greece,  must  needs  be  slippery. 

Besides,  you  haven't  known  me  long  eaough 

To  love  me. 
The-  Long  enough  to  love  you — stuff! 

Love's  not  a  flower  in  a  garden  plot, 

That  must  be  watered  with  a  watering  pot, 

That  long  preparing  for  a  blow  out  you  see, 

That  takes  its  time  to  blossom,  like  Miss  Lucy. 

A  nod — a  wink-~a  fresh  eye — or  a  new  lip, 

And  in  a  jiffey — there  you  are  my  tulip ! 

AIR. — Theseus,     {Come  o'er  the  Sea.) 
Come  o'or  the  sea, 
Pretty  Miss  Phce, 
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Ariadne  leave  to  doze, 

You  are  my  prize 

Your  lovely  eyes 

Out  of  joint  have  put  her  nose. 

I'll  hang  or  drown,  if  with  me  you  start  not, 

My  blessing  thou  art,  I'm  blest  if  thou  art  not. 

So  co  i-e  o'er  to  Ce- 

cropia,  with  me. 

Ariadne  l-'ave  to  doze. 

You  are  my  prize, 

Your  lovely  ej'es 

Out  of  joint  have  put  her  nose. 

Some  may  think  me 
Rather  too  free, 
Talking  in  this  kind  of  tone. 
u  Hang  him,  they'll  say, 
That's  just  his  way, 
He  never  will  leave  the  girls  alone." 
But  I  can  prove  that  I  now  have  donp  so, 
For  in  this  island  I  surely  leave  one  so. 

Then  come  o'er,  Sec. 

Phce.  It  is  no  use  'gainst  Love  and  Fate  to  strive! 
Sweet  Theseus! — I  am  yours — so  look  alive. 
For  Athens  quickly  get  your  sails  unfurled, 
I'll  follow  thee,  my  love,  throughout  the  world. 
Unhappy  sister! — you'll  be  much  offended, 
To  find  I've  run  away  with  your  intended. 
But  search  through  history,  and  I  suspect 
You'll  find  it's  classical— though  not  correct ! 

The.  Adieu— adieu  ! — mv  bride  'hat's  not  to  be — 
]  leave  you  my  paletot  and  sac-de-nuit. 
To  other  climates  my  own  trunk  I  bear, 
And  give  the  sack  to  one  J  well  can  spare  ! 

A  [  R.— Th  es eus.     ( The  Min <itrel  Boy  ) 
Your  Grecian  boy  to  his  bark  is  gone, 
When  you  wake  you'll  be  puzzled  to  find  him. 
To  his  father's  court  he  has  cut  and  run, 
And  has  left  his  baggage  behind  him  ; 
And  says,  "  Who  likes  may  marry  thee, 
But  I'm  for  no  such  slavery  ; 
For  love  has  ne'er  such  charms  for  me 
As  when  spiced  with  a  little  bit  of  knavery." 

{Exit  B.  H. 
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Enter  Daedalus,  l.  h. 

Dad.  I  told  you  so  ! — and  there !—  By  Jupiter  ! 
They've  hoisted  at  the  fore  the  Blue  Peter. 
Up  goes  the  anchor ! — the  ship's  under  weigh, 
When  Ariadne  wakes,  what  will  she  say  ? 
In  this  dark  cavern  left  alone  to  dwell 
As  in  a  dungeon  ! — what  a  shocking  cell ! 
Now  o'er  one  half  the  world  Nature  seems  dead, 
And  wicked  dreams  confuse  the  sleeper's  head. 
I'd  one  just  now — left  me  in  trepidation, 
A  most  astonishing  conglomeratioa. 

SONG.— Djedalus. 

I'm  still  in  a  flutter — I  scarcely  can  utter, 

The   words  to  my  tongue   that  come   dancing — come 
dancing, 
I've  had  such  a  dream — that  I'm  sure  it  must  seem 

To  incredulous  ears  like  romancing — romancing. 
No  doubt  it  was  brought  on  by  that  Madame  Warton, 

Who  muddled  me  quite  with  her  models — her  models, 
Or  Madame  Tussaud,  where  I  saw  in  a  row, 

Of  all  possible  people  the  noddles — the  noddles. 

I  dreamt  I  was  walking  with  Homer,  and  talking 

The  very  best  Greek  I  was  able — was  able. 
Whpn  Guy,  Karl  of  Warwick,  with  Johnson  and  Garrick, 

Would  dance  a  Scotch  Reel  on  the  tab  e— the  table. 
Then  Hannibal  rising  declared  'twas  surprising 

That  gentlemen  made  such  a  riot — a  riot, 
And  sent  in  a  bustle  to  beg  Lord  John  Russell 

Would  hasten  and  make  'em  all  quiet — all  quiet. 

He  came  and  found  Cato  at  cribbase  with  Plato, 

And  Zimmerman  playing  the  fiddle — the  fiddle. 
And  snatching  a  rapier  trom  Admiral  Napier, 

Ran  Peter  the  Great  through  the  middle — the  middle. 
Then  up  jump'd  Alboni,  and  looked  at  Belzoni, 

Who  sat  by  her  side  like  a  mummy — a  mummy. 
But  pious  yEneas  said  "  This  mustn't  be,  as 

I  never  play  whist  with  a  dummy — a  dummy. 

I  am  almost  perplexed  to  say  what  I  saw  next, 

But  I  think  it  was  Poniatowski — atowski 
Was  driving  Nell  Gwynne  with  Commissioner  Lin 

Over  Waterloo  Bridge  in  a  drosky— a  drosky. 
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When  Sardanapalus,  who  thought  fit  to  hail  us, 
Remarked  it  was  very  cold  weather — cold  weather  ! 

And  flinging  his  jasey  at  Prince  Esterhazy, 
They  both  began  waltzing  together — together. 

The  news  next  was  spread,  that  Queen  Dido  was  dead, 

And  alderman  Gibbs  in  a  huff,  sir — a  huff,  sir, 
Had  seized  Lola  Montes,  at  Fribourgand  Pontet's, 

For  feeding  her  bull-dog  with  snuff,  sir — with  snuff,  sir. 
Whilst  Bunn  in  a  hurry  ran  off  to  the  Surrey, 

And  clapped  Abdel-Kader  in  irons — in  irons, 
And  engaged  Julius  Csesar  to  play  Adelgiza, 

To  Widdicomb's  Lady  of  Lyons — of  Lyons. 

I  caught  up  a  candle,  and  whispered  to  Handel, 
There  mast  be  an  end  of  the  matter— the  matter. 

When  bang  through  the  skylight,  came  down  upou  my  light 
Lord  Brougham,  with  a  deuce  of  a  clatter — a  clatter. 

In  terror  I  woke — crying  "this  is  no  joke," 

And  jump'd  smack  out  of  bed,  like  King  Priam —  King 
Priam. 

And  I've  bat  to  remark — if  you're  still  in  the  daak, 

Why  jou're  not  a  bit  worse  off  than  I  am — than  I  am. 

Ari  [within]  My  Theseus  ! 

Deed.  Her  voice! — Here'll  be  a  shindy  ! 

Ari.  Phaedra ! — It's  very  dark,  and  very  windy  ! 

[Entering.]  Why  have  you  left  me  here  without  a  light? 
I've  had  the  nightmare,  and  I'm  in  a  fright. 
Methought  my  Theseus  was  beset  with  tnieves, 
I  grasped  his  arms — they  were  but  his  coat  sleeves. 

Deed.  [aside.~\  Alas!  he's  laughing  in  his  sleeve  at  you  ! 

Ari.  Where  are  you,  Theseus  ?     Answer  me  !     Pray  do  ! 

Deed.  He's  got  enough  to  answer  for — that's  plain. 

Ari.  Diana  ! — take  a  rise  out  of  the  main  ; 

That  by  thy  beams  my  spouse  I  may  discover, 
Rise  gentle  moon  and  light  me  to  my  lover! 

AIR. — (Rise,  gentle  Moon. ) 

Ari.        I  just  laid  down  here  beside  the  broad  billow, 
A  coat  for  my  bed,  and  a  bag  for  my  pillow — 
He's  hurried  off — he's  hurried  off,  where  I 

cannot  discover — 
Rise,  gentle  moon,  and  light  me  to  my  lover. 

[The  moon  rises,  Diana  seated  in  it. 
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Dia.    ^  Would  that  my  light  could  shew  something  to 
soothe  thee. 
Lighter  than  me — has  his  conduct  been  to  thee  ' 
Wiih  another  girl  he  the  blue  sea  rows  over — 
Light  is  the  loss,  sure,  of  so  light  a  lover, 
Gentle  maid ! 

[The  moon  enters  a  mist. 
Ari  Fled  with  another!     Me,  his  wife,  forsaking  ! 
Deei.  "  The  devil's  in  the  moon  for  mischif  f-roaking !" 
Ari  Theseus,  return  !     Perfidious  as  unkind  ; 

You've  left  both  bag  and  baggage  here  behind  ! 
Ho!  change  your  course— it's  anything  but  proper; 
What  ship  ahoy  !  For  love's  sake  back  her!  stop  her  ! 
Deed.  I  pity  her  with  all  my  heart,  poor  soul — 
Ari.  Ah  !  I  will  stick  his  paletot  on  a  pole, 

And  wave  it  from  yon  mountain's  craggy  summit. 

[Exit   R.  H. 
Deed.  'Twill  be  no  go,  though  very  strong  she'll  come  it ! 

Enter  Cupid,  l.  h. 

The  woman's  wits  you'll  certainly  unsettle; 

Of  fish,  you  must  own,  here's  a  pretty  kettle. 
Cup.  Fish  !  There's  as  good  fish  always  in  the  sea 

As  you  take  out  of  it — leave  all  10  me. 

Whom  love  has  wounded,  love  alone  can  cure  ; 

I've  got  a  spouse  for  her. 
Deed.  Don't  make  too  sure, 

A  mate  has  no  charms  for  one  so  check-mated. 
Cup.  Oh,  by'my  friend,  she'll  be  intoxicated. 
Deed.  What !  will  he  out  of  Theseus  take  the  shine  ? 
Cup.  Completely— spirit-sparkling— form — divine ! 
Deed.  Rich  ? 

Cup.  There's  no  saying  sometimes  what  he's  worth. 
Deed.  And  powerful  ? 
Cup.  Few  so  powerful  on  earth. 
Deed.  Well,  if  you  can  bring  such  a  match  about — 
Cup.  Can  !     Why,  with  Love,  can  there  be  any  doubt  ? 
Dad,  You're  mighty  clever  in  your  own  opinion. 
Cup.  Clever  2     Who  does  not  bow  to  my  dominion  ? 

What  can  I  not  do  ?  and  where  am  I  not  ? 

You  know  what's  said  of  me  by  Walter  Scott. 

In  peace,  Love  tunes  a  pipe,  sweet  as  Gardoni; 

In  war,  he  mounts  a  horse,  a-la-Franconi ! 

In  courts  of  crowned  heads  he  is  the  crony  ; 

In  hamlets,  dances  like  a  Taglioni ! 


Love  rules  the  court,  the  tamp,  the  railway-station, 

And  gods  above,  and  men  cf  every  nation  ! 

For  heaven  is  love,  and  love  is — 
Dad.  Botheratiun  ! 

Don't  stand  here  making  such  a  long  oration, 

But  introduce  me  to  your  friend. 
Cup.  With  pleasure  ! 

I  only  fear  you'll  like  him  beyond  m<  asure! 

AIR.— Cupid.     (//  segreto  ) 
A  rare  master  he  is  of  the  revel?, 
And  the  sworn  foe  of  all  the  blue  devils  ! 
He  the  wonderful  secret  possesses, 
Of  assuaging  all  eaithly  distresses. 
He  can  dry  up  the  sa't  tear  of  sorrow, 

Leave  the  grumbler  no  last  word  to  sai  . 
Make  the  poor  man  forget  that  to-morrow 

Will  be  (sure  as  it  comes)  quarter  d .iy!  — 
Could  he  but  tell  him  where  he  might  borrow, 

The  cash  he  is  called  on  to  pay! 

While  you  thus  by  his  aid  lose  your  trouble, 
Every  pleasure  you  sometimes  see  double  ; 
And  though  cynics  are  found  who  abuse  him, 
lie  hurts  none  but  the  fools  who  misuse  him, 
With  his  drops  1  have  known  him  soothe  pain,  sir, 

Which  hydropathy  could  n't  allay. 
And  a  friend,  with  a  very  bad  sprain,  sir, 

In  a  polka  set  whirling  away! 
But  I  won't  say  he  did:,'t  complain,  sir. 

Of  the  headache  he  had  the  next  day  ! 

[Exit  i.  ii. 

Scene  II.— A   MOUNTAIN   TOP. 
Enter  Ariadne,  it.  h.,  nith  paletot  on  a  pole. 

Art.  'Tis  all  in  vain — his  ship's  already  hull-down, 
And  I  am  left  to  die  upon  this  dull  down. 
O  wilder  than  the  wildest  of  wild  men,  ah  ! 
More  savage  than  the  savagest  hyena! 
O,  perjured  wietch,  to  cut  off  in  your  cutter, 
And  leave  me  here  with  neither  bread  nor  bullei  ! 
O  had  I  but  a  boat  to  row  to  Crete  in, 
Yet  there  a  foe  my  father  I  should  meet  in  ! 
Isle  of  the  hundred  cities,  whu  h  was  my  muse, 
Full  Crete,  where  Jupiter  was  sent  to  dry  nut 
D 


'      26 

Beloved  cliffs,  where  as  in  infant  lone 
I  walked  your  chalk*,  befoie  I  walked  my  own! 
Why  did  I  leave  you  for  a  faithless  sinner, 
Who  but  for  me  had  been  a  monster's  dinner? 

0  worse  than  monster  to  leave  me  in  trouble; 
Talk  of  the  Minotaur  as  being  double ! 

You  who  could  thus  a  trusting  maid  trepan, 
Ate  more  a  brute,  and  less  a  gentleman! 

RECITATIVE  AND  AIR.— Ariadne.    (IlPirata.) 

He's  gone — he's  mizzled — the  wretch  I  saved  from 

slaughter ! 
He's  bolted  with  my  sister — to  Gretce,  across  the 

water ; 
Though  he  vow'd  he'd  to  me  stick— like  bricks  and 

mortar ! 

Who'd  have  thought,  scarce  one  day  a'ttr, 

He  swore  I  was  his  deary, 

Upon  this  coast  so  dreary, 

He'd  cut  me — he'd  cut  me  to  the  core  ! 

But  soon  I'll  seek  my  tomb — ah  ! 

And  that,  false-hearted  gent — he 

May  when  too  late  repent — he 

Can  find  but  the  bones  of  his  rib  on  the  shore  ! 

The  boms  of  n is  rib  on  the  shore  ! 

Exit,  L.  H. 

SCENE  III.— THE  VINES,  BEFORE  THE  TEMPLE 
OF  BACCHUS. 

Grand  mareh  and  triumphant  entry  of  Bacchus,  return- 
ing from  the  Indian  War. 

Bac.  Here,  from  the  Indian  war  return'd  victorious, 

1  mean  to  get  particularly  glorious. 
Put  up  my  tigers,  and  fill  up  the  bowls, 
\\  e'U  make  a  day  of  it,  my  jolly  souls. 

A  fig  for  Mars!     If  contests  there  must  be, 
This  is  the  field,  and  these  the  arms  for  me! 
Pleased,  I  discharge  my  pistol  for  a  flask, 
Put  off  my  helm,  and  get  upon  my  cask. 
Blow  gunpowder  and  shot,  in  every  shape, 
And  jour  me  in  a  shower  of  my  own  grape! 
"  Ultima  ratio  regum"  is  all  fun, 


No  reason  like  the  raisin  of  the  sun  ! 
There,  in  close  order,  hang  the  tempting  masses, 
And  so — "  Up  lads  and  at  'em" — charge  your  glasses  ! 
[Music.     The  Bacchanals,  fyc,  gather  the  grapes, 
and  press  them  into  the  goblets. 

AIR  AND  CHORUS.—  Bacchus,  &c.  (Der  Freychutz.) 

Bac.         Up  and  at  'em,  lads  and  lasses; 

To  their  muzzles  charge  your  glasses  ! 

Drink  and  shout  "  Victoria  !'* 

Hip,  hip,  hip  ! — hurrah  !  hurrah  ! 

Bacchus  leads  you  ! — ha,  ha,  ha  1 
Cho.         Ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

Bravo,  Bacchus! — ha,  ha,  ha! 
Bac.         Talk  of  Chloroform  and  ^-Ether! 

Balm  for  pain  I  tancy  neither — 

Here's  the  true  Panace-a 

In  this  goblet!  iEther ?—  Psha! 

Wine  for  ever  ! — Ha!  ha!  ha! 
Chorus.    Ha!  ha!  ha!  ha!  ha!  ha! 

Bravo,  Bacchus  ! — ha!  ha!  la! 
[Bacchus  sits  on  a  barrel,  n.  a. — Table,  on  which  are 
cups  and  tankards  placed  for  him  by  Satyrs. 

BALLET. 

Enter  Cupid  and  Djedalus.   a,  e.  l. 

Cup.  There  sits  the  bridegroom. 

Deed.  He  astride  the  tun  ? 

Why  zounds! — that  must  be  Bacchus! 
Cup.  Aye— the  son 

Of  Semele,  who  flared  up  so  for  Jove. 

What  do  you  think  of  him  ? 
Dal.  His  port  I  love  ! 

Cup    I'll    introduce    you.    [Jldvancing.~\    Bacchus,    how 

d'ye  do? 
Bac.  Cupid,  my  boy! — who  thought  of  seeing  you! 
Cup.  Why  love  and  wine  give  zest  to  one  another. 
Bac.  You're   right — I'm    glad   to  see  you.     How's  your 

mother? 
Cup-  Complains  of  cold. 
Bac.  No  doubt— with  seas  between  us. 

We  all  know,  without  Bacchus  "  frigit  Venus." 

Her  better  health  !     You'll  join  us? 

[Table  taken  from  it.  n.  placed  in  c.  0/  stage. 
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CuP-  1  intend. 

I  took  the  liberty  to  brintj  a  friend. 
Bac  The  more  the  merrier  !— Sit  down,  my  good  man. 

My  foster  dad,  Silenus — my  friend,  Pan. 

Wine  here  ! — your  health  ! 
Cup.  [aside  to  D.ed.]  He's  set  in  for  a  soaking. 

Bac.  Heie's  pipe— and  baccy — if  you're  fond  of  smoking. 
Deed.  You're  very  kind — permit  me  to  refuse — 

{Aside  to  Cupid.]    Vonder's  the   sort  of  Bacchse    I 
should  choose. 
Bac.  Come— bumpers  rcund  !     No    d  »y-lighls— let's   be 
cozy  ! 

A  song— a  dance  ! — Ho  !  music  !— Play  up,  Nosy  ! 
Bac.  [to  Bjeo.]  Now,  Mr.  \\  hatd'yecall,  1  call  on  you 

To  sing  a  sont;,  or  tell  a  story. 
Cup.  Do ! 

Deed.  Me!— sing!— I  can't. 
Cup.  You  can  sing,  very  well. 

And  heaven  knows  what  a  story  )ou  can  tell! 
Dad.  You  mean  about — 
Cup.  ^  Of  course— [as«We  to  him]  it's  just  the  season. 

You  try  with  rhyme,  and  I  will  try  with  reason. 
Bac.  Npw— si^nceJ-^Sii;,  for  you  we're  all  attention! 
Dad.^  Well — it's  a  fact  1  am  about  to  mention. 

So  you'll  excuse  the  real  names.     To  scandal 

I  should  be  sorry  to  afiord  a  handle. 

The  hero— of  a  great  nob — is  the  nobby  son — 
Bac.  Oh,  call  him  anything  you  pirate— Jack  Robi'son  ! 
Dad.  Jack  Robi'son— oh,  well  with  all  n  y  heart! 
Bac.  Come,  tire  away  !— Pan— pitch  the  note— now  start! 

SONG. — D/edaltjs.     [Jack  Robinson.] 

The  perils  and  dangers  of  the  voyage  past, 

The  ship  in  port  here  anived  at  last. 

'1  he  captain  of  her  he  was  a  ravther  fast 

Young  fellow  of  the  name  of  jack  Robi'son. 

lie  brought  with  him  a  tine  young  woman  ashore, 

Who  had  got  him  out  of  a  mess  before  ; 

And  was  now  his  me-smate  because  he  swore 

That  he'd  make  her,  honor  bright,  Mis.  Jack  Robi'son. 

But  this  young  woman's  sister  was  with  'em  d'ye  see, 
And  the  captain,  he  says  to  her,  "  my  dear!"  says  he, 
"  Shall  we  cut  and  run  together,"  and  by  jingo,  she 
Said  "  yes  !"  instead  of  "  no !  "  to  Jack  Robi'son. 


29 

So  away   'lies  went  together  aboard  the  ship, 
And  were  soon  under  sail — and  over  li is  flip, 
Ti.ere's  many  a  slip  'twixt  the  cup  and  the  lip, 
Says  this  piecious  young  rip,  Jack  Robi'son. 

Now,  poor  Mrs.  Jack,  she  had  laid  her  down 

In  the  arms  of  Morpheus  her  cares  to  drown. 

Not  dreaming  she  was  done  so  uncommonly  brown 

By  her  KOod-fur-nothing  sister,  and  Jack  Robi'son. 

But  «hen  she  woke  up,  as  night  did  fall, 

^  ou  may  guess  there  was  soon  a  pretty  squall; 

"  My  eyes  '."  says  she,  "  why  I  can't  see  Jack  at  all  !" 

And  she  sci  etched  and  she  shouted,  "  Hoy  !  Jack  Robi'son  ! 

Thf-n  the  tell-tale  Moon  arose  to  state 

That  Jack  was  off;  for  he  couldn't  wait ! 

"  w  h y  yi  u  don't  mean  to  say  that  he's  got  another  mate  ? 

"  Indeed  1  do,"  says  the  moon  to  Mrs.  Robi'son. 

"  The  wretch,"  says  she,  "  while  you  were  a-bed, 

\\  uh  somebody  else  has  somewhere  fled  ; 

And  you'll  read  in  some  newspaper  as  how  you  are  dead  !" 

"  W  hy,  I've  not  been  dead  at  all !"  says  Mrs.  Robison. 

'lhtn  she  met  a  man,  and  she  says,  •'  I  say  ?" 

"  Mayhap  you  can  tell  which  road  they  went  away? 

It  was  somewhere  here  about.'' — The  man  said  "  nay! — 

Indeed  1  cannot !"  to  Mrs.  Robi'son. 

1  ut  to  fret  and  stew  about  it  now  is  all  in  vain  : 

So  you'd  better  take  and  go  to  Holland,  trance,  or  Spain, 

1  or  it  ain't  of  any  use  your  running  after  him  again, 

As  he's  got  another  Mrs.  Jack  Robi'son." 

Then  the  poor  creatuie  sank  down  upon  the  grass, 

And  she  rung  her  hands  and  she  cried  "Alas!" 

That  ever  I  should  come  to  such  a  shocking  pass, 

To  be  sold  by  such  a  fellow  as  Jack  Robi'son!" 

Now,  young  ladies  all,  take  warning  by  her  fate,  1  pray, 

And  do'nt  believe  a  word  of  what  the  young  chaps  say-— 

Lut  insist  un  being  Married  in  the  regular  way, 

Ur  they'll  be  off  before  you  can  say  •'  Jack  Robi'son." 

Bac.  The  saddest  story  that  I  ever  heard. 
Deed.  True,  every  bit  of  it — upon  my  word. 
Cup.  It  happened  here,  upon  this  very  island. 
Dad.  This  very  day — 

Bac.  A  lady  left  on  my  land  !  — 

Cup.  Without  a  friend — or  penny  in  her  puise 
To  buy  a  drop  of  comfort  ! — 
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Bac,  How  i. — My  curse 

Upon  the  villain!     Leave  the  girl  to  sink 
For  want  of  cash  to  buy  a  drop  of  drink  ! 
And  whil'st  we're  swimming  in  good  claret  here, 
She  may  be  driven  to  a  watery  bier ! 
Run  1 — those  that  can —  and  seek  her  out — poor  soul  ! 
We'll  drown  her  sorrows  in  our  own  deep  bowl ! 
I'd  run  myself — but  don't  much  think  I  could. 

[Exeunt  several  Bacchante,,  l.  h. 
Deed.  Kind  Bacchus  ! — who  shall  say  that  wine's  not  good? 
Cup.  I  s>ay  [to Bacchus]  Why  don't  you  many  ? 
Bete.  Well,  some  day, 

When  I  an  very  drunk — perhaps  I  may. 
Deed,  [aside.}  He's  not  far  off,  then,  a  united  state. 
Cup.  Why,  till  you're  very  tipsy,  should  you  wait, 

Before  you  enter  on  a  married  life  ? 
Beic.  Because — I  think-— to  venture  on  a  wife, 

One  must  be  much  in  love — or  much  in  liquor. 
Cup.  Well,  much  in  love  you  scarcely  could  be  quicker. 
[Re-enter  the  Bacchante,  bearing  Arjadne,  Cupid 

shoots  Bacchus.] 
There ! — what  do'ye  say  to  that  ? 
Bac.  Oh,  the  deuce  take  you  ! 

Cup.  If  now  you're  not  in  love,  nothing  can  make  you — 
Bac.  I'm  shot  right  through  the  heart !  A  goddess,  surely  ! 
Cup.  Ought  to  be  one — 
Dad.  How  are  you  ? 

Bac.  Very  poorly. 

Cup.  You  have  no  wound  but  what  her  smiles  can  heal — . 
Ari.  Ogygian  Bacchus,  at  thy  feet  I  kneel — 
Bac.  Rise,  madam,  Queen  of  such  a  world  of  charms, 
We  here  salute  you,  with  presented  arms  ! 
This  gentleman  has  told  us  your  sad  story, 
To  cheer  your  heart,  we  should  esteem  a  glory. 
I  whining  hate,  though  god  of  wine  I  am, 
Your  real  pain  I'll  drown  in  floods  of  cham. 
Ari.  An  action,  worthy  sir,  of  generous  wine, 
Bac.  Fair  dame,  I  cannot  make  you  more  divine; 
Bui  if  you'll  condescend  my  throne  to  share, 
You  never  more  shall  know  a  worldly  care. 
Ari.  Alas!  but  won't  the  wicked  world  he  thinking 

That  I  was  crossed  in  love,  and  took  to  drinking. 
Bac.  Let  the  world  wag,  and  don't  you  be  a  sappy. 

For  what's  the  odds,  as  long  as  you  are  happy  ! 
Ari  May  I  believe  you? — I've  been  once  so  sold  ; 
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Bac.  "  In  vino  Veritas" — the  priest  beho'd  ! 

I've  my  own  license — here's  the  ring,  you  gipsv  ! 
Art-  Then  here's  my  hand — 
Bac.  With  joy  I  now  am  tipsy  ! 
jlri.  But  Theseus — 
Bac.  The  Jack  who  left  his  Jill— 
Cap.  Oh,  he  has  had  a  precious  trip  down  hill! 

[The  scene  opens  at  the  buck,  and  discovers  the 
Infernal  Regions.  Theseus  is  seen  seated  on 
a  rock. 

See  where  in  Tartarus  'twixt  pitchy  Styx 

And  fiery  Plilrgethon,  he's  in  a  fix. 

Stuck  to  a  stone,  which  as  his  heart  is  hard, 

For  such  inconstancy  a  fit  rewaid. 
Dad.  To  earth  he  couldn't  e'en  his  tricks  confine, 

But  sto!e  down  stairs  to  flirt  with  Proserpine; 

But  grim  king  Pluto  found  what  he  was  arter, 

And  so  in  Tartarus  be  caught  a  Tartar '. 

AIR. — Theseus.     (Sitting  on  a  Rail ) 

Old  Charon  rowed  me  o'er  the  Styx, 

But  Pluto  caught  me  at  my  tricks — 

And  Justice  Minos  did  me  fix, 

In  this  infernal  jail, 

Sitting  on  a  rail  of  rocks  I  weep  and  wail  ! 

Will  no  one  be  my  bail  ?     O,  pity  my  sad  tale! 

For  Proserpine  1  angled,  but 

She  wouldn't  bite,  the  cunning  slut1 

The  Styx  I'd  cross'd  I  could'utcut — 

So  here  tht-y  did  me  nail! 

Sitting  <m  a  rail  of  rocks  I  weep  and  wail  ! 

If  I  old  scratch 

Conld  only  catch— 

I"d  pull  him  by  the  tail  ! 

Bac.  And  serve  you  right 
The.   I'm  not  the  only  goose 

Who  for  a  woman  has  gone  to  the  deuce! 

Where  Orpheus  sought  Eurydice's  well  known, 
Da  I.  Yes,  but  the  wife  he  went  for  was  his  own. 

You  sought  another's — that's  the  rock  you  split  on  ; 
The.  But  ibis  is  such  a  horrid  rock  to  sit  on. 

hove,  intercede  for  me,  I  do  implore  ; 
( '///;. W  ell,  will  you  never  act  so  any  more  ? 
Tif.  I  can't  say  that;  because  if  all  goes  ri^ht, 

I  hope  to  act  the  same  to-morrow  night. 
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Cm;?.  You  would  come  out  again- -like  Don  Giovanni  ; 

The.  Yes,  if  I  could  but  get  permission — eiri  V. 

C«j0.Try  ;  you're  at  liberty  upon  parole. 

The.   [Rising,  ana  advancing  ]   Ladies  and  — 

Bac.  Stop,  I  havn't  said  tlie  whole 

Of  what  I've  got  to  say. 
The.  Let  me  conclude  it. 

Our  play  is  done — if  you  have  kindly  view'd  it. 

Your  praise  will  shed  a  lustre  round  the  name 

Of  Ariadne  and  her  fickle  flame  ; 

Wh'ch  may  for  many  a  merry  evening  shine. 

And  like  her  starry  crown  (which  hand~  divine; 
ung  in  the  skies — the  wandeiii  g  seaman's  mark) 

Into  safe  harbour  guide  our  little  baik. 

Do  you  prote"ct,,w?iaiejver  ills  attack  us, 

We  ask  no  better  fritncs  than  you,  to  Bacphus  ! 

The  scene  chunges,  and  discovers  the  constellation  of  the. 
CROWN  OF  ARIADNE. 
FINALE.— Chorus.     {The  Eclipse  Polka  ) 
Cho.         Join  your  hands  and  theirs, 
Banish  all  our  cares — 
Pass  the  wine, 
And  don't  decline 
To  drink  success  to  our  affairs. 
Bacchus  'twould  delight, 
Bumpers  ev'ry  night 
Here  to  view, 
For  filled  by  you 
Our  cup  of  joy,  indeed,  is  bright. 
The-         L'en  that  most  inconstant  sw.un, 

Theseus  never  more  would  range. 
Of  your  favor,  justly  vain, 
He  ne'er  wishes  for  a  change. 
An.  Placed  amongst  the  starry  skies 

Ariadne's  ciown  may  shine, 
Bu>  the  crown  for  which  she  sighs" 
[s  ihe  wreath  your  hands  entwine. 
Cho.         Join  your  hands,  &.c. 
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First  performed  at  Punch's  Playhouse,  the  Strand  Tl>< 
on  Monday,  April  28th,   1851. 

Characters. 

SUPERNATURALS. 

ODIN  (the  Scandinavian  Jove) Mr.-  Norton. 

THOR       Iru,*'       f Mr.  John  Rekvi- 

i:\LDKR  fBrothers{ Mr.  J.  Rogers, 

HEIMDALL  {the  Celestial  Porter) Mr.  Romer. 

VIDUR  {God  of  Silence) .. Mr.  White. 

FREYA  (Wife  of  Odin) Mrs.  C,  Horsma.n 

FYLLA  (her  Maid) Mrs.  C.  Melville* 

NARMA  (Wife  of  Balder) .-.- Miss  IXibdin. 

SNOWTRA  (expectant  Wife  of  Thor)  ..-  Mies  M.  Taylor.- 

PRETERNATURAL, 
THE  SPIRIT  OF  THE  AGE Miss  Marshall. 

NATURAL. 

AN    AUTHOR,    who\    icisliing  to  be  strictly 

anonymous,  will  be  represented  by Mr.  Attwood. 


SCENE, 
Alternately  on  a  Scandinavian  Mountain  and  in  IJyde  Park 
Date,' 1851. 

Time — impossible  to  count. 


The  Goosand  Goddesses — tunics  of  various  colours,  and  fleshings ; 
some  of  them  with  crowns.  Fylla  has  a  wreath  of  gold.  Thor 
(until  going  on  Earth)  carries  a  huge  silver-headed  hammer.  On 
Earth,  the  three  Gods  in  morning  dresses — Odin,  as  a  gay  elderly 
gentleman,  with  eye-glass;  Balder  with  long  hair  and  turn-down 
collar ;  Thor  as  a  young  guardsman. 

The  Ladies  in  fashionable  morning  dresses. 

The  Spirit — a  little  velvet  shooting-coat,  hat  and  feather,  fleshings, 
embroidered  waistcoat,  turned-down  collars,  very  smart  red  boots, 
little  white  wings,  white  gloves,  a  fancy  cane. 

Author — a  white  nightgown  over  dress  suit,  smart. 
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SCENE  I. — The  Summit  of  a  Scandinavian  Mountain. 

Pin  uncles  of  rock  glittering  with  frost,  and  various  colours  in  the  stone. 
The  Gods  of  Scandinavia  are  all  ranged  at  the  back,  as  subsequently 
mentioned,  but  at  the  rise  of  the  curtain,  clouds  entirely  conceal 
them.  Liglits  d&um.  Voices  of  Spirit  of  the  Age,  and  oj  the 
Author,  heard — Spirit  laughingly  calling  to  him  to  come  on,  and 
he  grumbling. 

Enter  Author,  l.,  in  his  night-shirt, 

A  it.    Where  wilt  thou  drag  me  ?     Stop ;  I'll  go  no  higher. 
And  pray  where  are  we,  if  one  might  enquire  ? 
Over  these  mountain  pasees  I've  been  jolted 
Till —  But  where  are  you?   Bless  my  soul — it's  bolted. 
(bewildered)  I  know  I'm  in  a  dream,  but  the  deuce  take  me 
If  I  can  shake  it  off.     Will  (angrily)  some  one  wake  me  ? 

Enter  Spirit,  r.  1  e. 

Sjpi.      What  for? 

Alt.  Ha  !  there  again ! 

Spi.  What  means  your  rage  ? 

Alt.    What  are  you  ? 

Spi.  I'm  the  Spirit  of  the  Age. 

Alt.     Why  have  you  brought  me  here? 

Spj.  To  do  you  good. 

All  must  succeed  when  I  am  understood. 
Where  were  you,  when  I  found  you  ?  Come,  avouch  !    . ' 

All    In  gentle  slumber,  on  my  virtuous  couch. 

Spi.      (Ahem  !)  Having  dined — well — with  certain  "  fastish "  men, 
Snoring  like  one  o'clock  at  half-past  ten ; 
At  least  three  dinner  napkins  in  your  pockety 
The  burnt-out  candle  smoking  in  its  socket ; 
Your  fire  lit  up  when  there  was  no  occasion, 
Your  boots,  all  mud,  thrown  in  the  washhand  basin  ; 
Your  watch  upon  the  hob,  your  door_ajar, 
i  8igHB  that  a  man  is  gone — and  rather  far) ; 
And,  one  inure  proof  of  intellectual  riches, 
Your  nightgown  on,  over  your  new  black — trousers. 

A  2 
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Aut.    'Tis  true ;  I  feel  it  here  (puts  hands  to  forehead)  that  whiskey 
toddy, 

Would  steal  the  soul  out  of  a  Solon's  hody. 
Spi.      And  the  burlesque  which  you  were  pledged  to  write 

Which  must  be  played,  you  know,  on  Monday  night — 

You,  who  with  fast  young  men  go  out  to  dine — 

How  much  burlesque  is  written  ? 
Aut.  Not  a  line  ; 

To-morrow  I'll  sit  down  to  joke  and  rhyme. 
Spi.      (solemnly)  "  Procrastination  is  the  thief  of  time." 
Aut.     (contemptuously)  That's  old. 
Spi.  The  ready  sneer  on  folly's  tongue. 

Just  read  the  "  Night  Thoughts,"  and  you'll  find  it's  Young. 

But  what's  your  subject  ? 
Aut.  Hang  me  if  I  know. 

The  "  Arabian  Knights  "  were  used  up  long  ago ; 

The  Genii,  Planche's  genius  makes  his  own, 

Ere  we  can  say  (his name)  "James  Eobinson.'' 

Smith's  hammer  has  been  beating,  as  I'm  told, 

Alhambra's  ore  into  good  fairy  gold. 

Most  of  the  Operas  are  atrocious  stuff, 

And  the  Bohemian  Girl's  eloped  with  Brough. 

There's  nothing  left  but  the  old  track  to  follow  f 

With  Jupiter,  and  Juno,  and  Apollo. 

They'll  do  again,  and  every  one  confessses 

The  ladies  look  so  well  in  classic  dresses. 
Spi*      Drop  your  conventional  inventions,  do, 

At  least  affect  to  give  folks  something  new. 
Aut.    But  there  is  nothing  new,  and  as  is  writ 

In  Greek  ( I  think)  ex  nihilo  nihil  fit. 
Si'j.      The  Gods  of  Greece  at  once  to  exile  sentence  I- 

Have  you  no  other  heathenish  acquaintance  ? 
Aut.    Yes,  with  the  Eoman  idols  I'm  at  home. 
Spi.      No,  England  wants  no  Idol-farce  from  Rome. 

If  you  need  fables,  surely  history's  mouth 

Tells  more  than  worn-out  legends  of  the  South. 
Aut.    Does  it  ?     My  few  historic  lights  want  feeding, 

For  we  smart  writers  have  small  time  for  reading. 

Still,  if  we  take  without  it,  what's  the  odds  ? 
Spi.      Why  don't  you  try  the  Scandinavian  Gods'? 
Aut.    The  Scandy —  how  mueh  ? 
Spi.  (sneeringly)  Oh  !  how  new  and  witty  ! 

The  jest  of  ignorance  indeed  claims  pity. 
Aut.    But  this  mythology — if  one  could  work  it — 

Does  seem  a  track  out  of  the  beaten  circuit. 
Spi.      In  the  old  days,  that  is,  as  history  states. 

About  the  year 

Aut.  O,  bother,  sink  the  dates. 

Spi.    Well,  stupid,  well — but  as  I  must  get  near  a 

Point — long  before  what  Christians  call  the  Era,, 
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Alt.    The  Era — yes,  I  know  ;  I  take  it  in ! 

It  keeps  a  dog  that  tells  what  horse  will  win. 
Sr-r.      Blockhead— past  teaching— how  I  waste  my  pains  ! 

Pray,  did  you  ever  hear  of  folks  called  Dam  s  ? 
Alt.    Danes  !    Let  me  see —  Oh  yes  (thinks)  I've  heard  of  two — 

Hamlet,  and  Schleswig-Holstein — 

That  will  do. 

These  Danes,  you  see,  in  olden  time,  adored 

Gods  of  their  own — a  wild,  fierce,  jolly  horde, 

Who  drank,  sang,  quarrelled,  bullied,  laughed  and  flirted, 

Much  as  Greek  Gods  were  pleased  to  be  diverted, 

When  to  the  invader  we  were  forced  to  give  in ; 

These  gods  were  worshipped,  in  the  Land  we  Live  in. 

( >f  Grecian  gods  an  English  public  tires, 

Shew  it  the  jovial  idols  of  its  sires. 
A;t.    Not  a  bad  thought,  by  Jove  !  but  then  you  sec 

One  must  read  up; — now  reading  don't  suit  me. 
Spi.      I  know  it — so,  to  move  that  fatal  bar, 

I'll  set  the  set  before  you— here  they  are. 

(Music — SriRiT  stamps,  and  the  clouds  open,  shewing  ()i>rx 
in  centre,  with  Thok,  Balder,  Tys,  Yidur,  Fkeva,  Fvli.a, 
Nakma,  Snowtea,  &c,  on  couches,  with  goblets,  and  tauglting.; 
Author  retires  to  l.  corner) 

Chorus  of  Gods.     Nigger  Air — "  There  was  once  a  Utile  man,  md 
his  name  was  Uncle  Ned." 

We're  a  jolly  lot  of  Gods,  and  our  names,  it  is  said. 

Were  held  in  awe  long  ago ; 
And  old  Odin,  there,  was  our  king  and  our  head, 
And  he  ruled  with  a  word  and  a  blow. 
Hang  it,  but  the  age  is  slow  ! 
Blow  it,  what  a  little  folks  know  ! 
There's  nobody  seems  to  have  heard  or  read 

Of  the  days  of  the  good  king  0  **  *,  O  *  *  *,  O  *  *  *, 
Of  the  days  of  the  good  king  O  *  *  *. 

We  drank  without  fear  that  our  heads  would  ache, 

We  spumed  bitter  ale  and  tea ; 
And  a  sober  cove  was  no  better  than  a  cake 
In  the  eyes  of  the  gods  you  see. 

Hang  it,  but  the  age  is  slow  ! 
Blow  it,  what  a  little  folks  know  ! 
There's  nobody  seems  to  have  heard  or  read 

Of  the  ways  of  the  good  king  O  *  *  *,  &c 

Odin.  Well  sung,  my  children.     Odin  praise  accords  yon. 

All.  Thank  you. 

( >mN.  Moreover,  Odin  drinks  towards  you. 

.Mr.  Ha!  ha!  ha!  ha! 
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Ooin.     And  now  for  serious  business,     (All  laugh)     Cease  that 
clamour,  {laugh) 

Thor !  keep  them  quiet. 
Thob.  (l.  pointing  Ms  hammer)  Do  you  see  this  hammer ? 

Notice  !  whoever  doesn'  t  hold  his  row 

Will  get  a  wunner.  {gives  a  great  bang)     Pa,  (to  Odin) 
they're  quiet  now. 
Odin.  'Tis  well.     Now  gods,  attend  !     Before  we  sup. 

There  is  a  something  which  we  must  fill  up — 
Tics.     The  goblet — I'm  agreeable,      {goes  to  Odin's  seat,  takes  up 

vase,  and  Jills  his  own  cup  with  tcine)    Yes,  champagne. 

{is  turning  to  go  bach,  token  Odin,  who  looks  astonished  at  his  im- 
pudence, signs  to  Thor,  ?vho  gets  up  and  hits  Tys  icith  the  flat 
side  of  his  hammer ;  cup  falls,  and  he  scampers  to  his  place) 

Thor.  Is  that  agreeable?  if  so,  come  again.  (feoDS  laugh) 

Fkev.  {deprecatingly)  Thor,  Tys,  sit  down — don't  let  your  passions- 
rise, 
You're  not  much  hurt. 

Tvs.     {pouting  to  Thor)  Hit  one  of  your  own  sue. 

Thor.   {going  up  to  him)  Ha  ! 

Trs.  {same  manner)  Ha ! 

Thob.  Ha! 

Tis.  Ha! 

{Wee  twoboys  afraid  toTrit  each  other— they  go  bach  to  their  pU»  ■  - 

<  >din.  That  little  matter  pleasantly  arranged, 

I  vote  we  have  the  conversation  changed. 
I  said  I'd  something  to  fill  up.     This  paper, 
The  offspring  of  some  queer  new  fangled  caper,. 
Has  been  sent  here  !   {indignantly ) 

Si-r.     {steps forward)        Well,  governor,  and  why  not? 
There's  nothing  there  to  make  you  look  so  hot.. 

Odin.  Ha!  what — what's  that? 

Spi.  The  Spirit  of  the  Age- 

How  are  you  all  {takes  iip  a  goblet)  good  tipple,  I'll  engage. 

Song,  Spirit.     Air—  "  ATrs.  Johnson.'''' 
Yes,  I'm  the  Spirit  of  the  Age, 
Of  progress  I'm  the  pretty  page ; 
Though  light  and  slight,.  I'm  quite  as  sage 

As  Burke  or  Doctor  Johnson. 
I  counsel  people  not  to  fight, 
I  am  like  Chesterfield,  polite, 
Though,  by  the  way,  he  chose  to  slight 

The  aforesaid  Doctor  Johnson. 
In  dress  I  study  all  I  can, 
To  follow  out  a  novel  plan. 
For  "  dress  doth  indicate  the  man,'* 

And  so  savs  Doctor  Johnson, 
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This  shooting  coat  I  did  devise. 
To  make  it  clear  to  people's  eyes 
I  shoot  at  "  Folly  as  it  Mies — " 

And  so  did  Doctor  Johnson. 
Upon  my  head  I  could  not  bear 
That  odious  thing,  a  hat,  to  wear, 
Such  as  the  pictures  all  declare 

Was  worn  by  Doctor  Johnson. 
I'm  seldom  known  to  swear,  I  am. 
But  hats  would  aggravate  a  lamb. 
And  "  beavers  often  raise  a  dam," 

I've  read  in  Doctor  Johnson. 
This  year  will  smash  those  hats  a  hit. 
By  shewing  how  a  cap  can  fit 
On  any  head  with  half  the  wit 

Possessed  by  Doctor  Johnson. 
When  England  sees  upon  her  shore 
Those  Turkish  caps  and  twenty  more — 
"  Hats  off!"  she'll  bellow,  with  a  roar 

Like  that  of  Doctor  Johnson. 

I )  t .  i  n  .   I  see  an  enemy  among  us. 

Spi.  Fiddle. 

Who  told  you  that  told  a  tantaradiddle. 
Odin.  Do  you  mean  you're  not? 
Spi.  An  enemy — not  I— 

The  day  of  enmities  has  all  gone  by. 

We've  found  that  it's  no  use  to  fight  and  quarrel : 

It's  jollier  to  be  friends,  and  much  more  moral. 
THOB.  A  milksop  doctrine — that  don't  suit  my  book. 
Sit.       It  would,  if  you'd  come  down  and  take  a  look ! 

We'll  talk  of  that  directly — where's  this  paper 

That  makes  your  father  bluster,  blow,  and  vapour. 
I  >i>in.  Here,  take  the  document — it  seems  a  rum  one — 

Take  something  else — wine  to  the  spirit,  some  one. 

(«   Goddess  hands  / 

Spi      (kikes  goblet)  Wine  into  good  spirit  (drinks) — down  you  go  I 

Bad  spirit  into  wine's  the  rule  below. 

Odin — permit  me  to  present  a  friend  (puUs.AvHiQ'R  forward) 

( lome  on,  you  goose — what  do  you  apprehend  ! 

Your  usual  apprehension's  not  so  quick. 
Ai  i.    (confidentially  in  terror)  Are  you. quite  sure  that  cove  is  not 
'  Old  Nick  ?  (points  to  Odin) 

Odik.  You're  welcome. 

Sim.  There — come  on,  I  say — all's  right. 

Thor.   Who  and  what  are  you,  stranger?  C;\n  you  light? 
Ait.    Thank  you,  I'd  rather  not. 

p,.\i..  [AeepUy]  Well,  can  you  sing? 

Aii      I  fear  my  vuicc  would  not  be  quite  the  thing. 
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Obis.  Ha  !  the  new  comer's  no  great  shakes  I  think. 

But  still  there's  one  accomplishment — for  drink. 
Alt.    Try  me.  (lauyhs) 

Oms.  That  don't  sonnd  ill,  that  laugh  of  scorn; 

Go,  three  of  you,  and  fetch  the  Htrlas  Horn. 

Etit  Tys,  Yidlr,  and  SnOWIRA 
Act.    (aside)  Three  of  'cm  for  one  drink— that's  past  a  joke  ! 

It  should  be  XXX  and  triple  stroke. 
0ms.  There's  something  to  goon  with— quench  your  thirst. 
Ac-.',    [aside)  'Twere  something  to  go  off  with— I  shall  burst. 
i'v-.  VrouB,  and  Snowtra  re-eater  with  an  enormous  horn,  on  which 
is  painted  "A  Present  for  a  Good  Little  God" 
Chorus,  " Robert  le  Diable" 
Drink,  sir,  drink,  and  don't  be  frightened  ! 
Drink,  you'll  find  it  a  wholesome  brew: 
In  the  proportion  cups  are  lightened, 
Man's  sad  heart  becomes  lightened  too. 
-r  1  os  been  placed  for  Author,  l.  c,  and  he  talcs  Iter*  between 
his  legs,  sometimes  sipping  during  the  following) 
Spi.      This  paper,  Odin,  is  the  heavenly  census- 
Blockheads  alone  in  this  can  find  offences  : 
Jupiter's  filled  up  his ;  that  pig-tailed  file 
Fo,  the  Chinese,  and  Isis,  from  the  Nile, 
And  Juggernaut,  let  numerators  call  on  'em ; 
(The  last  has  twenty  hands,  and  wrote  with  all  on  en;.) 
Don't  you  stick  out  from  information  giving, 
(sotto  voce)  Unless  ashamed,  sir,  of  the  way  you're  living. 
I'll  fill  it  up  for  you— quite  plain  the  pages  is  ; 
I  only  want  your  names,  pursuits,  and  ages. 
All  the  Goddesses.  Ages! 
■].-[ .,  Did  you  say  ages  ? 

s  ' '"  Twas  in_\ 

Fri       Impertinent,  as  well  as  most  absurd. 

Chora*.     Air,  "  Come  fill  up  my  cup,  come  fill  up  mi/  cup." 
Come  fill  up  your  census,  fill  if  you  can— 
What,  put  down  1Jjjjr  ages,  you  impudent  man: 

Look  in  tllCU  faces,  write  what  yon  see— 
our  ' 

That's  all  trie  help  that  you'll  get  out  of  me. 

Spi.     Head  of  the  family,  I  call  on  yon- 
Answer  the  questions,  and  make  answer  true. 

Odin.  Mv  name  is  Odin,  and  my  age  (I'm  thinking) 
About  two  thousand ;  my  pursuit  is  drinking. 
To  save  mistakes  (with  which  my  history's  leaden) 
Mention  that  I've  an  alias,  which  is  "  Woden," 
From  whence  comes  Woden's-day,  which  mortals  call 
Wednesday,  like  asses,  as  they  are.    That's  all. 
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Spi.      [to  Author)  Here,  write  that  down,  you  undramatie  youth — 

For  once  in  all  your  life  you'll  write  the  truth. 
Alt.     (trJw  is  getting  drunk)  Don't  bother  me. 

The  Saxou  word  of  courtesy.    "  Drink  hael."        i 
<  toijf.  Stranger,  you  should  not  ii'il 

Aut.    How  that  old  man  exasperates  his  aitches — 
1  am  a-drinking  hale. 

Ide  to  author)  No,  no,  he  teaches 
Manners.     Reply  "  Waes  hael,"  he  waits  for  you. 
[rites\  kalf  drunk)    "Waes  hael,"  old  man,  and    many  of 
'etn  too. 
Spi.      Now,  Thor— 

•"  .•■       ..  ;.  rposing)  Before  the  question's  further  carried — 
<  klin  has  quite  forgotten  that  he's  married. 
No  fear  of  that,  my  dear,  while  you  survive — 
Write  that  I  married  her  in  anno  5. 
F  .:..     Odin  !  (angrily) 
Odix.  My  Frcya. 

Faa     {in  high  disdain)  Your's  indeed 

I  >Di2f.  I  bow — 

Whoever' s  Freya  you  may  be — what  now  ? 
Insulting  creature!  talking  in  that  way, 
Making  your  Freya  a  friar  of  ringlets  grey. 
Si  i-      Thor,  who  and  what  are  you '? 

My  name  is  Thor, 
This  is  my  hammer — my  pursuit  is  war. 
As  for  my  age  you'd  better  ask  my  mother, 
Thor's  day's  my  day,  that's  Thursday,  so  don't  bother. 
Alt      (to  the  audience)  I  see  a  joke,  one  which  will  be  approi 
Jack  Frost  must  be  thaw's  cousin— once  removed. 
Odin's  next  hope  must  our  attention  claim, 
I  bawl  to  Balder,  answer  to  your  name. 
Aut.     Another  joke — what  lots  of  hair,  I  trow, 
lift  must  have  had,  if  he  is  Balder  now. 
1  hate  the  revels  my  relations  keep, 
(sleepily)     My  occupation  is  to  go  to  sleep. 
>Jv  age  I  never  asked,  the  entry's  blundered, 
Bat  of  new  nightcaps,  I've  worn  out  nine  hundred. 
This  will  enable  you  to  guess — I've  done,   {sleeps) 
\l"t.     The  Beven  sleepers  all  rolled  into  one. 
Spj.      Vi.lur.  the  God  of  silence,  speak  up. 
Vid.     (very  gruffly)  Shan't 

Tell  us  how  old  you  are,  old  fellow  ? 
Vi,».  Can't 

g  i       Who  is  your  nearest  blood  relation? 
Vid.     I  points  to  V\u:\\)  Aunt. 

Bpi.       You  might  »8  well  request  (except  in  lark) 
\  ( ivi!  answer  from  a  railway  clerk. 
N  v.v  for  the  ladies. 

[tlie  Goddesses  oM  scream  si 
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yRK.  On  their  part  and  mine, 

I  beg  to  say  the  ladies  all  decline. 
Sri.      What,  all  ?   You,  Freya,  wife  of  Odin  bold  ? 

Fylla,  her  handmaid,  with  the  wreath  of  gold. 

My  gentle  Narma,  next  to  you  I  come, 

(Spouse  of  this  sleeping  beauty)  (points  to  Balder)  you  too 
dumb? 

And  Snowtra,  goddess  of  good  manners,  she 

Have  the  bad  manners  to  be  dumb  to  me  ! 

(they  all  wave  him  off 

Then  I  fill  up  the  census  with  a  rhyme— 

"They  are  not  of  an  age,  but  from  all  time." 

But  are  these  all — are  any  out  of  sight, 

Of  those  who  slept  in  Odin's  house  last  night? 
Thok.  The  old  night  watchman's  only  out  of  view, 

Here  (calls  loudly)  !  Heimdall !  watchman,  blockhead,  where 
are  you  ? 

Enter  Heimdall,  with  ear  trumpet,  l. 

Hcim.  Here!  master  Thor,  I'm  here — you  needn't  bawl, 
A  whisper  brings  me,  I  aint  deaf  at  all. 
And  with  this  here  auricular  assistance, 
I  can  hear  sounds  at  any  given  distance. 
gpi.      I'll  put  him  down. 
Thor.  And  now,  with  pa's  permission, 

We'll  have  a  dance. 
Odin,  (indulgently)  We  grant  our  boy's  petition. 

(the  Gods  and  Goddesses  stand  up ;  the  Orchestra  begins  a  minuet; 
and  they  make  the  first  stately  motion;  Spirit  rushes  at  the 
middle  and  signs  to  Orchestra  to  stop) 

Sfi.      No,  no,  on  such  stale  stuff  I  place  my  veto, 
Except  when  danced  by  Ellsler  and  Cerito. 
Oast  it  aside  (that  is  if  you'll  permit,  sir)     (to  Odix) 
In  favour  of  the  very  last  Gorlitza. 

The  Gorlitza  is  danced. 

Heim.  [who  has  been  listening  through  his  trumpet)  By  George— by 
Jove,  by  jingo,  and  by  gum, 
Strike  me  outrageous  !  Well,  if  that  aint  rum  ! 
Snow .  (starting  up)  Manners,  good  Heimdall,  manners;  don't. you 
know, 
Such  language  is  exceptionably  low  ?  _ 
Heim.  I  beg  your  pardon,  ma'am,  but  take  this  horn, 

You  never  heard  such  rows  since  you  were  born. 

(All  evince  curiosity  except  Balder 
Thor.  A  row,  that's  my  delight  (rushes  to  Heimdall),  give  me  the 
trumpet, 

(listens  a  few  moments' 
Bah  !  where's  your  head?  I've  a  good  mind  to  thump  it. 
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I  .'all  that  a  row  indeed? 
ni, in.  Where,  and  what  is  it?      (listemj 

Thor.  It's  all  the  world,  I  think,  paying  a  visit. 

Thousands  on  thousands  crowding  ships  on  ships — 

And  "  England"  is  the  word  on  all  their  lips  ; 

But  there's  no  clash  of  arms,  no  heat  of  drum — 

Signs  that  its  not  as  enemies  they  come — 

And  England  don't  seem  manning  her  defences; 

What  is  the  mad  world  come  to? 
Sim.  To  its  senses. 

We've  thrown  away  the  scabbard  many  a  day, 

But  now  the  sword's  thrown  after  it — away. 
<  Mux.  I  think  these  new  arrangements  most  absurd ! 

<  >f  course  they're  all  among  the  vulgar  herd. 
Sim.      We  know  no  vulgar  herd — that  folly's  dead — 

We  honour  all  who  work  for  honest  bread. 

But  those  you  hear  are  gathering  to  a  scene 

Planned  by  a  prince — directed  hy  a  queen — 

Where  princes,  queens,  and  presidents  will  lead 

Their  peaceful  armies  to  a  fight  indeed ; 

Ti '  the  great  fight  where  hatred  and  distrust 

Shall  be  stiiick  down  and  trampled  in  the  dust. 
I  (din.  New-fangled  notions  !  they  won't  answer  long. 

Rely  on  this,  whatever's  new  is  wrong. 
Thor.  Peace  is  all  stuff,  and  man  was  made  to  fight, 

As  bulls  were  made  to  toss  and  dogs  to  bite. 
Bal.     [sleepily)  No,  I'm  for  peace,  I  am.     True  happiness 

Is  doing  nothing  (i/ovus)  and  thinking  less. 
Sim.      Three  old  opinions  which  I  hope  to  shake, 

If  you'll  but  condescend  a  trip  to  take. 

Odin,  my  jolly  bigot,  you'll  behold 

Many  new  things  much  better  than  the  old. 

Thor,  the  bold  type  of  violence,  shall  see 

That  reason  teaches  peace  and  unity : 

And  indolence,  in  Balder,  own,  with  shame, 
That  energy's  the  trump  in  all  life's  game. 

I'll  do  it — (not  to  keep  you  in  the  dark)  — 

At  the  Gnat  Exhibition  in  Hyde  Park; 

Where  I  invite  the  three.  To  pass  the  wickets — 
1  beg  to  offer  yon  three  season  tickets. 
Oin.v   You're  very  good,  but  no,  I  must  refuse, 
i  cannot  countenance  these  novel  views. 
Sim.     [gives  one  to  Fbeya)  The  sight  will  be  a  splendid  one  on 
May-day, 

And  <  Min's  ticket  will  admit  a  lady. 
Fre.     That's  settled— Odin  goes.     My  will,  as  you  know, 

[S  law. 
•  tors.  I  lenpeckery  !    Worse  than  cousin  Juno. 

Well,  if  l  must,  I  must.     In  what  disguise 
shall  1  conceal  the  god,  from  mortal  ey  »? 
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'S!*.     Don't  waste  a  miracle  or  work  a  spell — 

Tick  at  a  tailor's  answers  just  as  well. 

Or,  if  you  think  the  expedient  not  he'ow  you — 

Dress  seedily,  and  then  your  friends  iron  I  know  you 
Thob.   I  shall  go  down  in  hopes  there'll  he  a  riot. 

There  won't.     And  if  there  were,  you'd  best  he  quiet. 

For  the  Blue  Crushers  are  a  vigorous  race, 

And  you  might,  perhaps,  get  pepper  for  that  mace. 
iJAL.     Can  anyhociy  sleep  there  ? 
ftp  If  you  please. 

Koosf  with  the  sparrows  in  the  imprisoned  tree" 

I\o  doubt  some  visitors  will  close  their  peepers — 

There  is  a  railway,  so  there  must  be  sleepers. 
-  (esses.  Ain't  we  to  go?  (Spirit  shakes  I  '•  head) 

All  0  !  isn't  that  a  shame 

Nar.    Spirit,  you're  quite  unworthy  of  your  name; 

The  Spirit  of  the  Age,  I've  heard,  delights 

In  recognising  all  a  lady's  rights. 
Sri.      True,  she  has  rights,  but  she  has  also  duties — 

Who  wouldn't  fill  the  census  up,  my  beauties? 

But  come,  my  malice  is  exceedingly  small, 

Ladies,  I've  season  tickets  for  you  all. 

(Repeat  of  the  Opening  Cltorus;  as  it  ends  clouds  come '  d&wn  in 

front,  forming 


SCENE  II. 


Enter  Thoe. 

This  scene's  a  carpenters — it  won't  take  lon^. 
But  while  it  lasts,  I'll  just  attempt  a  song, 
Which  (in  accordance  With  the  rules  of  art) 
Has  not  the  least  connexion  with  my  part; 
But  will  allow  the  carpenters  behind 
To  set  next  scene,  as  when  I've  done,  you'll  find 

Song,  Thok,     Air,  "In  the  merfy  mm  '' 

In  the  merry  month  of  May 

Stranger  crowds  to  England  come, 
Marching,  all,  I'm  happy  to  say, 

To  better  tunes  than  the  sound  of  the  drum. 
A  few  old  women  whose  wits  are  lame. 

And  tetter  far  if  their  tongues  v.-crc  dumb) 
Alone  thought  fit  to  abuse  and  blame 
ihibition  to  which  all  come. 
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Flags  are  flying,  not  for  fight. 

And  greetings  leap  from  the  cannon's  bore, 
As  a  jolly  host,  with  friends  in  sight. 

Welcomes  them  all  with  a  cordial  roar. 

In  the  merry  month,  &c. 

Old  John  Bull  he  can  hold  his  own, 

Enemies  never  found  him  shy, 
But  he  wisely  hopes  that  in  peace  alone 

His  future  mettle  the  world  will  try. 

In  the  merry  month,  &c. 

Up  with  cups— may  the  best  man  win, 

To  borrow  a  line  in  Shakspeare  found, 
We'll  cup  us  while  the  world  goes  in, 

And  we'll  "  cup  us  while  the  world  goes  round.'' 
In  the  merry  month,  &c. 

Health  to  the  prince  whose  thought  designed, 

The  fairy  hall  for  the  great  world's  fair, 
And  health  to  all  who  may  feel  inclined, 
To  take  their  chance  of  a  fairing  there. 

In  the  merry  month,  &c. 

Exit  Thor.  i. 


SCENE  III.— Paut  of  t:ii:  Pa:;k. 

!.   Drop  View  of  the  Great  Exhibition  in  '.'■   dist  .    ■ 
visitors  walking  about,  who  gradually  clear  off. 

Eni      Freta,  Xarma,  and  S.vowtra,  in  morning  dresses,  l. 

!    ...      And  now.  my  dears,  thanks  to  the  spirit's  aid, 

We  have  found  out  the  plot  these — gods  have  laid, 
Who  would  have  thought  it? 

I  couldn't  have  believed  it, 
•     ii  artfulness.     One  could  not  have  conceived  it. 
Fre.     Disguised  as  men  they're  wandering  up  and  down, 
Taking  their  pleasure  everywhere  in  town, 
While  we  are  left  without  a  man  at  all 
1'"  hail  an  omnibus  or  hold  a  shawl. 
Ought  it  to  be  endured? 
X  \ .:.  It  Ought  not,  (rue. 

But  what  can  three  poor  helpless  women  do? 
A  helpless  woman  !    Word  or  aggravation — 
There  is  not  such  a  thing  in  all  creation. 
W(  '11  elves,  don't  fear  ! 

But  let's  take  care 
•re  to  them  than  they  will  hear. 
tr      I  understand  you.     Narina  i    I 
If,  nothing  that  sh 
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We're  married,  so  defy  our  lords. 
Nar.  Of  course. 

8no.      Yet  angry  lords  sue  sometimes  for  divorce. 
Fee.     No — while  that  luxury  costs  a  thousand  pounds, 

It  keeps  the  men's  vile  temper  within  hounds ! 
Nar.  We've  made  our  minds  up,  and  declare  for  war. 
Nab.    You,  Snowtra,  having  set  your  cap  at  Thor, 

Fear  to  offend  him,  female ;  vengeance  wreaking  ? 

Would  I — •Oh,  toould  I  show  myself  so  sneaking  i 
Sno.     The  phrase  is  vulgar,  and  the  charge  unjust. 

(bursts  into  tears) 
Nar.  (tauntingly)  Tears — -pretty  dear — she's  paid  to  lay  the  dust. 
Sno.     (tauntingly)  It's  natural  that  one  shouldn't  care  to  keep 

A  hushand  who  spends  all  his  time  in  sleep. 
Nar.    Oh,  is  it,  miss  ?  Your  knowledge  is  but  small, 

Better  a  sleepy  spouse  than  none  at  all. 
Pre.     You  silly  girls,  what  foolish  taunts  to  throw, 

Can't  you  unite  against  the  common  foe  ? 

Kiss,  and  he  friends,  my  dears. 
Nar.  Mamma,  you're  right, 

Snowtra,  I  did  not  mean  to  speak  in  spite. 
S.NO.    You're  pardoned,  dear,  I'd  add  a  kiss  unto  it, 

Were  there  one  envious  man  to  see  me  do  it. 
Fee.    Now  for  revenge  ! 

Enter  Spirit. 

Sim.  A  lady  spoke,  I'm  sure. 

Framing  a  plot  your  faithless  friends  to  cure  ? 

I'm  at  your  service. 
Fre.  But  may  we  rely 

Upon  your  truth,  and  that  you're  not  a  spy? 
Bpi.      Spy?  nonsense!  I'll  stand  by  you,  never  fear. 

Now  look  !  your  lords  will  presently  be  here. 

Each  is  in  costume,  and  they  trust  your  eyes, 

Though  you  should  meet,  won't  see  through  their  disguise. 

And  now  they're  from  connubial  bondage  free, 

They  mean  to  have  what  people  call  a  spree. 
Fre.     Thor's  single — Balder's  young, 
Nar.     (indignantly)  And  so's  his  wife. 

Fre.     But  as  for  Odin,  at  his  time  of  life — 

Talking  of  "  sprees,"  with  one  foot  in  the — gout, 

Excuse  the  coarseness,  but  I'll  serve  him  out. 
Spi.      In  other  days  the  remedy  was  easy, 

A  new  spouse,  if  the  old  one  didn't  please  ye. 

But  husbands  now  are  scarce,  the  prudent  way 

Is,  patch  up  what  you've  got,  as  best  you  may. 
Fre.     And  pray  what  special  sin  does  my  old  sinner 

Select— a  night  at  cards,  a  Blackwall  dinner  ? 
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Spi.      Why  no,  not  that,  his  money  and  digestion 

Are  safe,  but — 
Fre.  Ha!  sir,  yon  evade  my  question. 

Speak,  will  you? 
Si.      ><!>'uffly)  Would  it  give  you  pain  to  learn, 

His  taste  takes— quite— an — amatory  turn  ? 
Fre.     I'll — I'll— I'll — yes — no — I'll,  I'll — nevermind. 

(wallcs  ubout) 
Nai;.     (anxiouslyj  Dear  Balder  never  could  be  so  unkind. 
Spi.       If  anything  I  think  he's  rather  worse, 

Just  now  he  met  a  baby  and  its  muse. 
Nar,     (eagerly)  Yes,  he  likes  babies.  Well  ?  (aside)  I'm  all  on  pins, 
Spi.      He  chucked  the  child  under  its  various  chins 
Nar.     No  harm  in  that. 
Spi.  No,  and  declared  it  fairer 

Than  any  child  he'd  seen,  so  kissed  the  bearer. 
Nar.     He  did,  and  not  one  thunderbolt  descended 

To  punish  him — my  dream  of  life  is  ended. 

(walks  about) 
Sno.     I  hardly  like  after  these  tales  of  woe, 

To  ask  what  Thor  is  doing. 
Spi.  Thor,  don't  know. 

Fresh  from  the  new  "Symposium"  there,  I  met  him — 

Looking  at  some  one,  drinking  has  upset  him. 

'Twas  not  the  poor  god's  fault,  you  mustn't  blame  him, 

Though  used  to  "  Nectar,"  Soyer's  overcame  him. 

You'd  hardly  know  him,  reeling  through  the  streets, 

Winking  at  every  pretty  girl  he  meets. 
Sno.      Farewell,  good  manners,  since  his  love's  a  mockery, 

(ieese  have  been  cooked  erenow — I'll  study  cookery. 

(walks  about) 
Spi.      A  sporting  picture,  one  that  should  be  seen, 

In  Mr.  Ackerman's  Green  Magazine. 

Here  are  two  wives  both  coining  to  the  scratch, 

And  Snowtra  clearly  walking  for  a  match. 

Chorus,  Tirr.EE  Goddesses,  Air— "  A  Poor  Simple  Maiden  am  /." 
(sung  with  violent  gestures  of  anger) 

No  poor  simple  maiden  am  I, 
And  no  poor  simple  maiden  am  I, 

But  a  lady,  who  knows 

To  herself  what  she  owes, 
And  holds  up  her  head  wherever  she  goes. 

For  no  poor  simple  maiden  am  I. 

I  know  of  these  men  the  ways 

How  in  raking  they'd  spend  their  days, 

And  I  know  right  well 

That  their  love's  a  "sell," 
And  I'll  show  the  wretches  I  dare  rebel, 

For  no  poor  simple  maiden  am  I. 


16  THE    EXPOSITION. 

Sno.      Ah !  don't  you  hear  that  laughing.     They're  in  view. 

Goddesses.  Away!  away! 

Fiie.     (to  Spirit)  We've  settled  what  to  do. 

Exeunt  Goddesses  hastily,  l. 

Enter  Odin,  Thok,  and  Balder,  arm  in  arm,  laitgJring,  R. 

Odin.  Now,  boys,  we'll  separate  ;  each  one  take  his  way  ; 

Take  my  advice  too — he  discreetly  gay. 

Good  men  are  happy.     Knowledge  conies  fro.n  reading. 

Evil  communications  spoil  good  breeding. 

Prudence  commands  respect.     Delay  brings  danger. 

A  horse  eats  off  his  head  at  rack  and  manger. 

Bounty  ensures  esteem.     A  bird  in  hand 

Is  worth  two  birds  not  caught,  you  understand. 

Virtue's  a  sure  foundation,  build  upon  it 

(aside,  looking  off)  Hang  it,  I've  quite  lost  sight  of  that  pink 
bonnet !  Exit,  l. 

Thor.  (drunk)  These  earthly  wines  must  be  adulterated — 

I  almost  think  I  feel  ob — ob — fuscated. 
B  vi..    Whether  or  not  it's  parting  from  one's  wife, 

I  never  felt  so  brisk  in  all  my  life.  (sits  on  bem  h.  i .  • 

Spi.      Well,  gods,  how  are  you  ? 
Thor.  Gods,  sir !  what  d'ye  say  ? 

I'll  knock  your  head  off  if  you  talk  that  way. 

I  think  you're  drunk,  sir.     It's  an  awful  sign 

To  see  a  young  man  overcome  by  wine. 

Stand  still,  sir,  will  you  ?  or  I'll  lay  you  flat ; 

And  don't  keep  walking  round  and  round  like  that.  , 
Spi.      You  know  me,  Thor  ? 
.r:?M>:.  (fiercely)  No,  nor  don't  want  to  know  yen  ! 

Pray  tell  me  if  there's  anything  I  owe  you? 

Nothing?     I  thought  as  much.     Sir,  how  d'ye  dare 

To  stop  a  gentleman  ?     Stand  still,  sir — there ! 

If  there's  one  sight  more  horrid  than  another, 

That  sight's  a  drunkard.     Make  a  point  to  smother 

Your  passion  for  the  bottle — cure  such  cravings — 

Study  George  Cruickshank's  excellent  engravings. 

The  world  turns  round — 
:->;•!  More  proof  of  your  discerning  ; 

The  Polytechnic  people  show  it  turning. 

Thor,  you  must  know  me. 
'Thor.  (becomes  maudlin)  Oh,  my  heart  will  burst ! 

My  boy,  I  knew  you  from  the  very  first. 

I  love  you — 'pon  my  soul,  my  boy,  I  do. 

You  don't  believe  it,  but  I  swear  it's  true. 

We  should  all  love  each  other — what  a  place 

The  world  would  be  if  that  could  be  the  case — 

Loving  each  other  like  the  innocent  lambs 

Sporting  about  beside  their  blessed  dams. 

Yes,  I  said  dams,  sir!     I  don't  care  a  jot. 

(  tierecly)  Do  you  believe  I  love  you,  sir,  or  not 
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Toll  me  the  truth,  sir,  without  fear  or  dread, 
And  if  you  say  you  don't,  I'll  break  your  head. 
>r:.      A  lady  wants  to  see  you. 
Phor.  [laughing  cunningly)  Oh,  no  doubt. 

You  sly  young  dog,  take  care  what  you're  about. 
A  lady— well,  it  would  not  be  a  crime,  {cone  U        ) 

There's  many  a  lady's  liked  me  in  her  time  : 
This  leg's  not  bad— this  waist's  not  very  thick — 
But,  manner  traps  them — manner  does  the  trick. 
Copy  my  manner  and  you'll  win  the  day. 
Where  is  the  lady,  you  young  rascal,  eh  ? 
Coming.     On  yonder  bench  take  up  your  station- 
Spare  tier  the  pain  of  the  first  declaration. 
Bless  her,  I  will.     I'll  tell  her  that  I  see 
No  wonder  in  her  madly  loving  me. 
One  should  be  delicate,  discreet,  and  civil — - 
These  benches  are  as  slippery  as  the  devil. 

(goes  to  bench,  r..,  and  is  soon  a 
Sim.      (to  Balder)  What  are  you  doing,  Balder? 
[;. : :..  Why,  sir.  waiting 

To  gain  an  object  very  captivating. 
I  want  a  place  where  I  can  take  my  seat, 
Free  from  all  bustle,  trouble,  noise,  and  heat, 
Be  just  amused  with  what  goes  on  around  one, 
But  without  sharing  in  it,  and  I've  found  one — " 
The  man's  to  meet  me  here  about  it,  soon. 
Spi.      Pray  may  I  ask  what  man? 

;.jA!j.  The  Man  in  the  Moon. 

Spi.      1  see,  but  if  I  read  your  riddle  right, 

That  House  won't  answer  your  description  quite. 
Sonic  years  ago  your  bargain  had  been  fair, 
Hut  they're  beginning  now  to  know  me  there, 
And  where  the  Spirit  of  the  Age  is  seen 
The  idle  men  are  few  and  far  between. 
Do  you  see  von  monster  building? 

(Houses  of  Fa/rliameni  in  >!■•  distance) 
l',.u  .  It  appears 

Unfinished. 

Aye,  and  will  be  so  for  years. 
That's  where  you  want  to  go. 
]•  VL  And  how  get  in  ? 

Sii.      Some  men  do  that  by  brass,  and  some  by  tin  ; 

The  first  requires  hard  work,  the  next  hard  cash— 
The  latter  is  your  plan — but  don't  be  rash. 
Polks  may  get  in  with  tickets  made  of  gold, 
But  if  the  ticket's  cancelled,  folks  are  sold. 
Bal.     Yes.  but  I'm  told  that  there  are  ways— 
s;,.,  There  arc — 

Direct  to  Newgate,  from  the  Commons'  bar. 
Whether  with  crowded  sail  a  slaver  runs 

'  from  an  English  cruiser's  shattering  guns 
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Or  home-bred  knavery  meaner  man-traps  tries- 
Kidnapping's  awkward  work  in  English  eyes. 
But  I've  a  notion  (aside)  yes,  I  think  'twill  do— 
The  rising  moon  gets  a  rise  OHit  of  you._  _  Exit,  u  . 

R,\r..     There's  no  repose  about  that  restless  spirit, 
Vires  eundo,  as  they  say,  acquirit. 

Enter  Odin,,  l. 
i  >;>in.  I  can't  meet  that  pink  bonnet,  high  or  low, 
It's  owner's  a  coquette  to  treat  me  so. 

Enter  a  large  Party  of  both  sexes,  with  tickets;  in  eoatames. 
of  all  ranks  and  nations;  some  of  the  men  with  moustaches,, 
others  with  Oriented  caps;  a  Workman  with  a  brown  paper 
cap;  one  in  a  blue  blouse;  they  are  led  on  by  the.  Spirit  ois 
the  Age  ;  Thor  comes  up. 

Chorus  fas  they  come  onj,  1st  verse  of  Thor's  song. 

In  the  merry  month  of  May 

Stranger  crowds  to  England  come  ; 

Marching  all,  we're  happy  to  say 

To  better  tunes  than  the  sound  of  the  dr  mm. 

Odin.  Misguided  creatures,  whither  do  ye  stray  ? 
Spi.      To  yonder  palace,  and  I  lead  the  way. 

Come  with  us. 
Odin.  1 !  The  company  I  see 

Is — vou'll  excuse  me — far  too  mixed  for  me. 
Spi.       Yet  "it's  the  "  Prince's  Mixture."  _  Your  rebuff* 

Shows  you  by  no  means  up  to  social  snuff'. 
I  Id  in.  (moodily)  The  good  old  days!  ^    , 

Sit.  A  phrase,  with  nothing  in  it — 

Surely  the  world  gets  older  every  minute ; 

Wiser  and  happier 

Odin.  No,  the  thought  is  sad; 

These  are  bad  times. 
Spi.  The  best  we've  ever  had. 

Ask  yonder  workman. 
Qixnr.  .  Come,  friend,  tell  me  true, 

How  do  these  boasted  times  agree  with  you  ? 

How  go  the  things  the  labourer  wants  to  buy  ? 
Work.  Sir,  we've  cheap  food — and  know  the  reason  why. 
< )din.  The  country's  ruined — they'll  soon  feel  it,  won't  they? 
Spi.      The  Excise  and  Customs  look  like  ruin,  don't  they  ? 

John  Bull  likes  grumbling,  but  his  ledger  mends  it, 

Shewing  he  makes  no  end  of  cash — and  spends  it. 
<  >i>nt.  That's  a  French  rival  I  see  standing  there  ! 
Work.  Sir,  he's  my  friend  and  brother. 
Fkrnchmah.  C'est  mon  rYere. 

(they  shake  hands) 
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Work.  Yonder's  a  watch  we  wish  that  you  should  see: 

He  chased  the  case,  the  works  were  made  by  me. 
Thor.  Ha  !  a  French  watch  with  English  works,  old  cock. 

Will  quickly  show  all  Europe  what's  o'clock. 
Spi.       Friends  from  all  corners  of  the  earth  have  come, 

Our  cousin  Germans  are  of  course  at  home. 

Our  great  glass  beehive  ample  cells  supplies, 

Alike  for  Attic  bees  and  Spanish  flies. 

We've  Sandwich  Islanders  and  sous  of  Ham, 

And  what's  three  thousand  miles  to  uncle  Sam  ? 

His  seven-leagued  boots  cleared  at  a  uine-day's  leap. 

The  ditch  we  used  to  call  the  Atlantic  deep. 

The  more  the  merrier.    England's  flag  unfurled, 

Welcomes  the  friendly  flags  of  all  the  world. 

Come  with  us  to  the  palace. 
Odix.  *  It's  outrageous, 

But  sociality  must  be  contagious. 

{they  go  off  singing  the  verse  of  Thok's  song  xcith  which  they    came 
on;  leaving  hat*,  handkerchiefs,  &c. 

Hal.     (rises  from  bench)  That  row's  detestable.     I'd  make  it  deal 
For  any  snob  to  speak  above  his  breath. 

Enter  Snowtra,  veiled,  she  comes  vp  to  him. 

iso.     ( ronfidcittitdhfi  You  are  expecting  someone.     I  am  here, 

Instead  of  that  same  person — 
Bal.  Well,  my  deal- 

s'©.      Business  is  business. 
Hal.  Is  it?  I  don't  doubt  it. 

It's  deuced  little  that  I  know  about  it. 
Sxo.     You  want  a  seat  in — hush  !  you  know  the  figure. 
Bal.     If  so,  I'm  an  unmitigated  nigger. 

Ma'am,  1  know  nothing. 
S.v.  Cautious!  well,  that's  right,  (holds    up  three  jing 

Hal.     Three  fingers — yes,  ma'am,  they  seem  very  white. 

Two  Policemen  and  Spirit  come  on  and  watch, 

8«to.     Three  thousand.     Doyoittake? 

Bal.  NorIdonot. 

Bho.      I  said  three  thousand. 

Hal.  But  three  thousand  what? 

Smi.       Lodged  at  the  banker's — sovereigns  are  tlie  best— 

That's  all   you  know,   your  friends  will  do  the  rest 

If  they're  so  naughty  as  to  bribe  or  treat, 

Yon  didn't  do  it,  so  you'll  keep  your  seat. 
Hal.     Still  I  don't  think  I  understand  you  well, 

What  do  you  bring  to  market  ? 
Sko      (with  <  ri/of  jishiroman)  Votes  to  sell. 
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Song,  Sxowtra,  Air,  "  I'm  afloat,  I'm  afloat." 

I've  a  vote,  I've  a  vote,  and  your  price  shall  decide, 
Whether  you  or  your  rival,  the  nation  shall  guide. 
I've  a  conscience  elastic,  from  prejudice  free, 
I've  a  vote,  I've  a  vote,  so  fork  over  to  me. 
I  heed  not  the  oath,  and  I  dread  not  the  law, 
No  fear  of  a  check,  while  a  cheque  you  can  draw. 
I'm  a  patriot  waiting  a  patriot's  fee, 
I've  a  vote,  I've  a  vote,  so  fork  over  to  me. 

Bal.     I  thought  that  ladies  had  no  votes,  ma'am. 
Sno.  Pity! 

They  sell  'em  somehow — ask  the  last  cominitte. 
Bal.  •  I  see-^-  (he  pays  her  some  sovereigns) 

1  Off.  And  so  do  I.  ■       (they  sei-.e  him;  she  runs  off) 

2  Off.  A  thorough  rascal. 

1  Off.  Thorough. 

Conspiring  to  hribe  some  virtuous  borough ; 

Off  with  him. 
•2  Off.  To  the  treadmill  for  a  century. 

"  M.  P."  indeed — yes — Millhank  Penitentiary. 

{they  dray  hi m  <ff.   i'.)- 

Spi.      Corruption's  jacket's  better  for  such  dustings — 
We'll  have  no  golden  stairs  to  English  hustings. 
I'll  bail  him  out,  though.  Exit,  it. 

Enter  Thor,  making  love  to  Nakma,  veiled. 

Thor.  Come,  my  dearest  creatine, 

Remove  that  veil  and  show  each  lovely  feature. 

Nae.     (affectedly)  You  men  are  all  so  false. 

Thor.  Don't  say  a!!,  pray. 

Nak.     You  know  you  don't  mean  half  the  things  you  say. 

Thor.  All,  and  much  more.     I  love  you  to  distraction — 
I'll  swear  it,  if  that's  any  satisfaction. 

Nar.     (aside)  It  would  be  if  my  Balder  only  heard — 

{he  tries  to  tale  her  hand) 
I  won't  allow  it — don't  be  so  absurd. 
Why,  you're  a  stranger  to  me,  and  you  know 
We  girls  can't  be  too  prudent. 

Thor.  Can't  you,  though  ? 

I'm  glad  of  that.     My  love,  my  name  is — a — Brown — 
I'm  Captain  in  the  Guards — well  known  on  town  ; 
I'm  rich,  my  drag  and  horses  are  the  thing, 
My  cab's  about  the  neatest  in  the  ring, 
As  you  shall  say.     We'll  go  and  buy  a  dress, 
Or  bracelet,  just  my  passion  to  express, 
And  then  I'll  drive  you  down  the  road  to  dine — 
Richmond — or  Kew — or  Greenwich — choose  your  lino — 


THE     EXPOSITION.  21 

Relieve  me  I  adore  you,  and  I'm  yours 

For  life  (aside)  which  means  but  while  the  whim  endures. 
Nab.     (aside)  Such  baits  may  do  for  milliners,  dear  Thor — 

I'm  not  the  sort  of  thing  you  take  me  for. 
Th<  ::.  I  take  you  for  an  angel,  both  in  face 

And  feelings — so,  permit  me  one  embrace. 

Balder  is  brought  on  hy  Spirit. 
B.4X,     My  wife,  my  wife — the  unfraternal  buffer. 

(gives  Thor  a  tremendous  slap  in  th(  i 
Sir,  that  is  conduct  which  I  will  not  not  suffer. 
Thor.  Ha  !  a  vile  blow.  (tucks  up  Ids  sleeves) 

Look  out — my  first  one,  two 
Will  certainly  be  one  too  much  for  you.     (Jails  into  attitude) 

Bal.  (tucks  ttp  his  sleeves)  I'm  no  great  dab  at  fists  or  the  cold  iron. 

But  now  you've  roused  the  Scandinavian  lion. 

(tJtey  spar  a  litth  ) 
Sri.      You  foolish  lads,  remember  where  you  are — 

We're  much  too  near  that  Crystal  for  a  spar. 
Thor.  No,  'twill  remind  this  inconsiderate  elf 

Ke  made  an  exhibition  of  himself. 

Come  on.     (they  scuffle) 

Eater  Freya,  beating  on  Odix  with  her  bonm  r 

S  )r  sir.  I'll  teach  you  morals. 
Odin.  Freya,  stop — 

What  have  I  done  to  merit  such  a  whop  ? 
Fee.     He  tried  to  kiss  me. 
<  'nix.  Well,  upon  my  life 

It's  something  when  a  man  mayn't  kiss  his  wife. 
Fee.     Ha  !  monster,  but  you  didn't  think  'twas  me 

That  you  were  making  love  to. 
Odin.  "That  may  be. 

Fee.     (bitterly)  He  put  his  arm  so  fondly  round  my  waist 

And  whispered — 
Odin.  Yes,  small  credit  to  my  taste. 

But  I  will  be  revenged,  you  brute,  I  will.  (flies  at  him ) 

■  Baldee)  Come  on,  1  say? 

Snowtea  ruslies  in  and  throws  her  arms  round  Bai 

No,  you  shan't  treat  him  ill. 
N  is.   What's  that  ?     Her  arms  about  my  husband's  neck. 

(throws  off  veil) 
Thor,  What,  Narma — here's  an  unexpected  check — 

Almost  checkmate. 
Nab.  No,  there's  my  mate,  (to  Snowtea]  I 

How  dare  you  touch  my  husband,  come  away  ! 
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Sno.      How  dare  you  flirt  with  him,  that's  pretty,  truly. 
-Married  too  ! — Take  your  poppy. 

(pushes  Balder  to  her) 

\  \  a.  Take  your  bully. 

(pushes  Thor  to  Ju  r] 

[they  all  use  violent  gestures  to  each  other) 
i.   ekybodt  at  once.  I'll  tell  you  what  it  is — it  seems  to  me, 
You're  all  no  better  than  you  ought  to  be, 

-i'        This  state  of  things  admits  of  one  solution, 

Earth's  air  don't  suit  a  heavenly  constitution. 
Take  my  advice,  take  too  the  earliest  train, 
And  get  to  Scandinavia  back  again. 
Do  penance  there,  like  hermits,  saints,  or  dermises, 
Until  some  other  author  wants  your  services. 
I'll  make  it  easy  for  you.     Clouds,  descend, 
And  with  a  chorus  let  our  trifle  end. 

clouds  come  down  as  Spirit  speaks,  and  the  Orchestra  plays, 
"  We  fly  by  Night ;"  suddenly  clouds  rise  emd  discover  the  Gods, 
a*  in  SCENE  I.;  coloured  fire) 

Chorus — "Long  live  the  King,  Gustavus  III.'' 

Home,  all  home,  in  our  halls  again 

We'll  sing  with  all  o«r  might  and  main 
The  old,  but  well  remembered  strain, 
"  No  place  like  home  !" 

But  strangers  on  our  coasts 

Will  meet  a  welcome  here ; 
They'll  find  us  cordial  hosts, 

They'll  leave  us  friends  sincere. 
Home,  all  home,  in  our  halls  again, 
We'll  hope  the  public  won't  disdain 
Our  new-found  home. 


Curtain. 
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SCENE  —  representing  various    illustrations   of   the  life  of 
Shakspebe. 


Enter  the  Ghost  of  Shakspebe,  followed  ly  the  Poptjiab 
Comedian,  l.     The  Ghost  paces  round  the  stage. 


Com.      Wliitlier  wilt  thou  lead  me  ? 
Speak — I'll  go  no  farther. 

Ghost.    Mark  me ! 

Com.  I  will. 

Ghost.    I  am  old  Shakspere's  spirit, 

Doom'd  for  a  certain  term  to  walk  the  earth, 
And  on  the  stage  draw  tolerable  houses, — 
Till,  by  the  taste  of  a  discerning  age, 
For  monster  drums  and  Ethiopian  bards 
Driven  to  make  a  way ; — but  that  I  am  forbid 
To  charm  the  public  is  not  what  has  caus'd 
My  troubled  spirit  to  revisit  earth  : 
I  can  a  tale  unfold  of  recent  wrongs, 
Whose  lightest  word  would  harrow  up  a  bouI 
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Of  gutta  percha  toughness — freeze  thy  blood — 

Make  thy  two  eyes  like  cabs  start  from  their  stands — 

And  each  particular  orb  to  roll  and  stretch 

Like  pictures  of  the  fretful  hippopotamus 

At  the  Zoological !     List !  list !  oh,  list ! 

If  ee'r  thou  didst  old  Sti-atford  William  love — 

Com.       Good  gracious ! 

Ghost.    Revenge  his  foul  and  most  unnatural  murder. 

Com.      Murder ! 

Ghost.    Murder  most  foul  I've  been  accustom'd  to — 
And  in  the  ordinary  way  don't  mind  it — 
But  this  most  foul,  strange,  and  unnatural — 

Com.       Haste  me  to  know  it,  that  I, 

With  wings  as  swift  as  carrier-pigeon  on  the  Derby 

Day, 
May  sweep  to  my  revenge. 

Ghost.  I  find  thee  apt ; — 

And  duller  shouldst  thou  be  than  the  dead  cats 
That  rot  in  countless  shoals  on  Thames's  banks, 
Didst   thou  not   stir  in  this  ?  —  You've    seen   my 
"Tempest  ?" 

Com.  Some  time  ago. 

Ghost.   Ah — well — 'twas  given  out — that — (pardon  me, 

A  ghost  must  have  his  feelings) — rumour  reached  me, 
That  the  whole  ear  of  London 
Was  by  a  forged  process  of  my  "Tempest" 
Eankly  abus'd— and  know,  thou  noble  youth — 
With  serpents  and  trombones  disguised,  my  piece 
Now  scares  the  town. 

Com.      Oh,  my  prophetic  soul !  the  Opera ! 

Ghost.  Aye — that  most  queer  and  het'rogeneous  dish, — 
With  witchcraft  and  old  fairy  tales  dress' d  up, — 
(Singular  taste  I  that  could  on  Shakspere  graft 
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Old  "  Mother  Bunch")  bringing  to  «  Tom  Thumb's" 

level 
The  plot  of  my  most  seeming  perfect  play. 
Oh  gracious  !  what  a  dreadful  sight  was  there 
For  me,  or  any  other  anxious  parent ! 
My  tricksy  Ariel  in  a  ballet  skirt — 
The  fairy  of  a  Christmas  pantomime ! 
My  Caliban — a  melodrama  villain — 
Bearing  Miranda  off — (stol'n  incident 
From  Grindoff  in  the  "  Miller  and  his  Men !") 
And  then  resorting  to  an  ancient  scheme 
From  "  Harlequin  and  the  Three  "Wishes"  borrowed. 
Oh  horrible! — oh  horrible  ! — most  horrible! — 
If  thou  hast  nature  in  thee,  bear  it  not — 
Do  something,  please — I'm  not  particular  what — 
But  soft — an  odour  wafts  along  the  wall— 
Methinks  I  scent  an  early  breakfast  stall — 
I  must  get  home — I'm  not  allow'd  a  key — 
Adieu ! — adieu ! — adieu  ! — remember  me ! 

Exit  I. 
Com.      Remember  thee ! — Aye,  thou  poor  Ghost !  ee'n  while 
Memory  holds  seat  'neath  this  distracted  tile, 
I  will  avenge  thee  for  this  outrage  vile, 
But  how?— stop!— yes, — "The  Enchanted  Isle." 
Beat  them  on   their  own  ground,—  the  play's  the 

thing. 
We'll  out-burlesque  them !— Ho !  there!  Prompter, 

ring! 

Exit  l. 
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DRAMATIS     PERSONA, 


First  Performed  at  the  Adelphi  Theatre,  Monday,  Nov.  20,  1848. 


ADELPHI. 
ALONZO,  {one  of  the  numerous") 
instances  now-a-days  of  a  Monarch  i.  Mr.  P.  Bedford. 
all  abroad  aud  quite  at  sea.)  .  \ 

FERDINAND,  (his  son,  a  fast}  MJss  WooLGAR. 
man,  thrown  loose  upon  the  waves.)  ) 

GONZALO,   {a   Minister  in  a~) 
queer  State,  with  many  hankerings  >  Mr.  Waye. 
after  the  Home  Department.)         .  j 

PROSPERO,  {a  Wizard  of 'the -\ 
North, South, East, andWtst  Winds,  r 
an  exiled  Monarch,  who,  in  his  ad-  >  Mr,  O.  Smith, 
verses  of  fortune,  is   blessed  with  \ 
excellent  spirits.)    .        .        .        • "' 

J"FEh  {m  Maf,Pa^  from\  Mad.  Celeste. 

Shakspere's  Magic  I  olume.)  .  ) 

CALIBAN,  {a  smart,  active  lad,\ 
wanted  [by  Prospero]  to  make  him-  I 
self  generally  useful,  but  by  no  \ 
means  inclined  to  do  so — an  Heredi-  ^Mr.  MUNYARD, 
tary  Bondsman,  who,  in  his  deter-  I 
mination  to  be  free,  takes  the  mostj 
tearful  liberties.)    .... 

MIRANDA,  {the  original  Miss~\ 
Robinson    Crusoe — Prospero's  pet  C  Miss  M.  Taylor. 
and  Ferdinand's  passion.)      .        .) 

COURTIERS,  {without  a  Court\ 
to  shelter  in.)  .        .        .        . ) 

LORDS,  {doomed  to  short  Com-  \ 
mons.) ) 


FOREIGN      PROPAGANDISTS. 


HAY-MARKET. 
Mr.  James  Bland. 

Mrs.  Fitzwilliam. 

Mr.  Rogers. 

Mr.  Charles  Selby. 


Miss  P.  Horton. 


Mr.  Buckstone. 


Mrs.L. S.  Buckingham 


EASA    DI     BACCASTOPPA,-) 

{Captain  of  the    "Naples  Direct"  / 

Steamer,  first  seen  on  the  paddle-  r  Mr.  C.  J.  Smith. 

box,  but  subsequently  discovered  in  \ 

the  wrong  box.)       .... 

SMUTTIFACIO,  {a  Neapolitan^ 
Stoker,  very  badly  off  in  the  com-  >  Mr.  Sanders. 
modify  of  Naples  soap.)         .        . ) 


Mr.  Caulfield. 


Mr.  Clark. 


COSTTTME. 


FAIRIES, 


Whom,  in  consequence  of  the  disturbed  slate  of  the  times,  it  has 
been  found  necessary  to  swear  in  as  Special  Constables,  whose 
names  are  neither  here  nor  there,  but  who  will  be  found  here,  there, 
and  everywhere. 


COSTUME 

ALONZO — Brown  pilot  coat,  blue  pantaloons,  crimson  straps 
trimmed  with  gold,  russet  boots,  pink  spotted  neck  handker- 
chief, with  crown. 

FERDINAND — Blue  jacket  trimmed  with  gold,  pink  striped 
shirt,  white  skirt,  trimmed  ditto,  red  pantaloons,  red  sash, 
gold  fringe,  straw  hat,  bound  with  blue,  ditto  band,  blue 
Joinville,  black  shoes,  crimson  puffs,  sword  and  star. 

GONZALO — Lavender-colored  shape,  trimmed  with  silver,  blue 
and  white  striped  hose,  white  cravat,  modern  hat,  russet  shoes. 

PROSPERO — Black  velvet  gown,  vest,  pantaloons,  shoes,  college 
cap,  with  gold  tassel  and  scarlet  girdle ;  change  to  crimson 
velvet  gown,  trimmed  with  magic  figures. 

CALIBAN — Short  white  pinafore,  white  frill,  green  patched 
trousers,  blue  striped  hose,  laced  black  boots. 

EASADI  BACCASTOPPA— Blue  pilot  coat,  blue  striped  shirt, 
petticoat  trousers,  blue  border,  red  pantaloons,  russet  boots, 
blue  and  white  spotted  cravat,  and  sou'-wester. 

SMUTTIFACIO — Canvass  jacket,  blue  striped  shirt,  petticoat 
trousers,  red  pantaloons,  highlow  shoes,  black  glazed  cap. 

LORDS. 

1st — Buff  velvet  wrapper,  blue  cravat,  under  dress  scarlet  and 
white  shape,  trimmed  with  silver,  black  hat,  colored  plume, 
black  shoes,  crimson  puffs. 

2nd — Purple  velvet  tunic,  trimmed  with  gold,  black  breeches, 
white  silk  hose,  shoes  and  buckles,  large  police  cape,  black  velvet 
hat,  colored  plume. 

3rd — Crimson  Newmarket  coat,  with  blue  sleeves,  trimmed  with 
ermine  and  gold,  blue  pantaloons,  gold  stripe,  black  boots, 
with  ermine  tops,  white  cravat,  modern  hat,  colored  plume. 

4th — Black  coat  and  breeches,  scarlet  straps,  trimmed  with  gold 
over  russet  boots  and  flesh  hose,  silver  helmet,  horse  hair  red 
tail,  blue  silk  stock,  long  buff  sword  belt,  large  buckle. 

th — Scarlet  regimental  coat,  trimmed  with  gold,  blue  full 
breeches,  amber  straps,  trimmed  with  silver,  flesh  hose,  Albert 
hat,  russet  boots. 
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6th— Violet  colored  velvet  jacket,  trimmed  with  gold,  white  satin 
puffs,  black  velvet  cloak,  trimmed  with  gold,  scarlet  plaid 
trousers,  buff  hat,   scarlet  band,  colored  plume,  modern  boots. 

SOLDIERS— Scarlet  coats,  breast-plates  over  buffskirts,  with  red 
border,  flesh  hose,  black  sandals,  and  Albert  hat. 

MIRANDA— Blue  satin  dress,  trimmed  with  silver,  straw  hat, 
black  silk  mantle,  pink  parasol. 

ARIEL — White  gauze  petticoat,    green  velvet  jacket,  with  gilt 

buttons,  page's  black  hat. 
FAIRIES — White    net  dresses,  blue  gauze   aprons   and  braces, 

trimmed  with  silver,  caps  trimmed  with  blue  and  silver. 


Time  of  Representation,  One  Hour  and  Ttrirty  Minutes. 


EXPLANATION  OP  THE  STAGE   DIRECTIONS. 

L.  means  first  entrance,  left.  R.  first  entrance,  risht.  S.E.L.  second 
entrance,  left.  S.E.R.  second  entrance,  right.  U.  E.  L.  unper  en- 
trance, left.  U.E  R.  upper  entrance,  right.  C.  Centre  L.C.  left  centre. 
R.C.  right  centre.  T.E.L.  third  entrance,  left.  T.E.R  third  entrance, 
right.    Observing,  you  are  supposed  to  face  the  audience. 


THE    ENCHANTED    ISLE. 


Scene  I. — A  romantic  Dell  in  the  Island. —  An  assemblage 
of  Fairies  with  staves  in  their  hands,  and  bits  of  ribbons  round 
their  arms,  a  la  Special  Constables. 

CHORUS. 

Tune — *'  The  King  of  the  Cannibal  Islands." 

In  blithe  attendance  here  we  wait 
Upon  our  mighty  Lord  so  great, 
That  most  illustrious  potentate, 

The  King  of  the  Magical  Island. 
At  his  command  we  take  up  sticks, 
And  thus  in  martial  phalanx  fix, 
Prepared  to  play  all  sorts  of  tricks — 
As  vulgar  people  say — like  bricks ! 
No  matter  how  soon  our  tasks  begin, 
Though  we  don't  know  why  we've  been  sworn  in ; 
But  what's  the  odds  if  the  thanks  we  win 
Of  the  King  of  the  Magical  Island  ? 

[Dance   to  the  music  of  chorus,  the  Fairies  knocking 
their  stares  together. 

1st  F.       I  wonder  now  what  this  is  all  about ; 

They've  sworn  us  in,  and  also  called  us  out; 
But  what's  it  for?     Can  any  one  explain 
Why  we  have  ihus  been  put  in  special  train? 
2nd  F.       I  can't  for  one — to  me  'tis  most  mysterious ; 

This  strt/Tappointment,  though,  looks  rather  serious. 
It  scarcely  suits  my  notions  of  propriety, 
Being  a  member  of  the  Peace  Society. 
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3rd  F.       Nor  mine.     1  rather  fear  our  destined  course 
Is  not  consistent  with  a  moral  force 
Like  ours — 
■ith  F.  Have  a  little  patience,  pray. 

Just  wait  till  Ariel  comes,  when,  I  dare  say, 
He'll  tell  us  everything.  (Music.     Ariel  appears.) 

Well,  that  is  rum  ; 
Talk  of  the — you  know  who — he's  sure  to  come. 

[Fairies  flock  round  Ariel. 
1st  F.      Well,  Ariel.     What's  the  row? 
2nd  F.  Ah !  what's  the  matter  ? 

3rd  F.      What's  up  ? 
Uh  F.  What's  happened  ? 

Ari.  Cease  this  dreadful  clatter. 

Silence,  I  say — attention  !     (All  drop  their  staves.) 

Stand  at  ease  ? 
I  can't  have  "cries  to  question"  such  as  these. 
Attend  to  me ! 
Fairies.  Order!  Hear,  hear!  Bravo. 

Ari.       Can't  you  be  quiet?     Listen  now,  and  know 

Your  duties  for  the  day. — You'll  find  them  various. 
You'll  have  to  deal  with  schemes  the  most  nefarious- 
Tasks  the  most  arduous  too — but  never  mind  ; 
Your  first  job's  this — you'll  have  to  raise  the  wind. 
1st  F.      And  that's  no  easy  job  to  do,  at  any  rate. 

How  shall  we  do  it  ?  Add  an  eighteen-penny  rate 
Unto  the  taxes  ? 
jri.  Silence  !  you  this  day 

Must  rule  the  weather— make  the  gulf  o-bey ; 
Make  the  white  surf  your  slave ;  seize  on  the  seas— 
1st  F.      To  keep  the  peace  ? 

Ari.  No  ;  to  kick  up  a  breeze. 

Blow  up  the  winds  ;  let  not  a  breath  be  idle ; 
Hurry  the  hurricane :  the  rain  unbridle ; 
Let  all  the  light  be  shut  off  from  the  main, 
And  o'er  the  ocean  let  commotion  reign. 
Each  ship  to  miss  its  proper  sailing  cause, 
And  so  repeal  all  Navigation  Laws. 
With  waves  and  waverings  assail  all  sailors, 
And  play  the  what's-his-name  among  the  tailors. 
2nd  F.     But  what's  it  for  that  restlessly  we  wrestle 

With  storms  and  tempests  ? 
Ari.  Just  to  sink  a  vessel  ; 

That's  all— some  friends  our  master  does  expect, 
Whose  ship  must  sink,  that  they  may  come  di-rect. 
But  now  be  off — you  know  your  first  task, — mind, 
Use  all  your  skill — there's  much  more  left  behind. 


THE    ENCHANTED    ISLE.  7 

None  must  be  free  from  work  till  this  is  ended — 
"The  free  list  is  entirely  suspended!" 

Come  now,  away  !  come  storms,  come  shipwrecks,  leaks  ! 

Come,  Boreas,  come  !  Blow  winds  and  crack  your  cheeks  ! 

[Exeunt.     Stage  becomes  gradually  dark.     Thunder 
lightning,  rain,  wind,  8fC. 


Scene  II. — Deck  of  the  "  Naples  Direct"  Steam-boat,  Funnel 
in  c,  Paddle-boxes  r.  &  i..,  with  practicable  gallery  from 
one  to  the  other.  Stage  enclosed  by  sides  of  the  boat,  meeting 
at  the  back,  like  the  bcws  of  an  ordinary  steam-boat,  but  gilt 
and  ornamented.  Smoke  from  funnel — Stage  dark,  thunder, 
lightning,  §'c.  Alonzo,  Ferdinand,  Gonzalo,  Lords, 
Courtiers,  4"c-  disposed  about  the  sta»e,  sea-sick,  with 
their  heads  tied  up;  luggage,  carpet-bags,  £(c.  Easa  di 
Baccastoppa  walking  about  on  the  paddle-boxes.     Smut- 

TIFACIO,   8fC. 

SONG. — Ferdinand  and   Chorus. 

Tune — "  My  Skiff  is  on  de  Shore." 

We  are  going — we  are  going;  but  where,  is  more  than  I  know; 
Down  to  Davy  Jones,  I'll  bet  half  my  rhino; 
Wiser  folks  by  far  than  we  are  they 
Who  on  shore  securely  stay. 

CHORUS. 

Sung  by  all  the  passengers  lugubriously,  without  rising. 

Oh  !  oh  !   oh  !  oh  !   oh  !  &c. 
The  sea's  a  horrid  bore,  and  don't  suit  me; 
Once  again  on  shore,  a  fixture  I'll  be ; 
For,  as  we  paddle  on,  we're  never  free 
From  the  keenest  misery. 

(Fer.  toAl.)  Here's  pleasure,  here's  amusement,  here's  diversion; 

This  is  your  Royal  Maritime  Excursion — 

A  precious  treat !  Fun  for  some  sea-side  gapers ; 

And  woodcuts  for  the  illustrated  papers. 
Alo.  Ungrateful  boy  1    for  you  we've  laid  this  plan  ; 

You  know  you  called  yourself  a  yachting  man. 

You've  often  Lragged  that  half  your  time  was  passed 

Upon  the  sea 

Fer.  Of  course,  it  sounds  so  fast ; 

But  wTere  you  green  enough  to  think  I  meant  it? 

My  time,  indeed  !   more  sensibly  I've  spent  it. 
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Alo.  Presumptive  heir !   was  it  for  us  to  tell 
That  all  your  talked-of  sailing  was  a  sell  ? 
Your  conduct,  sir,  a  most  deceptive  sort  1  call ; 
We  thought  your  tastes  were  eminently  nautical. 
At  first  you  strutted,  joked,  and  chaffed  the  crew, 
Drank  grog,  and  smoked  cigars — now,  we  smoke  you. 

[Wind. 

But  hark  at  B  reas !   would  that  we  were  sailing 

Beyond  the  pale  of  his  rude  blustering  railing  I 

It's  most  extravagant,  with  Neptune's  means, 

His  playing  pitch  and  toss  with  sovereigns.  [Wind. 

Blow  me  !  here's  weather  (Lightning)  Blazes  !  there  again  ! 

Had  ever  monarch  such  a  wretched  [raiii]  ? 

Gonzalo,  trapping  himself  up.) 

All  hail,  great  King  !  that  any  one  can  tell. 

But  see  1  the  Prince,  his  Highness,  don't  seem  well. 

[Ferdinand,  who  has  been  gradually  growing  worse, 
staggers  and  falls.  Ai  onzo,  Gonzalo,  andsome 
of  the  Lords  stagger  up  to  his  assistance.  Some 
of  the  Lords  try  to  rise,  but  aie  unable  ;  others 
do  not  move. 

Fer.  (faintly.)  Farewell,  a  long  farewell  to  all  my  boasting. 
This  is  the  state  of  gents  who  go  out  coasting  : 
Today,  when  all  is  calm,  on  deck  they  swagger, 
And  talk  in  sailors'  slang.     The  next  day  stagger, 
And  bend  in  silent  anguish  o'er  the  seas. 
The  third  day  comes  a  breeze— a  stiffish  breeze — 
And  when  they  think,  mistaken  snobs  !  full  surely 
It  may  go  off,  ihey  leel  uncommon  poorly  ; 
In  fact,  as  ill  as  1  do. 

Alo.  Try  to  slet-p  ! 

Fer.  What !  "  rocked  upon  the  ctadle  of  the  deep  ?" 
But  that's  a  sad  misnomer;  any  deep-un 
Would  know  it's  not  at  all  the  place  to  sleep  on. 
Take  me  below,  though — I  would  go  to  bed; 
1  feel  so  acavy  that  1  n.ust  be  led. 

Alo.  Well,  'gainst  our  shoulder  rest  your  aching  crown, 
Your  Pa',  who  brought  you  up,  will  take  you  down. 

[They  prepare  to  support  Ferdinand  down  to  the 
cabin.  Gonzalo  takes  one  arm,  and  a  Lord  the 
other.    Alonzo  supports  his  head ;  while  doing  s© 
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Alonzo  sings. 

Tune — "  Down  among  the  Dead  Men." 

Here's  his  head  for  the  King,  and  an  arm  apiece, 
Let's  take  him  below,  ere  his  pains  increase. 
Come,  let's  take  him  while  we've  breath, 
For  we  ourselves  feel  sick  to  death. 

He'll,  p'raps,  be  better  bye-and-bye. 

CHORUS. 

Down  upon  the  bed,  then- 
Down  upon  the  bed,  then. 

Down,  down,  down,  down. 
Down  upon  the  bed,  then, 
Let  him  lie. 

[Exeunt  through  the  companion  c,  carrying  Ferdi- 
nand  below. — Scene  doses. 

Scene  III. — A  romantic  Landscape  in  the  Island.    A  Bank  for 
sitting  on,  l. 
Enter  Prospero  and  Miranda,  l.  (as  out  for  a  walk.) 
Mir.      At  last,  thank  goodness  !  all  the  weather's  o'er, 
And  one  can  trust  oneself  outside  the  door. 
The  clouds  have  washed  themselves  completely  out, 
And,  like  poor  folks,  have  nothing  left  to  spout. 
And  the  rough  wind  that  lately  roared  so  loud 
With  his  huge  pipe,  no  longer  blows  a  cloud. 
But  what  a  storm  ! 
pr0>  Yes,  'twas  a  roughish  bout ; 

But  now  it's  fine — see,  there's  a  blue  look-out. 

[Pointing  to  the  sky. 
And  now  each  bird  his  lively  song  forth  launches^ 
Hark  !  from  yon  tree— "  Music  in  all  its  branches." 
Mir.      Yes,  now  it's  fine — the  sun  shines — all  looks  grand  in  it. 
But  tell  me,  Pa' — this  storm — had  you  no  hand  in  it  ? 
1  do  suspect,  nay  more,  1  little  doubt 
Your  spirits  raised  the  wind  for  this  blow  out — 
You  have  such  spirits  ! 
Pro.  (evasively J  Yes,  I'm  pretty  jolly. 
Mir.  (coaaingly.)  Nay,  tell  me — 
i-ro.  To  withhold  the  truth  is  folly. 

You're  light,  my  child.    It  was  your  father's  doing. 
The  bail  and  heavy  wet  were  my  own  brewing; 
My  spells,  'gainst  which  no  earthly  powers  can  rub. 
Made  Natuie  form  one  mighty  spouting  club. 

a  3 
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But  come,  sit  down,  my  heart's  own  precious  treasure  ; 
Like  Peel  upon  the  Bank,  let's  cause  a  pressure. 

[They  sit  on  the  bank. 

"  Something  to  your  advantage"  I've  to  tell. 

Can  you  remember  ere  you  came  to  dwell 

Upon  this  island  ? 
Mir.  No,  not  very  clearly ; 

A  few  odd  jumbled  recollections  merely, 

Of  pinafores,  high  chairs,  and  worsted  socks, 

The  measles,  hooping  cough,  and  chicken-pox. 

But  t'other  night  I'd  such  a  dream. 
Pro.  What  was  it,  if 

You  recollect  it  ? 
Mir.  Why,  I  won't  be  positive. 

The  feeling  memory  doesn't  seem  to  bring  it 

Back  with  much  clearness — still,  I'll  try  and  sing  it. 

[The  band  plays  the  air,  "  I  Dreamt  that  I  dwelt  in 
Marble  Halls." 

SONG.— Miranda. 

Tune — "  Such  a  getting  up  Stairs." 

I  dreamt  I  dwelt  in  marble  halls, 
'Midst  richly  gilt  and  papered  walls, 
With  mirrors  large  on  all  the  piers, 
And  great  big  cut-glass  chandeliers. 

Such  a  pleasure-ground  too, 

With  a  fountain  in  the  middle, 

Such  a  very  nice  place 

You  never  did  see. 

[During  the  chorus  Prospero  produces  a  pair  of 
"  bones"  fiym  his  pocket,  and  accompanies  her 
a  la  Ethiopian  Serenaders. 

I  dreamt  that  all  the  fine  folks  there 
Deemed  nought  for  me  too  good  or  rare. 
And,  to  serve  my  lightest  wish,  would  rush 
Tall  men,  in  powdered  wigs  and  plush. 

Such  a  very  nice  place, 

And  such  very  pleasant  people, 

Such  a  very  nice  place 

You  never  did  see. 

Pro.  So,  so  1     Now,  then,  my  story  T  will  tell : 
Once  on  a  time.     Yel  stay,  I'll  sing  as  well. 
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SONG.— Prospkro. 

Tune—'*  The  Cork  Leg. 

A  tale  I  tell,  without  any  flam ; 

I'm  of  noble  blood  by  sire  and  dam, 

In  point  of  fact ;  mind,  I'm  telling  no  cram, 

The  rightful  monarch  of  Naples  I  am. 

Ri  tooral,  ooral,  &c. 

A  brother  I  had,  who  by  vile  machination 
Palavered  the  whole  of  my  population. 
And  got  up  a  popular  manifestation, 
And  forced  me  to  sign  my  abdication. 

Ri  tooral,  ooral,  &c. 

So  being  kicked  out  by  subjects  and  kith, 
I  escaped  to  this  isle  in  the  name  of  Smith; 
Took  up  with  the  conjuring  trade  forthwith ; 
So  now  of  my  story  you  have  heard  the  pith. 
Ri  tooral,  ooral,  &c. 

Mir.  Then  you're  a  king  ? 

Pro.  I  am,  by  all  that's  rightful. 

Mir.  And  I  a  princess  ? 

Pro.  Yes ! 

Mir.  Lor' !  how  delightful ! 

But  to  be  done  so  cleanly  of  your  throne, 
You  were  no  conjuror  then,  as  you  must  own. 

Pro.  Why,  no  ;  perhaps  my  conduct  was  ajlat  sort. 
I  stopped  a  dinner — or — a  something  of  that  sort, 
Which  made  me  not  so  popular  as  might  be. 
But  never  mind ;  again  'twill  soon  all  right  be. 

Mir.  No  ? 

Pro.         Yes ! 

Mir.  Fact  ? 

Pro.  Poz  I 

Mir.  In  earnest  ? 

Pro.  Quite  ! 

Mir.  Delicious ! 

But  how  d'ye  know  ? 

Pro.  What !  of  my  art  suspicious? 

All  the  dread  agents  of  my  mystic  power 
Foretell  the  approach  of  an  auspicious  hour. 
The  stars,  my  cups  and  balls,  the  learned  pig, 
My  hocus-pocus,  card  tricks,  thimble-rig — 
These  mighty  spells  I've  tried — they  all  agree. 
And  shortly,—"  You  shall  see  what  you  shall  see." 

[In  the  style  of  street  conjurors. 
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Mir.  We'll  leave  this  place,  of  course? 

Pro.  Yes ! 

Mir.  That's  a  blessing  ! 

For  really  here  the  dullness  is  distressing. 

It's  not  the  proper  place  for  me — now  is  it  ? 

There's  no  society — no  friends  to  visit. 

And  as  for  fashions,  as  they  change  about, 

I've  not  a  chance  of  seeing  what  conies  out. 

Our  fairy  servants,  too,  tho'  quick  and  ready, 

Their  characters  are  light,  and  far  Irom  steady. 

And,  worst  of  all,  this  is  the  hardest  case — 

There's  not  a  nice  young  man  about  the  place. 
Pro.  "  Cheer  up,  my  own  Jeannette" — I  mean  Miranda, 

Of  joyous  hopes  I'll  be  a  propaganda. 

"A  good  time's  coining"— things  will  shortly  mend. 

But  stav — to  business  I  must  now  attend. 

What,  ho!  there,  Ariel  ? 

Enter  Ariel,  l. 
Art.         Here,  most  mighty  King  1     .     . 

Is  there  anything  I  can  come — for  to  go — for  to  fetch — 
for  to  carry — for  to  bring  ? 
Pro.  Silence !  come  here — your  news  ? 

[Ariel  u  about  to  speak. 

Yet,  stay,  though— sing  ! 

SONG.— Ariel. 

Tune — "  Guy  Faivkes." 

I  sing  a  dreadful  hurricane,  thesea  like  froth  of  Guinness'  tears, 
And  in  its  fury  swallows  up  the  King  and  all  his  Ministers. 
That  is,   it   would  have  swallowed  them — all  Naples   would 

regret  it, 
But  a  certain  thing  prevented  it — your  Fairies  wouldn't  let  it. 
Pro.  (spoken.)  Hah  ! 
Mir.  (spoken.)  Oh  '. 

Tol  ol  de  riddle,  &c. 

The  Prince  escaped,  and  swam  ashore,  despite  the  tempest's 

rage,  Sir, 
And  then  the  King  and  suite  got  safe  upon  the  landing  stage. 

Sir: 
That  is,  they  would  have  come  that  way,  to  get  themselves  on 

dry  land, 
But  could'nt,  'cos  there's  ne'er  a  landing-stage  upon  the  island. 
Mir.  Hqh! 
Pro.  Oh  1 

Tol  ol  de  riddle,  &c 
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Pro.  The  King  is  safe,  then. 

Ari,  Safe  as  Kings  can  be 

In  these  queer  times  of  hot  Democracy. 
Pro.  Good  hoy  !  right  nobly  hast  thou  done  thy  work. 

The  Prince,  you  say  ? 
Ari.  Swam  like  a  Cove  of  Cork. 

Though  a  grown  man,  he  floated  like  a  buoy. 

They  seemed  not  arms,  but  fins,  he  did  employ. 

Although  we  toss'd  the  waves  about,  and  Hung  them 

As  if  the  Great  Sea  Serpent  were  among  them, 

He  paddled  through  them  like  a  thing  of  scales. 

Indeed  he  might  have  been  the  Prince  of  lV(hJales. 
Pro.  And  hast  thou  followed  my  instructions  ? 
An.  All  1 

In  half  an  hour  from  him  you'll  have  a  call. 
Mir.  What!  call  on  us — a  Prince! — oh  !  how  delicious  1 

Although  we're  not  as  smart  as  he  might  wish  us. 

Is  the  Prince  young  ? 
Pro.  Yes !  and  a  man  of  taste. 

Mir.  (going  L.)  Then  I'll  get  home  at  once. 
Pro.  But  why  such  haste? 

Mir.  Why  !  Pa',  you  really  put  one  in  a  passion, 

As  if  I'm  goinsr  to  meet  a  man  of  fashion 

In  such  a  figure;  he  would  think  it  strange. 

I've  got  to  "do"  my  hair,  of  course,  and  "change  " 

[Exit.  l. 

Pro.  Now  to  your  work  :  you  know  you've  lots  to  do. 
Ari.  Yes;  and  you  promised,  when  it's  all  got  through, 

Me  from  my  present  servitude  you'd  ransom. 
Pro.  I  will,  and  also  do  the  thing  what's  handsome : 

I'll  give  up  your  indentures,  as  I  said. 

And  as  I  mean  to  cut  the  wizard  trade, 

I'll  let  you  have  the  stock,  good-will,  and  fixtures; 

All  instruments,  books,  spells,  and  magic  mixtures  ; 

The  spirits,  and  the  forms  of  incantation, 

I'll  let  you  have  without  a  valuation. 

[Exit,  l. 

Ari.  Bless  his  old  heart !  there's  an  indulgent  master. 
Yet  one  would  rather  be  one's  own — it's  faster. 
Oh  !  won't  I  go  the  pace  to  some  amount, 
When  I'm  in  business  on  my  own  account? 
I  vow  1  feel  so  happy  and  elated, 
That  with  delight  I'm  half  intoxicated. 
No  end  of  joy  within  my  bosom's  pent ; 
1  must  by  some  mean;  give  my  leelings  vent. 

[I'unileri  awhUe ;    then  dances  the    Cachucha,  and 
Exit,  l. 
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Scene  IV. — Before  Prospero's  Cell,  a  combination  of  a  Cave 
and  a  modern  Dwelling,  being  a  rock,  l.,  with  a  street  door  and 
a  window  let  into  it.  On  the  door  a  plate,  with  "  Sig.  Pros- 
pero."  A  board,  R.,  on  which  is  pasted  a  poster,  with 
"  Blaze  of  Triumph  .'/  Positively  the  last  week  of  Sig.  Pros- 
pero,  the  celebrated  Wizard  of  the  Isle  1 1  who  is  about  to  Break 
his  Staff  and  Drown  his  Book!  I.'"  A  Landscape  and  Sea 
View  in  the  back. 

Enter  Miranda  from  door,  l. 
Mir.  Now  he  may  come  as  soon  as  e'er  he  pleases. 

I  think  this  style — as  fast  men  say — "  the  cheese"  is. 

[Looking  at  her  dress. 
I  wonder  who  he  is,  and  what  he's  like, 
And  if  his  fancy  I  may  chance  to  strike. 
But  where's  that  Caliban  ?  he's  never  near 
When  wanted.    Caliban,  where  are  you  ? 
Cat.  (within,  r.J  Here  ! 

Mir.  Come  here,  slave ! 

Cat.  (entering  r.  with  a  Wellington  boot  on  one  arm  and  a  brush 
in  his  hand.)  Slave  1  come,  drop  that  sort  of  bother ; 
Just  let  me  ax,  "  Ain't  I  a  man  and  a  brother  ?" 
Mir.  The  airs  that  servants  give  themselvesjust  now, 
They  are  the  "  Greatest  Plague  in  Life,"  I  vow. 
Don't  answer  me,  but  work,  you  gaping  swine ; 
Polish  those  boots,  or  else  there'll  be  a  shine. 
Then  come  to  me.  {Exit  by  door,  l. 

Cal.  There,  now ;  her  dander's  riz — 

It's  jolly  hard  upon  a  cove,  it  is. 
List  to  my  story  ;  when  it  meets  your  ears 
I'm  sure  the  Boxes  will  be  all  in  tears, 
And  in  the  gentle  pit  each  gent'll  pity  me. 
I'm  plain,  straightforward,  honest,  every  bit  o'  me, 
And  though  in  polished  articles  I  deal, 
"A  round  unvarnished  tale"  I  will  reveal. 

SONG. 

Tune — »•  Georgy  Barnwell,  good  and  pious." 

Sons  of  freedom,  hear  my  story, 

Pity  and  protect  the  slave, 
Of  my  wrongs  the  inventory 

I'll  just  tip  you  in  a  stave 

Tiddle  ol,  &c. 

IBrushes  the  boot  to  the  chorue. 
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From  morn  till  night  I  work  like  winkin', 

Yet  I'm  kicked  and  cuffed  about, 
With  scarce  half  time  for  grub  or  drinkin', 

And  they  never  lets  me  have  a  Sunday  out. 
Tiddle  ol,  &c. 

And  if  jaw  to  the  gov'nor  I  gives  vent  to, 

He  calls  up  his  spirits  in  a  trice, 
Who  grip,  squeeze,  bite,  sting,  and  torment — oh ! 

Such  friends  at  a  pinch  are  by  no  means  nice. 
Tiddle  ol,  &c. 

But  I'll  not  stand  it  longer,  that  I'll  not, 

I'll  strike  at  once,  now  that  my  mettle's  hot. 

Ha !  here  he  comes  !  Now  soon  I'll  make  things  better, 

"  Hereditary  Bondsmen,"  hem  !  Et  cetera. 

[Folds  his  arms  and  looks  dignified. 

Enter  Prospero,  l. 
Pro.     Well,  sir,  why  don't  you  work? 
Cal.  (giving  the  boot  a  single  rub.)  Ay,  there's  the  rub. 
Pro.     What!  mutinous!  out,  vile,  rebellious  cub  I 
Cal.  (with  sudden  vigour.)  Oh!  who's  afraid?  Blow  you  and 
your  boots  together.  [Throws  boot  down. 

My  soul's  above  your  paltry  upper  leather. 
Pro.  (aside.)  That's  democratic,  and  by  no  means  moral ! 
(To  Caliban.) 

Pick  up  that  boot,  unless  you'd  pick  a  quarrel. 

You'd  best  not  raise  a  breeze. 
Cal.  Oh  !  blow  your  breezes, 

The  love  of  liberty  upon  me  seizes ; 

My  bosom's  filled  with  freedom's  pure  emotions, 

And  on  the  "  Rights  of  Labour"  I've  strong  notions. 
Pro.    You  want  work,  then  ? 
Cal.  No — up  for  my  rights  I'll  stick  ; 

I've  long  enough  been  driven — now  I'll  kick. 

SONG. 

Tune — "  When  the  Heart  of  a  Man." 
When  the  back  of  a  donkey's  oppress'd  with  wares, 
Which  weigh  rather  more  than  his  strength  well  bears, 

Instead  of  submitting  he  stoutly — stoutly 
Plucks  up  a  spirit  and  shows  some  airs. 
Stripes  are  administer' d — kicks  also, 
But  his  stout  ribs  no  emotion  show. 
Press  him, 
Caress  him, 
Try  kicking 
Or  licking, 
The  more  he  is  wollop'd  the  moie  he  won't  go. 
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Pro.  This  sort  of  thing  at  once  I'd  better  crush, 

I'll  stand  no  more — pick  up  that  boot,  then  brush. 

[Pointing  off  with  st  iff. 
Cal.  Never — I  swear. 
l}ro.  Oh  I  very  good  ;  we'll  see,  sir. 

[Taps  his  wand  on  the  Stage.  Fairy  Specials  appear 
from  all  parts,  and  commence  laying  on  to  Ca- 
liban with  their  slaves,  chasing  him  round  the 
stage. 

Cal.  (picks  up  the  boot.)  Oh  no,  sir — don't  sir, — please,  sir. — 
Twasn't  me,  sirl  [Huns  off,  followed  by  fairies. 

Pro.  Thus  disaffection  should  be  timely  checked. 
Now  for  the  Prince,  whom  shortly  I  expect; 
He  little  thinks,  in  his  perambulations, 
How  soon  he'll  drop  upon  some  blood  relations, 
Nor  that  he  stands  on  matrimony's  edge, 
For  at  his  uncle's  he  must  leave  a  pledge — 
His  heart ;  Miranda  from  his  breast  must  pick  it, 
And  on  it  lend  her  own — ay,  that's  the  ticket. 
I  have  a  plan  their  passion  to  ensure — 
All  sorts  of  trouble  I'll  make  him  endure; 
And  on  their  intercourse  I'll  lay  restriction, 
So  that  thej'll  fall  in  love  from  contradiction. 

Mir.  (jrom  door,  l.)   Pa ! 

Pro.  Yes,  dearl 

Mir.  Come,  and  put  some  tidy  things  on. 

Pro.  Well,  look  me  out  a  collar,  one  with  strings  on. 

[Exit  by  door  l. 
[Railway  music ;  a  bell  and  steam  whistle.  A 
fairy  Special  rises  through  trap,  c.  with  a  flag, 
and  holds  it  out  as  Railway  policemen  do.  A 
mise  of  an  approaching  Train  is  heard.  Shortly 
after  enter  a  fairy  Locomotive,  r.  with  Ariel, 
and  a  Special  as  engineer  and  stoker,  attached  to  a 
car,  in  which  sits.  Ferdinand,  attended  by  fairy 
Specials.  Train  stops  at  c.  Ariel  and  Ferdi- 
nand get  out. 

Ari.   Now  then,  sir,  for  the  Wizard  Cavern  Station, 
Your  ticket,  please — this  is  your  destination. 

[Jumps  into  train. 

Fer.  (looking  round  amazed.)  Nay,  pray  explain — just  say  why 
here  you  bring  me,  [Train  drives  off,  l. 

Gone,  like  the  baseless  fabric  of  a  thing'me  1 
The  train  has  vanished  into  sheer  vacuity, 
That  engine  shows  the  greatest  ingenuity. 
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The  very  line  's  gone.     Oh,  it's  clear  as  day 

That  line  was  but  a  "  Pencilling  by  the  way  ;" 

And  something's  rubbed  it  out ;   or  'tis  perhaps 

One  of  those  airy  atmospheric  chaps.         [Sees  the  door. 

But  ho  !  what's  here?  "A  local  habitation?" 

Ay,  "  and  a  name."  Now  for  some  explanation. 

[Reads  the  bill. 

'Um!  ''Blaze  of  triumph  !"  That's  a  naming  placard, 
I'll  knock,  and  boldly;  yes,  egad,  I'll  whack  hard. 
[He  knocks,  Prospero  comes  out  suddenly  Jollowed  by  Miranda. 
Pro.  (fiercely.)   "  Who  am  dit  a  knocking  at  de  door?" 
Ftr.  It's  me! 

Pro.  And  pray,  sir,  what  may  your  intentions  be? 
Fer.  Pity  the  sorrows  of  a  poor  \oung  man, 

Whom  fairy  sprites  have  brought  unto  your  door, 
Who  wishes  you  to  give  him — if  you  can, 
A  simple  explanation — nothing  more. 
Mir.  (aside.)    'Tis  he,  I  know,  with  Cupid's  darts  I'm  struck. 
Fer.  (seeing  Miranda.)    Good  Heavens!  What  a  captivating 

duck! 
Pro.  (aside.)  They're  smitten.    (Aloud  and  sternly.)  For  the 
questions  you  have  put, 
I've  but  one  answer,  which  is  simply  "  Cut  I" 

[Motioning  his  wand. 
Fer.  (astonished.)  Cut? 
Mir.  Cut  ? 

Pro.  Yes,  cut  1 

Mir.  Well,  really,  Pa'  I  call 

That  cut  the  most  unkindest  cut  of  all. 
Pro.  Silence,  bold  minx  !  Now,  once  for  all,  sir — hook  it ! 

This  is  no  inn — was  it  for  such  you  took  it '. 
Fer.  An  inn  your  house  by  me  was  never  thought  to  be, 

Tho'  1  confess  1  really  think  it  ought  to  be. 

It  migkt  accommodation  find  at  least 

For  man,  since  it  accommodates  a  beast. 
Mir.  Pa'  I'm  ashamed  of  you.  [Crosses  to  R. 

(To  Ferdinand  )  Sir,  don't  suppose 

That  rudeness  such  as  that  my  father  shows 

Runs  in  the  family.     I've  none  of  it, 

1  don't  take  alter  him. 
Fer.  You  don't,  a  bit. 

All  I  can  say  is — if  from  him  you  came, 

"  Deny  thy  father  and  refuse  thy  name.." 

And  in  return  please  to  accept  of  me.       [Opens  his  arms. 
Mir.  I  like  the  barter,  most  amazingly. 

[About  to  rush  into  his  arm*. 
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Pro.  [Stopping  her.)  Back,  forward  puss !  egad,  'twas  time  to 
stop  her ; 

Advances  such  as  these  are  most  improper. 
Fer.  Our  passion's  sudden,  but  the  style's  not  new, 

"We're   "  Romeo  and  Juliet "  number  two. 

Maiden,  I  swear — 
Pro.  Pooh  1  pooh  !  your  vows  are  hollow  as 

Drums.     And  besides,  we  don't  allow  no  followers, 

Save  men  whose  minds  are  honorably  bent— 

Not  such  as  you — a  trickster  and  a  gent. 

Fer. — (drawing  his  sword  a  la  De  Mauprat  in  "  Richelieu.") 

Gent  1     Zounds — Sir  Conjuror ! 
Pro.  Ho  !    my  angry  child  ! 

You've  drawn  your  sword — you'd  best  have  drawn  it  mild. 

{Waves  his  wand.  Ferdinand  is  transfixed  and  unable  to  move. 

Fer.  Holloa!  what's  this  ?    Quite  powerless  I'm  grown; 

From  a  real  brick,   I'm  changed  into  a  stone. 

I  don't  half  like  it — it  quite  spoils  one's  pleasure ; 

This  is  a  most  unfair  Coercive  Measure. 

Come,  please  to  set  me  free,  old  fellow,  will  you  ? 

And  'pon  my  word,  I'll  promise  not  to  kill  you. 
Pro.  You  plead  in  vain  ;  no,  there  take  up  your  dwelling, 

A  fatal  column  of  my  magic  spelling. 
Mir.  You  can't  be  such  a  brute,  Pa'  surely  no ; 

I'll  be  his  bail,  if  you  will  let  him  go. 
Fer.  Thou  art  my  bale  of  precious  goods  the  rarest, 

Within  my  heart  locked  up,  and  safely  ware'us'd, 

How  I'd  embrace  thee,  were  I  only  free  I 
Mir.  "  More  free  than  welcome  "  you  could  never  be. 
Pro.  (aside.)  All  right ! — I've  changed  my  mind  another  way ; 

I'll  punish  you ;  therefore  be  free,  I  say. 

[Fer.  goes  through  pantomime  expressive  of  being  fr 

Fer.  As  the  first  sign  of  liberty  I  seize 

The  freedom  of  the  press,  or  rather  squeeze. 

{Embraces  Miran 

Pro.  Phe'w !  here's  an  open  armed  and  public  meeting. 
Egad !  it's  time  that  the  Rappel  was  beating. 

{Knocks  his  wand  on  the  stage  as  policemen  do.  The 
sound  is  answered,  and  fairy  Specials  flock  in 
from  all  parts  and  group  around. 

(To  Fer.  and  Mir.J     Now  then,  disperse. 
Fer.  Divide  us,  if  you  can, 

I  s'pose  you  call  yourself  a  loyal  man. 
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And  here  you're  getting  up  an  agitation, 

Our  union  to  repeal,  by  separation. 
Mir.  Though  as  in  Parliament,  on  every  side 

They  stun  our  ears  and  cry  "  Divide,  divide," 

Yet  we'll  not  part. 
Pro.  You  won't  ? 

Fer.  No  1 

Pro.  Then,  of  course, 

The  law's  authority  I  must  enforce. 

Tear  them  asunder  !  [The  Specials  pull  them  apart. 

Now,  my  loving  pair, 

I'll  teach  you  both  my  mighty  power  to  dare. 
(To  Miranda.)  You,  miss,  I  sentence,  ere  the  moon  is  full, 

To  work  six  ottomans  in  Berlin  wool. 

[Turning  to  Ferdinand. 

And  as  for  him,  who'd  "  steal  what  isn't  his'n," 

[Indicating  Miranda. 

Now  that  he's  c<  cotched,"  of  course  "  he  goes  to  pris'n." 
Off  with  him — let  him  have  some  bread — nought  richer ; 
His  bed  some  straw ;  his  only  friend  a  pitcher. 

SONG.— Prospero  and  Chorus. 

Tune — "Nix  my  Dolly." 

In  a  box  of  the  stone  jug  all  forlorn, 
Whose  walls  your  efforts  will  treat  with  scorn, 
To  break  away, 
All  covered  with  irons,  you'll  have  to  lay, 
Which  will  put  a  stop  to  your  capers  gay. 
Fixed,  my  jolly  pal,  there  you'll  stay, 
Fixed,  my  jolly  pal,  there  you'll  stay. 

[Exit  into  house 

[Fairies  march  to  music  of  the  chorus,  one  detachment 
taking  Miranda  off  by  the  door,  l.,  the  others 
taking  Ferdinand  off,  r. 


Scbne  V. — A  wild  part  of  the  Island.    Music,  "  The  Mar- 
seillaise Hymn." 

Enter  Caliban,  marching  to  music,  with  a  Cap  of  Liberty 
on  his  head,  a  red  fiag  in  one  hand,  a  small  bundle  of  fire- 
wood in  the  other. 

Cal.  Yes,  Pin  resolved — Pll  have  a  revolution — 
Proclaim  my  rights — demand  a  constitution. 
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If  he  plays  clubs  I'll  try  and  follow  suit; 

No  more  1 11  stoop  to  brush  the  hated  boot, 

With  which  he  kicks  me — no;   my  plans  are  laid; 

These  chips  shall  help  to  form  a  barricade. 

The  Coming  Man  I'll  prove  myself  ere  long, 

And,  when  1  do  come,  won't  1  come  it  strong? 

"  Bruised  worms  will  turn ;  "  but  I  no  worm  will  be; 

He'll  be  an  early  bird  that  catches  me. 

'  [Music,  "  Faint  and  wearily."     Enter  Easa  di  Bac- 
castoi'pa  and  Smuttifacio,  l.,  much  fatigued. 
Caliuan  retires  up,  r. 
Eas.  Go  on  ahead  I 

Smu.  Oh,  sir,  my  biler*s  busted, 

My  safety  valves  are  broke,  my  steam-pipes  rusted, 
Down  in  the  dist  here  underneath  the  grate- 
ful shade  of  this  wide  tree  I'll  meet  my  fate. 

[Lies  down,  l. 
Eas.  Nonsense  !  get  up,  man — don't  so  nervous  be; 

That's  all  you  are. 
Smu.  No,  sir,  it's  all  U.  P. 

Stop — I've  some  chalk  ;  here  in  this  state  forlorn 
I'll  write  my  story,  "Hunger's  a  sharp  thorn." 

[Takes  chalk  from  his  pocket,  and  writes  on  the  stage. 

Cat.  (aside.)  Foreign,  alliances  in  them  I  smell. 

[Comes  forward,  c. 

Gentlemen  both,  I  hope  I  see  you  well. 
Eas.  (starting.)  Anitive! 
Smu.  Ha !   a  native  oyster  ? 

Eas.  No, 

'Tisn't  an  oyster — 'tis  a  rum  fish,  though. 

I'll  speak  to  it  in  eloquence  tremendous — 

Angels  and  ministers  of  grace,  defend  us! 

Be  thou  a  spirit  of  health  or  iioblin  t'other, 

I  will  address  thee  boldly — How's  jour  mother? 
Smu.  (kneeling.)  Dread  spirit,  spare  us  ! 
Cal.  Tremble  not,  but  rise. 

Be  friends,  not  quakers — Come,  let's  fraternize. 

[Each  embraces  the  other,   then  the   three  embrace 
together. 
I  wish  a  little  business  to  connect  us. 
I've  got  a  scheme — 
Eas.  Let's  look  at  the  prospectus. 

Cat.  'Tis  but  to  take  this  Island— 
Eas.  For  a  lease  ? 

Cal.  No ;  for  a  kingdom.     Take  a  share  apiece. 
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Eas.  What's  the  deposit  ? 

Cal.  Just  a  knife  or  ball 

Within  a  tyrant's  weazen — that  is  all. 
Eas.  Then  we're  your  men. 
Cal.  You  are  ? 

Smu.  Till  all  is  blue  1 

Cal.  Your  hands — a  covenant — there,  that'll  do. 

But  will  you  utick,  and  keep  our  treaty  whole? 
Eas.  Stick  I  av,  like  Gutta  Percha !   'pon  my  sole. 
Cal.  Then  we're  resolved— let's  strike  the  blow  to-night. 
Eas.  Vive  La  Republique? 
Smu.  Yes,  and  serve  him  right. 

SONG. — Caliban  and  Chorus. 

Tune — "  There's  a  good  Time  coming." 

There's  a  good  time  coming,  boys — 
A  good  time  coming. 
We'll  reign  the  monarchs  of  this  Isle, 
In  a  rayther  heavy  style, 
In  the  good  time  coming. 
Fighting  cocks  may  come  it  strong  ; 

We  will  come  it  stronger. 
Faith,  we'll  have  no  end  of  spree — 
Wait  a  little  lor.ger. 

There's  a  good  time  coming,  &c. 

[Exeunt,  embracing  each  other,  and  marching  off  to 
chorus. 
Enter  Ariel,  springing  a  watchman's  rattle.     Fairy  Specials 
appear  from  different  parts. 

Ari.  Treason's  afloat  1     Forward  !     Protect  the  crown  : 
Take  the  knaves  up,  and  put  this  meeting  dimn. 

[Exeunt,  i.. 


Scene  VI. — Another  pan  of  the  Island. 
Enter  Ferdinand  (carrying  a  log  of  wood)  and  Miranda,  l. 

Mir.  Shame,  that  a  Prince  so  prime  should  be  so  loaded 

Heir  to  such  income-,  vet  so  incommoded. 

Come,  let  me  bear  it  for  you. 
Per-  You?  my  bird, 

Bear  such  a  lurdenl     Good,  upon  my  word. 
Mir.  Nay,  come;  throw  off  this  dire  log-bearing  curse — 

Set  down  the  dire  log,  and  let's  converse. 
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Fer.  (throwing  doivn  wood.)  I'll  cut  my  wood,  Miranda,  if  you 
please — [looking  fondly  at  her.] 

You  in  this  Island  bred,  are  quite  the  cheese. 

Your  gait's  most  stylish  ! — just  what  I  admire  : 

Miranda  1  you're  an  angel. 
Mir  You're — another. 

DUET. 
Tune — "  Giles  Scroggins." 

Fer.  I've  courted  rr.any  a  girl  in  town.     Ri  tol,  &e. 

But  you  the  fairest  of  them  all  put  down.     Ri  tol,  &c. 

You  take  my  fancy — just  a  few  1 

And — if  you  loves  me  as  I  love  you, 

What's  handsome  I  intend  to  do.     Ri  tol,  &c. 
Mir.  Yes,  but  I  fear  that  fast  men's  wives.     Ri  tol,  &c. 

Lead  far  from  comfortable  lives.     Ri  tol,  &C. 

I  hate  casinos — gents  I  dread, 

And  latch-keys,  pipes,  and  negro-head. 

You  must  "J    ,         ,  ,  ..«.*.,„ 

T  will  f  when  we  re  mar-n-ed.     Ri  tol,  &c. 

Fer.  But  to  resume  my  pleasant  occupation, 
Or  I  again  may  taste  incarceration. 

[Tries  to  lift  the  log,  but  appears  quite  exhausted,  an 
unable  to  move  it. 

I'm  quite  done  up. 
Mir.  You're  ill ;  ah  !  yes,  I  know 

I'll  go  and  fetch  Papa,  and  tell  him  so  : 

He  will  prescribe — 
Fer.  Some  food  were  better  far 

Than  any  Life  Pills  made  by  your  old  Pa'. 
Mir.  Then  you  shall  have  some  in  a  crack,  or  less, 

Spite  of  Papa.  [Exit,  l 

Fer.  A  case  of  real  distress  1 

I  faint — I  die.    Yet  stay,  in  dying  though, 

In  operas,  folks  must  sing  before  they  go; 

It's  a  queer  rule,  yet  still  I  must  obey  it. 
(To  orchestra.) 

I  think  you've  got  the  music,  perhaps  you'll  play  it? 

SONG. — Ferdinand. 
Tune — "  The  Four-leaved  Sha7nrock." 

I'd  eat  a  score  of  oysters, 

If  all  these  fairy  dells 
Such  native  beauties  could  but  boast; 

Oh  !  how  I'd  clean  the  shells. 
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Or  if  a  smoking  mutton  chop 

Mine  eyes  could  but  behold, 
I  don't  imagine  it  would  stand 

Much  chance  of  growing  cold. 
But  such  like  dainties,  I'm  afraid, 

Just  here  don't  much  abound ; 
For  not  an  inn  or  eating-house 

Can  in  this  Isle  be  found. 

Oh  1  for  some  victuals  ! 

[Ariel  rises  through  a  trap,  l.  with  a  napkin  over  his 
arm,  in  the  style  of  a  waiter.     Ferdinand  starts. 

Ari.  Give  your  orders,  please! 

We've  roast  beef,  boiled  beef,  'tatoes,  carrots,  cheese. 
Fer.  Why,  where  did  you  come  from  ? 
Ari.  I  mustn't  tell! 

Please  give  your  orders. 
Fer.  {aside.)  Now,  is  this  a  sell  ? 

It's  worth  the  trial.    {To  Ariel.)  Oh  !  I  don't  care  what. 

Just  bring  me  something — anything  you've  got. 

[Ariel  waves  his  wand — a  splendid  banquet  rises,  c. 
Fairies  flock  in  and  surround  the  table.  Ferdi- 
nand begins  eating  voraciously. 

Fer.  (eating.)  I  really  do  with  things  the  strangest  meet— 
This  peck  now — quite  an  unexpected  treat ! 
It's  strange.     Some  folks  would  be  alarmed  at  this  ; 
But  to  us  "  fast  men"  nothing  comes  amiss. 
The  time's  gone  by  for  ghostly  retributions. 
Folks  heed  ghosts  now  no  more  than  revolutions.  [Rises. 
Your  banquet's  quite  reformed  me — clear  away. 

[Table  sinks. 

Soon  done,  at  any  rate !   Come  here,  I  say — {to  Ariel.) 
Ari.  Well,  sir? 
Fer.  Just  answer  me  a  civil  question  : 

Don't  you  think  dancing  serves  to  aid  digestion  ? 
Ari.  No  one  of  any  common  sense  would  doubt  it. 
Fer.  Then  ahoose  a  partner,  and  look  sharp  about  it. 

[Selects  one  of  the  Fairies. 

Ari.  With  all  my  heart.  [Chooses  a  partner. 

The  Trois  Temps,  is  it  ? 
Fer.  (indignantly.)  No ; 

Do  you  imagine  I  could  be  so  slow  ? 
Art.  Of  course — I  did  but  joke;  come,  don't  resent  it. 

Vive  La  Deux  Temps !     Now  off,  as  if  we  meant  it. 
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["Ferdinand,  Ariel,  and  two  Fairies  dance  the  Deux 
Temps  very  rapidly,  finishing  with  a  polka.  The 
other  Fairies  group  round,  and  beat  time  on  the 
stage  with  their  staves.  Music  dies  gradually 
away.  Ariel  and  all  the  Fairie<  sink  simulta- 
neously through  traps.  Furdinand  continues 
dancing  alone. 

Enter  Miranda,  l.  with  basket. 

Mir.  Come,  Prince,  arouse  ;  take  this  your  heart  to  cheer. 
What!  gone?  oh!     Ferdinand,  where  are  you  ? 

[Music  stops  abruptly .     Ferdinand  stands  still 

Fer.  Here ! 

Mir.  Come  then,  take  this.     What  means  your  head  averted? 

Fer.  Thank  you,  I've  dined. 

Mir.  I  feared  you  had  deserted. 

Fer.  Me  !  a  deserter  from  your  company  ? 

Oh!  no;  "Miranda,  wilt  thou  gang  wi'  me  ?" 
Say  yes !     Let's  mizzle — bolt — elope  I  mean. 

Mir.  What!  run  to  Gretna?  no;  that  would  be  green. 

Fer.  Hah  I  you  refuse  me  ? 

Mir.  Did  you  never  guess, 

When  girls  say  "no,"  they  half  their  time  mean  "  yes?" 

Fer.  Then  you  will  come  ? 

Mir.  Yes  ! 

Fer.  Does  that  "yes"  mean  "nor" 

Mir.  No ! 

Fer.  That  means  "  yes." 

Mir.  Oh  I  no  ;  it  means  I'll  go. 

{hesitating.)  But  when  we're  gone  Pa '11  get  in  such  a  rage. 

Fer.  Fathers  are  always  savage  on  the  stage. 

Come,  dear  Miranda,  let's  no  longer  tarry — 
Let  us  at  once  be  "  persons  about  to  marry." 
There,  that's  a  dear — soon  will  be  rumours  rife 
Concerning  an  "Elopement  in  high  life."         I  Exeunt,  a, 


Scene  VII. — The  Sea  Shore.  Music,  "  By  the  Sad  Sea  Waves.'' 

Enter  Alonzo,  Gonzalo,  Lords,  Courtiers,  &c. 

Alo.  (miserably.)  Was  ever  monarch  so  much  out  of  luck? 

Gon.  My  liege,  do,  pray,  keep  up  the  royal  pluck. 

Alo.  Silence,  thou  idiot ! 

Gon.  Sire,  1  thought — 
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Alo.  You  lie  1 

You  can't  think  ! 
Gon.  Sire ! 

Alo.  I  say  you  can't — don't  try. 

Gon.  Great  Monarch  !  * 

Alo.  Silence,  dog!  speak  if  you  dare! 

Gon.  My  liege,  I'm  dumb — 

Alo.  You're  not ! — I  wish  you  were. 

Gon.  I  mean  ! — 
Alo.  You  don't ! 

Gon.  That  is — 

Alo.  It  isn't, slave! 

[Recollecting  himself,  and  suddenly  becoming  miserable. 

But  oh  !  my  son,  beneath  this  sad  sea  wave. 

'Twould  break  a  heart — though  tough  as  India  rubber. 

Thy  loss  has  made  me  wail  and  made  me  blubber. 

SONG. 
Tune — "All  round  my  Hat," 

All  round  my  hat, 

I'll  wear  some  crape — I  will,  oh  ! 
All  round  my  hat — 

If  there's  any  to  be  had. 
And  if  any  one  should  ask  me 

The  reason  why  I  wear  it, 
I'll  tell  'em  'tis  because  I  am 

In  mourning  for  my  lad. 

Oh  !  dearly  has  he  paid  for  the 

Contempt  with  which  he  treated 
My  counsels  and  advice. 

So  judicious  and  so  sound 
He  said  it  seemed  so  fast 

On  the  bowsprit  to  be  seated ; 
And  so  he  sat  there  till  he  tumbled 
Over  and  was  drowned. 
Gonzalo  and  ")  All  round  my  hat,  &c. 

Lords  sing  chorus  J  All  round  his  hat,  &c. 
Gon.  (commences  a  second  time  alone) — All  round  his  hat. 

Alo.  (striking  him  with  umbrella.) 

Silence!   be  quiet,  who  told  you  to  sing? 
Gon.  Great  Monarch  ! 
Alo-  Silence  I 

Gon.  High  and  mighty  King, 

Let  me  but  speak,  I  pray,  by  all  that's  reasonable. 

B 
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Alo.  I  shan't  1  "  advised  and  open  speaking's"  treasonable. 
{recollecting  himself.)  But  there  again,  my  son,  I'd  near  forgot— 

How  dare  you  talk,  sir,  when  I  told  you  not? 

Will  you  intrude  your  stupid  observations, 

To  interrupt  our  royal  lamentations  ? 

SONG. 

Tune — "  Jeannette  and  Jeannot." 

We  are  going  the  wrong  way,  any  wager  I  will  bet ; 
There's  no  chance  left  to  save  him  now,  he  must  be  very  wet, 
All  our  arts  would  fail  to  cure  him  if  his  body  e'en  we'd  got, 
Hot  blankets,  rum,  or  brandy,  or,  what's  the  same,  gin-hot. 
Oh !  if  I  had  now  the  chance,  I'd  know  better  than  to  roam, 
I'd  have  no  flighty  trips  abroad,  I'd  keep  my  court  at  home; 
All  the  world  I'd  freely  give — all  my  kingly  pomp  and  might, 
if  I  at  my  unhappy  boy  could  only  take  a  sight. 

Oh  woe  1  woe  !  woe  ! 
Gon.  Gee  woa  !  great  King,  pull  up. 

Alo.  The  Prince  of  Naples  drowned  like  any  pup ! 

The  Heir  Apparent  from  a  parent  stole ! 

A  prey  to  pikes — no  bell  to  pay  the  toll  1 

No  friends  to  mourn  him  !  oh,  my  fate  is  sad  ! 

I  mourn,  alas — ee'n  while  I  mourn  a  lad. 

[As  if  struck  with  a  sudden  idea. 

Stay,  I'll  go  mad,  and  tear  my  hair  and  scold, 

And  rave,  and  dance,  and  sing  "  Poor  Tom's  a-cold  1" 

[Dances  about  the  stage  making  faces . 

Hurrah !  I'm  mad. 
Gon.  Your  majesty,  alack  ! 

What  means  this  change  ? 
Alo.  Hush!  I'm  the  maniac! 

[Music  from  Russell's  "Maniac." 
Alonzo  (while  dancing  about.) 
Tune — "  /  see  her  Dancing,"  8fc.  from  the  "  Maniac." 

I  see  him  o'er  the  billows  sprawl, 
I  see  him— no,  I  don't  at  all. 

Tiddee  -urn-turn,  &c. 

[Keeps  dancing  to  chorus.     Gonzalo  following  him 
round  the  stage. 

Gon.  Ow !  if  you  please  your  Majesty,  now  don't— 
Be  quiet,  do. 


THE  ENCHANTED   ISLE.  27 

Alo.  I  can't. 

Gon.  Oh!  try. 

Alo.  I  won't! 

[Resumes  chorus,  and  Jinishes  by  falling  into  Gon- 
ZALo's  arms. 
Gon.  (eying.)  Oh  !  Here's  a  pickle!  here's  a  mess.     Oh  dear 
Can  no  one  help  me  ? 

Enter  Ariel,  l. 

Ari.  I  can. 

Alo.  (becoming  collected.)   Ah!  what's  here? 

Ari.  (presenting  card.)  F.  M.  the  Duke  of  this  Enchanted  Isle 

Presents  his  compliments,  and  prays  you'll  smile 

On  his  request.     F.  M.  the  Duke  solicits 

Your  Majesty  to  honor  him  with  visits 

During  your  stay  upon  this  humole  shore. 

F.  M.  the  Duke  "at  home"  this  day  at  four. 
Alo.  A  friendly  invitation?  Come,  that's  pleasant; 

Well,  we'll  postpone  our  madness  for  the  present. 

We'll  grant  the  favour  that  your  master  begs; 

'Neath  his  mahogany  we'll  stretch  our  legs. 
Ari.  Great  King,  your  condescension  does  me  proud, 

I'll  show  you  thither,  if  I  be  allowed. 
Alo.  Go  on,  I  follow ;  is  the  dwelling  nigh  ? 
Ari.  Tis  a  close  cell,  which  you  will  find  close  by. 

[Exeunt  omnes,  l.   Ariel  leading  the  way. 

Scene  opens,  and  discovers 

Scene  the  Last. —  The  interior  of  Prospero's  cell,  rocks 
hung  all  around  with  lamps,  $c.  Conjuror's  apparatus 
hansins  up,  and  placed  about  the  stage;  a  table  C.  with  cups 
and  balls,  fyc.  Prospeho  seated,  dressed  in  full  wizard's  cos- 
tume a  la  Mons.  Phillippe.  Fairies  in  attendance.  Incan- 
tation music  from  "Macbeth." 

Pro.  Now,  Prosper'  you  are  bless'd  as  folks  can  wish  you, 
For  all  your  schemes  approach  a  happy  issue  ! 
My  children,  soon  by  ye  shall  be  enjoyed 
Bliss,  which  shall  seem,  by  contrast,  unalloyed. 
As  to  the  sickly  child  of  tender  years, 
The  lump  of  sugar  doubly  sweet  appears, 
After  the  nauseous  taste  its  mouth  late  bore, 
Caused  by  the  hated  "  mixture  as  before." 
But  time  gets  on.     What  ho  !  who  waits  without? 

Enter  ARIEL,  L. 

Ari.     'Tis  I,  my  lord,  the  early — 
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Pro.  Silence,  lout! 

That  poor  old  joke — would  you  ill-treat  it  so  ? 

Where  are  the  visitors? 
Ari.  They  are  all  helow. 

Pro.  What!  waiting?  out,  you  ill-conditioned  pup! 

Don't  you  make  game  of  them,  but  show  them  up. 

[Exit  Ariel. 
He  comes!  Down,  throbbing  heart ! 

[Enter  Artel,  ushering  in  Alonzo,  Gonzalo,  Lords, 
Courtiers,  &c. 

My  liege,  most  welcome ! 

That  you  should  thus  unto  my  humble  cell  come, 

I  deem  an  honour — 
Alo.  Do  you  now,  that's  kind? 

(Aside.)  'Tisn't  his  honours,  but  his  tricks  we'd  mind. 
Pro.  Pray,  sirs,  be  seated. 

[Fairies  set  chairs  for  King  and  Lords. 

Alo.  Um  !  This  chair,  mayhap, 

May  prove  to  be  some  vile  enchanted  trap; 

But  we'll  be  down  upon  it  (iits  l.)  never  fear  [they  all  sit. 
Pro.  As  I  before  remarked,  your  coming  here 

I  deem  an  honour — 
Alo.  That  you  said  before  ; 

P'raps  you'll  oblige  us  now  with  something  more. 
Pro.  I  will.     According  to  Dame  Rumour's  tales, 

You've  been  a  sufferer  by  the  recent  gales. 
Alo.  Yes,  like  cheap  drapers  we  might  advertise 

"  Great  loss  by  shipwreck — fearful  sacrifice;" 

Our  newest  steamer  and  our  oldest  son 

For  shots  to  Davy's  locker  both  are  gone. 
Pro.  Be  not  too  sure.     They  may  be  in  existence; 

And  p'raps  my  art  may  render  some  assistance. 
Alo.  Oh,  if  you  can,  with  treasures  we'll  requite  you  ; 

At  least,  what's  very  much  the  same,  we'll  knight  you. 
Pro.  I,  you  must  know, 'mongst  many  more  professions, 

Am  chairman  of  our  Island's  petty  sessions; 

We  have  some  cases  to  be  tried  to-day 

Which  may  throw  something  pleasant  in  your  way. 
{To  Ari.)  Call  the  first  case  on  ;    quick,  for  time  runs  short ; 
AH.  Officers,  bring  the  prisoners  into  Court. 

[Exeunt  r.  a  detachment  of  Fairies.  Music,  "Mar- 
seillaise," very  slowly.  Re-emer  fairies  »uardinsi 
Caliban,  Easa  di  Baccastoppa,  and  Smutti- 
facio,  loaded  with  chains.  The  prisoners  walk 
with  mock  dignity. 
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Alo.  (starting  melodramatically.)     Those  eyes ! 

Gon.  (starting.)  Those  limbs  ! 

Alo.  Th:it  hat ! 

Gon.  That  bird's-eye  choker  i 

Alo.  Those  highlows  ! 

Gon.  'Tis  the  captain ! 

Alo.  'Tis  the  stoker ! 

Cal.  (to  the  prisoners.)  Of  Liberty  it's  plain  the  cap  won't  fit, 

Therefore  we'd  better  quietly  submit. 
(to  Pro.)  Governor,  we  surrender  at  discretion, 

And  to  your  government  send  in  adhesion  ; 
We  own  that  this  a  just  and  fair  defeat  is, 
So  take  these  chains  oil',  and  let's  sign  some  treaties. 
Pro.  Insolent  slave  1 
Cal.  Oh  !  don't  be  in  a  fury  ; 

If  you  prefer  it,  try  us — whert's  the  jury  ?  [Sees  Alo.  8fc. 

Is  that  it  ?  'cos,  if  so,  it's  ill-selected  ; 

That  jury's  pack'd,  and  also  misdirected. 
Ari.  Silence  1 
Cal.  I  shan't — I'll  do  what's  often  done — 

Challenge  the  jury — so,  my  bucks,  come  on. 

[Shows  fizht  at  them.     They  get  out  of  his  way, 
frightened. 

They're  frightened  I  Yes — they  dread  ray  vengeful  knocks  ; 
They  don't  seem  partial  to  a  jury-6o;r. 

[Squares  at  them  again.  Ariel  comes  forward  and 
collars  him. 

Ari.  Come,  come — we  can't  have  conduct  of  this  sort ; 
You'll  get  committed  for  contempt  of  court. 

[Pulls  him  back  to  his  place,  r.  and  stands  keeping 
guurd  over  him. 

Cal.  Valour's  no  use,  I  see — but  vice  versy, 
ito  the  prisoners.)  We'd  better  recommend  ourselves  to  mercy. 
(to  Pro.)  Respected  sir — 

pro.  Peace,  slave!  and  stand  aside; 

Fish  more  important's  waiting  to  be  fried. 

[Goes  behind  table,  turns  up  his  sleeves  as  conjurors  do, 
and  begins  playing  with  the  cups  and  balls. 

My  liege  and  lords,  now  keep  your  eyes  upon  me, 
And  something  of  a  conjuror  you'll  own  me. 

[Strikes  the  table  with  his  wand.  Table  sinks 
rapidly,  and  in  its  place  Ferdinand  and 
Miranda  and  a   "Special"  rise.    Ferdinand 
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starts  with  astonishment,  and  coming  forward 
sings  as  he  recognises  the  different  individuals — 

Tune—"  The  Chaunt  Chorus  from  Jack  Sheppard." 

There's — the  Captain  as  was  our  commander, 

[Seeing-  Easa  di  Baccastoppa. 

There's — my  worthy  papa-in-law,  too  ; 

[Seeing-  Prospero. 
There's— the  stoker,  as  well  as  a  stranger  ; 

[Seeing-  Smutti.  and  Caliban 

No — Gov'nor,  sure  that  can't  be  you ! 

[Seeing  Alonzo. 
Alonzo  sings,  in  reply. 

I —  wish  I  could  credit  my  senses, 
A — cross  the  apartment  I'd  fly 
»     To — what  looks  very  like  my  lost  Ferdinand  ; 
'Tis — he  !  and  my  senses  don't  lie. 
Fer.  With  my  tooral-ol,  tooral-ol,  &c. 

[Ferdinand  and  Alonzo  sing  the  chorus  alternately  ; 
finishing  it  with  the  "  chaunt,"  as  in  the  original. 
All  join  in. 

Pro.  (aside  to  audience.) 

Now,  mind  your  eyes !  for  I've  in  preparation 
A  fearfully  affecting  situation. 

[He  takes  Miranda,  andpresents  her  to  Alonzo. 

Behold  thy  child-in-law ! 
(To  Ferdinand  J  Start  not,  my  son, 

My  late  severity  was  only  fun. 

[Ferdinand  and  Miranda  kneeling  to  Alonzo. 

Your  blessing,  gov'nor.      ? 
Your  blessing,  Pa'-in-law.  \ 
Alo.  Oh  I  by  all  means- 

It's  always  giv'n  in  dramas'  closing  scenes. 

[Puts  his  hands  on  their  heads. 

Cut  larks  and  latch-keys ! — prosper,  and  be  steady. 
Pro.  (to  audience.) 

Now,  then,  it's  coming ! — get  your  cambrics  ready. 

[Aloud,  and  much  agitated. 

My  bosom's  feelings  I  no  more  can  smother. 
Alonzo  !  here  !  behold  thy  long-lost  brother  1 
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jfito.  (startled,  but  by  no  means  pleased.) 

Eh!  what?  oh!  ah!  my  brother? — yes,  of  course! 

[Embraces  Prospero  rerjf  coldly 

By  this  discovery  I'm  a  throne  the  worse. 

[Spoken  aside  to  audience  over  Prospkro's  shoulder. 

Pro.  Brother,  at  finding  me  be  not  cast  down. 

1  would  not  rob  you  of  a  half  a  crown, 

Much  less  a  whole  one. 
Alo.  (brightening  up.)  I'm  relieved  of  pain. 

(affectionately.)  My  dearest  brother,  let's  embrace  again. 

[They  embrace  cordially. 

Pro.  Now  be  surprised  with  one  more  piece  of  wonder. 

What  ho  I     Rocks,  stones,  and  earth  there,  fly  asunder! 

[The  scene  at  backjlies  rapidly  open  and  discovers  the 
Steamer  lying  at  anchor  in  a  do^k  of  fairy-like 
structure — a  Lighthouse,  r.  in  the  shape  of  a 
chamber  candlestick,  with  a  taper  burning — a 
carpeted  gangway,  c.  leading  up  to  the  steamer, 
Ariel  pointing  up  to  it  with  his  wand  as  "  tout- 
ers''  do — Fairy  ringing  a  steam-boat  bell,  l. — 
The  whole  Scene  to  have  a  light  and  fairy-like 
appearance. 

Pro,  Now,  who's  for  Naples? 

[They  are  all  going  up  the  stage,  Caliban  stops 
Prospero. 

Cal.  Naples !  nonsense — stay, 

Don't  talk  of  Naples  yet. 
Pro.  Why  not,  sir,  pray? 

Cal.  Why?     Come,  that's  good.     If  you're  all  leaving  thus, 

"What's to  be  done  for  the  people" — meaning  us? 
Ari.  You — what  do  you  deserve? 
Cal.  (smilins  and  looking  at  audience.)  I  hardly  know 

What  do  we  all  deserve.      Best  put  it  so. 
Ari.  (to  audience!)  as,  what  ? — do  we  deserve  your  ma;;ic  smile, 

To  lend  (resh  charms  to  our  "  Enchanted  Isle?" 
Cal.  (pushing  forward  and  interrupting.) 

Excuse  me,  pray  ;  my  lawless  acts  completing, 

With  stirring  language  I'll  inflame  this  meeting. 
(To  audience.)  Be  noisy — and  excuse  the  observation — 

Get  up  a  devil  of  a  c/emonstration  ; 

Lut  not  with  arms — no,  only  with  thp  hand. 

[Indicating  clapping. 

That's  all  we  want.     And,  please  to  understand, 
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Tho'  noise  'mongst  you  we're  wishing  to  increase- 
Here  on  the  stage  we  wish  to  keep  the  piece  ! 

FINALF. 

Ferdinand  comes  forward  and  looks  round  the  house. 

Tune — "  The  Boatman's  Dance." 

From  the  hasty  glance  that  around  I  fling, 
I  think  we've  done  a  successful  thing. 
I  never  saw  a  lot  of  folks  in  all  my  life 
Whose  faces  seemed  with  glee  so  rife. 
[Turning  to  the  Actors. 

So  dance,  ray  comrades,  dance — 

Dance,  my  comrades,  dance. 

Dance — all's  right, 
For  we've  pleased  them  all  to-night, 
And  they'll  tell  all  their  friends  in  the  morning. 
[To  Audience. 

Pray  show,  before  you  go, 

Have  we  earned  your  smiles  or  no  ? 

[General  dance  by  all  the  characters  to  the  Chorus, 
"  Pray,  show,"  &fc.  They  all  strike  attitudes, 
and  the  curtain/alls. 


r.  Disposition  of  Characters.  l. 

Fairies.  Fairies. 

Fairies  and  Soldiers.  Lords  and  Soldiers. 

Easa  &  Smut.,  C al.,  Ferd.,  Mir.,  Ariel,  Pros.,  Alon.,  Go 
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